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Desperation

Carla put her hands to her head, feeling her heart beating frantically as she looked down at the financial papers in front of her. The answering machine glowed red with the calls from debt collectors she could not bear to listen to. She looked around, laughing at the irony of her beautiful house, the hardwood floors, marble countertops and designer furniture that seemed like they were from another time, a time before the “love of her life”, Jason, turned out to be cheating on her behind her back and draining their shared finances on so called business trips which turned out to be him taking his mistress on extravagant vacations. She had never cared about finances before, thinking that she would never have to worry about them, but now everything was crashing down on her.

“$10,000,” she thought, wistfully, “$10,000 dollars and I could get these damned debt collectors off my back for another month.” She looked around with sadness at her dream home, and she felt her eyes grow wet at the thought of the for sale sign standing mockingly in her front lawn. 

The doorbell rang, and Carla jumped up, knocking her knee on the mahogany coffee table. “Oh no, they are coming to my door!” she thought, imagining crawling into a ball and waiting for the debt collectors to leave. She slowly walked to the window, peeking through the curtains to see what thugs the banks had sent to intimidate her. She breathed a huge sigh of relief as she saw that it was just Mindy, the female half of a couple who lived down the road in an extravagant mansion paid for by her husband Mark’s salary as an investment banker. She made her way to the door and opened it wide, not having to force a smile as she greeted her. A friendly face was a welcome sight right now. 

“Hey Mindy, how are you doing?” she said, happy to see a friendly face. While she had never been close, she had been to many of the lavish parties Mindy and her husband loved to throw, and counted Mindy at least as more than an acquaintance, but not quite a friend. She had always been jealous not only of her opulent lifestyle but also of her perfect D cup breasts which were so perky for a mid-30s woman. While Mindy was 36, she had all the youthful exuberance and body of a younger woman while having the elegance of age.

“I’m fine,” replied Mindy, “I just wanted to see how you are holding up!” Carla ushered her into the house, quickly gathering up her finance papers and pushing them to the side. “Can I offer you some coffee? Espresso? A latte? Tea?” she listed off the drinks she could make. She needed a relaxing tea herself.

“I’ll have tea, if you are offering,” Mindy said with a smile. Carla went to the kitchen and prepared the drinks, boiling the water for the tea and grimacing at the fact that she was at the end of her loose leaf tea, knowing that she would only have enough money for tea bags in the future. It was a strange thought, not because there was anything wrong with tea bags, but that she would ever be in a position where loose leaf tea was a luxury out of her grasp. She came back with the drinks and handed the tea to Mindy before gasping with horror. In her rush to hide her papers, one had fallen on the floor, a notice of the $42,000 she owed to the credit card company. She felt shame color her cheeks red as her neighbor followed her gaze to the ground, where the bright red “-$42,000” could not be mistaken for anything else.

“Oh Carla!” said Mindy in shock. “I knew the divorce had treated you poorly, what with that scumbag Jason getting his law firm behind him to represent him in the proceedings, but I had no idea you were in so much financial trouble!”

Carla sat down heavily, deflated by her stress. She sipped her tea before replying. “It’s been horrible… I thought I was set for life, but he drained the accounts before leaving me, he used every legal trick in the book to get every last cent I had and to keep me from touching what he earned from his legal profession. I just don’t know what to do… I’ve put the house up for sale, and I am looking for an accounting job, but in this economy I have not been able to find anything.”  She hid the fact that she was not just applying for accountant jobs, which was her position before marrying Jason who insisted that no wife of his would work. She had tried everything. Serving positions, secretaries, she had even applied to be a barista, and she had not even received a call back. She had only one thing left. The house was the only thing she managed to get out of the messy divorce. It was her dream house, something that she had longed for since she was a child, and she had fought tooth and nail to keep it against her ex-husband’s team of high profile lawyers.

Mindy looked with sympathy at Carla. She had always loved inviting the brunette to her pool parties, even if it meant that her bore of an ex-husband had always tagged along. Carla had always had a grace to her that was so very appealing as she dove off the diving board with perfect form, her lithe, toned body cutting through the water with the perfection of a pro. Her husband also loved the look of Carla, and both had shared their fantasy of inviting her into a threesome. 

“I have… a little secret to tell you Carla,” she said in a hushed voice, “but you have to promise not to tell anyone. I am only sharing because I see how desperate you are, but only Mark knows this…”

Carla was instantly interested. She had never been close to Mindy, and was interested to learn more about her. “I promise, I won’t tell a soul,” she said.

“Well, you know Mark, he is always working. Even though we are financially stable, I found that I was getting incredibly bored, sitting at home. Even going out with friends started to tire me. I had one of my good friends tell me about a company which, well, it sounds odd, but they set up cameras in your house, and pay you for it.”

Carla was shocked. She had heard of webcam girls before and never knew that anyone so rich would do anything like that. She thought to herself that it must not be anything like that, but in her tone there was a hint that she thought Mindy was talking about getting naked on camera for pay. Through her shock, a small shudder went through her body as she imagined Mindy’s athletic body stripping on camera, but pushed the thought away reproachfully. 

“Cameras? What do you mean Mindy?” she said, her voice a tone of bewilderedness and surprise. But there was something new in her voice. A glimmer of hope and… excitement? 

“Oh!” said Mindy, “nothing like… that! There are people who just love to get a glimpse of how other people live. You don’t have to get… naked or anything. I just love having people watching me, there is something about knowing that I am in the limelight that makes me feel like a star! And even though I don’t need the money, it’s nice getting $100 a day just for nothing… plus I make about double that in tips!” Mindy relaxed back in her chair, sipping her tea and gazing intensely at Carla. 

Carla was instantly intrigued. $100 a day and also tips? The interest from her debts would still be piling up, but maybe there was a way she could still keep her house, at least with some money coming in. But cameras? It seemed odd, but she had always loved the feel of eyes on her, and as a dancer in university she was used to being the center of the show. She missed those days, where she could perform in front of a crowd, knowing that all eyes were on her. She missed feeling beautiful, graceful, and like a piece of moving art.

“$100 a day? Just to have cameras in your house?” she said, finally seeing a way out of her problems.

“That’s what I’ve been making… for the last year or so. It’s great side money for me to buy shoes and clothes. I only have the cameras on in two rooms, since I have Mark around and he likes to have some privacy, but you, living alone, could have cameras everywhere. I bet they would start you at a higher rate if you have more cameras. Anyways, it was wonderful to see you, but I must be off! Here’s their business card, in case you want it…” she said, and handed Carla a black business card, shiny and rich looking.

“Thank you Mindy,” said Carla, and walked her to the door. Mindy left and felt a slight shudder go through her at the thought of Carla being on camera. She had always found herself attracted to the younger woman, and she hoped that she would sign up for the program. While Mindy had been honest in saying that she had cameras in her house, she had not been complete open about her dealings with the company. Not only did she get a cut for signing new members up, she also was a premium subscriber, paying thousands a month for access to cameras all over the world. She had seen it happen the same way every time… a desperate young woman, completely on display and realizing that it was so much easier to make tips if she started dressing sexier... and it only went on from there. Mindy loved seeing as the woman started to get addicted to the attention, loving the feeling of eyes watching their every move, getting off on the idea that they were on display.

Carla looked down at the business card, sliding her hand over it, feeling it. It was a black business card with gold lettering. It was the type of business card she had seen when her husband’s jerkoff work friends had come over to get drunk and play poker, the type of business card that exudes richness. There was just a business name, Labbasevisions, and a phone number to call. She put down the business card and looked at her finances again, seeing the threatening “-$42,000” staring up at her as if to mock her. She took a sip of tea to calm her nerves and picked up her phone. She stared at the black card, the number printed in inviting, luxurious gold letters. She watched her fingers dial the numbers while feeling as if it was someone else’s hand. The stress of her financial situation was causing her to consider things she had never thought before. “If they are creepy, I can just hang up,” she thought, trying to reassure herself as she rang the number. For some reason, she felt nervous but also a strange anticipation as she called. The idea of having strangers watching her was scary but also seemed to touch on some inner desire of her.

After just one ring a woman with a cheerful yet professional voice answered, “This is Sandra from Labbasevisions, how may we help you today?”

Carla paused. The situation was so far out of her comfort zone that she had no idea how to proceed. “Uh… hi there Sandra,” she started, the words coming out hesitantly. “I got your business card from my friend.”

“Perfect!” said Sandra, “I bet you have a million questions! Did your friend explain to you how we operate?”

Carla started to get reassured by the cheerful voice on the other end, but was still feeling quite out of her comfort zone. Strangely, she also felt almost a desire to continue the conversation, a strange desire she did not quite understand. “Well, she did not go into detail, but basically said that you could get money to have cameras in your house? It all seems so confusing, she said it was not sexual but I have only ever heard of webcam girls before.” She had always judged those webcam girls but secretly envied their confidence in their bodies. As a dancer she would have all eyes on her, but the thought of being naked on camera was so risqué! 

“Ah, that is a common misconception for new actors working for us. It is completely up to our actors how they want to act on the screen. Our viewers pay to be able to see how people live. They love being able to peek in to someone else’s life. We do not stop our actors from doing sexual acts on camera; however there is absolutely no pressure to perform in this way. One of our most popular views, we call the houses of our actors and actresses views, is an amazing watercolor artist. Of course, some of our most popular views have nudity and sexual content, but of course you should never feel obliged.”

Carla started to like the sounds of it. But the money seemed too good to be true. She felt awkward asking, but it was her only focus. Or so she told herself, feeling uncomfortable at the fact that she was starting to like the idea of being watched. “And… you get paid to have the cameras in your house?”

The lady on the phone chuckled before going on. “Of course! We have a different range of plans, which are anywhere from $50 a day for a single room and a minimum of 1 hour viewing time – that means 1 hour in front of the camera, all the way up to the $1,000 full house 24/7 plan. Of course, you have to qualify for the latter plans. We do all the installation, as long as you can commit to at least 1 month for the basic plan and with larger commitments for the higher earning plans. We are able to offer such high rates to our clients because we cater to a select clientele of the wealthy who have been so pleased with the experience we offer that they have done all of our advertising for us by word of mouth. It is the privilege of the ultra-rich to be able to experience glancing into another’s life.”

Carla’s mouth felt dry, and she struggled to find words as she imagined the money flowing in. She didn’t think one month would be so bad. Even if she hated it, she could handle an hour a day for a month. Especially for $1500 a month! She knew that $1500 would only put a small dent into what she owed, with interest piling on every day. Her $42,000 credit card debt alone was pulling her constantly downwards, and on top of that she had legal fees and more to pay off. She needed more than $50 dollars a day.

“What is the most a newcomer can sign up for?” she asked, unconsciously crossing her fingers.

“Normally, newcomers can sign up for the $100 a day plan, which requires cameras in two rooms and a commitment of 2 hours a day. May I ask who referred you? For some of the referrals of our better actors and actresses that are trusted members of our team, we can offer access to our higher plans. Also note that our clients are able to tip you while watching and you can earn a much higher income this way.”

“I was referred by Mindy Linken,” said Carla.

“Ah! Mindy, she is a great actress! With that referral, we can start you on the $700 a day plan. This requires cameras in your entire house, except for your bathroom of course, and a 24/7 link. You are permitted to turn the cameras off while you sleep but otherwise every hour of downtime is a loss of 100$ for you. This lets you invite people over for dinner or coffee, but because clients pay for the privilege of watching you at all times, you incur the costs of the downtime. As well, we would require a 6 month plan. Personally, I do not think that one should start on this plan, but I would give you the option because of Mindy’s excellent track record working for us.” 

Carla thought long and hard. $700 dollars a day would solve all of her problems. She could pay off her credit card debt within two months without having to sell her beautiful dream house. She knew that she needed to act quickly to save herself from losing her most cherished possession, and also that if she did not make a decision right now, she would chicken out. 

“I… I want to do that one. The $700 a day plan.” The words came out of her mouth before she could think of the commitment she was making. She needed to get away from the stress of debt, and would do anything in her desperation.

“Normally we do an extensive screening procedure, but Mindy is trusted dearly by our organization. We just need to collect some information now, would you mind answering some of our questions?”

The next hour was spent answering a long list of questions; ranging her physical characteristics, her address, her age and weight to if she had ever suffered from insomnia or depression. She was then transferred to a lawyer who explained the legal jargon, making sure she knew never to invite anyone in the house that was not a part of the program without turning off the cameras. Then, she was back on the phone with Sandra, who seemed pleased with her new applicant. Finally, the questions were over and installers were set to come in for the next day. Carla hung up the phone and breathed out a huge breath in a long sigh. She knew that she had just made a huge choice. “Life is just a big risk,” she thought, “and it’s better to take a chance than to lose all that I have left”. She thought back to the divorce proceedings with a shudder. She remembered her own lawyer getting flustered in the face of the pro legal team her ex-husband commanded, and how they had portrayed her as a cheating slut in the case. She had ended up with a huge amount of debt in legal bills and more and had been worried constantly that she would end up in a bad neighborhood renting a one bedroom apartment at best. 

Carla wondered what it would be like to have cameras in her house. The lady on the phone, Sandra, had explained that they would be hidden cameras which picked up video as well as sound. She spent the night frantically cleaning, dusting, and making sure everything was perfect. If she was going to be watched, she was damn sure going to have a nice, clean house. Before going to bed, she walked outside, grabbed the “for sale” sign, and threw it right in the trash. 

On Display

Carla woke up, showered, and got ready to meet the installers. She was nervous, but the horrible feeling of helplessness that she was used to waking up to was gone. She was feeling something else as well, something she could not quite put her finger on. Excitement? “Must be excitement for the money,” she thought, but that did not seem quite right. After her shower she looked at herself in the mirror, critically going over every little flaw. She had been a competitive dancer in college, and felt that her figure had grown much less toned and athletic. Anyone but herself would have seen a completely different picture. Her curly brown hair fell gracefully past her shoulders, framing her high cheek boned face. Her nose was almost petulant, curving up slightly, and her brown eyes had a hint of mischief to them. Her lips were large and pouting, and she never wore lipstick. Her body was lithe and at 27 she was still in the bloom of her youth, with small, perky tits and a tanned body that would turn almost brown as the summer progressed. She spent the morning making herself beautiful, knowing that soon she would be in plain view and wanting to be as presentable as possible. She picked a classy orange dress which would have been worn by Audrey Hepburn, and slipped on some comfortable high heeled sandals. The sun was shining, and she was dressed for a perfect spring day. As she put the finishing touches to her makeup, the doorbell rang, and she looked out the window at a black van with the words “Labbasevisions” embossed on the side. She opened the door to a man and a woman, both wearing slim fitting black jackets with the company name printed on them. They looked professional and friendly, giving her a slight smile.

“Hello there,” said Carla.

“Hello Carla. My name is Greg and this is my partner Molly. We have some legal forms for you to fill out, and then we can proceed with the installation. How are you doing today?”

“I’m good,” said Carla, “a bit nervous but also excited to start!” 

She led the two Labbasevisions employees into her living room, and they scanned around the house, obviously looking for where to place the cameras. They sat down as she offered them drinks, which they refused. They had quite a pile of papers to read and sign, and Carla looked through them carefully. Her experience in the courts had taught her to read and re-read anything before signing it, but everything seemed to be in order. She set up a direct deposit with her personal bank account, which currently was drained, and winced at the thought of her meager financial situation. When she had finished the last signature, her hand tired at this point, the two employees thanks her and said that they would need a few hours in order to set up the cameras, and if she would mind leaving the house. She agreed, needing to get out of the place. No matter how much she loved her house, she had been cooped up in there, hiding from debt collectors that she imagined would track her down. 

She decided to go for a walk, not sure exactly where she would end up. The spring air was fresh, and the new life around her filled her with a vibrancy and energy she had not felt in far too long. The idea of being on camera was starting to appeal to her. She wondered who would be watching her, and what they would think. Would they find her pretty? She meandered down her street, through a park and down into the little shopping lane called “the village” near the suburbs that had a few restaurants, coffee shops and little stores. She had not been down here in ages, hiding not only from her debt but also of the shame that she felt whenever she saw anyone she knew, even just acquaintances. She hated the way gossip spread, but she felt a newfound confidence that gave her a spring in her steps. Maybe it was the fact that she had dressed in a comfortable, sexy spring dress and taken time on her makeup, but she no longer felt ashamed as she entered her favorite coffee shop and ordered a latte.

“Carla!” smiled the barista, “I haven’t seen you in weeks it feels like. I called you a few times. We have a part time position open if you want it.”

“No thanks,” smiled Carla, “a latte is all I need right now!” She got the drink and sat down, sipping slowly and savoring the tastes. Normally she used coffee for energy, but she had a growing excitement budding in her. There was something… exotic about the idea of being on camera, like she would be a movie star, the center of attention. She noticed a man looking at her from across the room, a handsome but older man, and though she felt no attraction to him she enjoyed his gaze upon her. She knew she looked good today. She double checked her balance, and almost spat out her coffee. The first $700 had already been deposited! A smile spread across her face at the thought of the money that would be coming in. She instantly transferred the money to her credit card account, and somehow the $41,300 that remained seemed so much less scary. She knew that she had another $30,000 in legal fees to pay after the credit card debt was paid, but as a former accountant made sure to pay off the highest interest debt first. She languorously finished her drink, exalting in a luxury that she had denied herself because of her financial situation. She decided she wanted to enjoy herself and check out the new art gallery that had opened up down the street. She got up slowly and gracefully, walking with all the ease of her dancing days. She felt the man’s eyes on her, and let her hips roll a little as she left the coffee shop. A giggle came to her as she knew that he liked what he was seeing.

Carla walked down the street to the small art gallery. While she had missed its opening, she preferred to explore it now. She disliked the throng of people that a grand opening would bring, preferring to enjoy art slowly and at her own pace. She walked in and took her time, enjoying particularly a painting of a beautiful ballet dancer that filled her with nostalgia. “Ah, I was so young and naive…” she thought, knowing with irony that in ten years she would love back at herself now in the same way she looked back at her university self. She moved on, and a marble statue caught her eye. Normally, small art galleries focused on paintings, so it was intriguing to see the statue, obviously modeled with Greek influence. It was a woman, almost nude and covered only in long ribbons which floated in the breeze that the sculpture had captured perfectly. Carla did not even look at the price tag, knowing that such luxuries were impossible at the time, but appreciated the art of it, knowing that it was out of her reach at the moment. She loved how unabashed the sculpted woman looked, without a care at who saw her. 

Carla left the gallery and checked her phone, seeing that an hour and a half had passed. She walked home and entered her house just as the two employees for Labbasevisions were finishing up. “All done!” said Greg. “The cameras are all installed, and give a view of your entire house except for your bathroom. If you ever want the cameras to turn off, you can simply text the code 4506 to our number with your phone or press the button we have installed near your door. Remember that there will be financial penalties associated with this, and that you can be found in breach of contract if you abuse this function. You can check the views of your place on the laptop we left in your bedroom, which will show where the cameras are pointing and how many viewers are watching at a time. Any questions?”

“No,” said Carla, and the two employees left, leaving her all alone in her home. “Well, not really alone anymore,” she thought with a sly smile, knowing that anyone could be watching her. It filled her with a strange thrill and she felt like she was back in university, dancing on stage. She kicked off her sandals and bounced upstairs to take a look at the laptop. She looked at the screen with a profound respect for Labbasevisions. The views of her house were complete, and yet she could not see a single camera. She looked with surprise at the number in the corner of the screen which said 40. 40 people were watching her already? After the first minute of the system being online? She could almost feel their eyes on her, and she felt her pulse quicken. She bit her lip slightly and walked down the steps, conscious of the eyes watching her every move. She was not sure what she would do. Normally, she might sit down and read a book, or watch TV, but now she felt like she owed her silent watchers something. After all, she could not expect to get $700 for nothing, could she? She looked at her kitchen, with spacious marble floors, and smiled, an idea in her mind. Carla stepped gracefully to the mp3 dock and put on one of her favorite classical piano piece that she had danced to in university. She sighed in pleasure as the notes washed over her, and started to dance. At first, the steps felt foreign to her, but the force of routine that had been drilled into her by constant practice soon took over. She felt the flow of the music go through her, and danced like she had not danced in years. She realized that her ex-husband had been a weight on her, a weight she finally was free of. She danced without a care in the world and knew that there were eyes on her, relishing in the attention and confident in the center of the stage. She started to get a rush out of it, feeling the eyes of rich men on her, and felt the eyes all over her body, caressing her neck down to her arching feet, appreciating the lines of her body. The idea of so many eyes on her was intoxicating in a way she had never felt before as a dancer. This was different. So many hidden eyes, following her every move. She had never felt so attractive or confident before. There were people paying for the privilege of watching her. She felt like a piece of art, to be admired and watched as she finished up the steps and the last few notes trailed off. 

Carla waltzed her way upstairs, feeling an urge to see the laptop again and marvel at all the cameras in her house. She walked into her bedroom and was looking at herself staring at the laptop, a surreal experience, when she had a start. The number of viewers had tripled! She now had 118 people watching her channel, and she was shocked to see that there was a message saying “Tip received”. She clicked on it, and saw that she had been given a $100 tip with the message “That was a beautiful performance. You have so much grace and energy, and I am looking forward to following your view in the future.” The tip was from a user named “Thefinerthings”. Carla was grateful, and smiled directly at the hidden camera in the room, ascertaining its position from the shot on the laptop, and said loudly, “Why thank you, you are too sweet!” 

Carla was not ashamed to admit to herself that she loved the attention. Her 3 years of marriage with Jason had been living in a fake world created by his selfish lies. She had been pretending to herself that he was what she wanted, that financial security was worth him. As he worked his way up the corporate ladder, the confidence she had loved in him had turned to arrogance, the determination to ruthlessness, kindness to stone. She was free now, and could do whatever she wanted. She decided to call up Mindy and thank her. She took out her phone, found her in her contacts and gave her a ring.

“Hello Carla,” said Mindy, “how are you doing?”

“Amazing,” replied Carla, “I took your advice and gave Labbasevisions a call, and they already have me set up! Thanks to you, I was able to throw that for sale sign in the garbage.”

“Ah, I am so glad to hear that! What do you think of the experience so far?” asked Mindy.

“It’s… it’s actually a lot more fun than I thought it would be,” replied Carla with a smile.

Mindy paused before answering. She had been watching Carla secretly through the cameras in her house, and had loved watching the sexy young brunette dance. She could not wait for her husband Mark to return so she could share the footage. 

“Ooh I know, isn’t it? I always feel like the star of my own little show.” said Mindy devilishly, prompting Carla with the words. She could tell that Carla had loved being the center of attention, and was made perfectly to be on display for hungry eyes like her own. 

“Ah, it’s so intense. I get such an exhilarating feel from all of the eyes on me,” said Carla, knowing that her viewers could hear her say the words and knowing that they would love hearing them. 

“I bet you do. I bet you put on a show for them, didn’t you?” said Mindy with mischief.

“How did you know? I decided to relive my dancing days and put on a little concert for my lovely viewers. They appreciated it, I’m sure.” 

“I’m sure they did too. Who wouldn’t love to see a sexy thing like you performing?”

Carla gave a little laugh. “Well thanks for the compliment. I bet they love watching you as well. Did you say you never did anything… erotic on camera?”

Mindy laughed back. “I did say that, although I suppose that was a bit of a lie… I just wanted you to feel comfortable taking up the offer in case you were not into that at all. It took me just about a week before I got so turned on by being watched that Mark and I fucked on camera. It was the most intense experience of my life.”

Carla felt her cheeks flush at the image of the tall, muscular Mark ravaging Mindy in front of hundreds of eyes. 

“My god…” trailed off Carla, enjoying the intensity of the vision. 

“Mmm yes, it was a profoundly erotic experience. Mark took me with an intensity I had never felt before. We both love to be watched, and him making me cum in front of thousands of eyes was quite the experience.”

Carla felt her pulse quicken and her nipples start to harden underneath her dress. 

“That’s so hot Mindy…” she said, and remembered her university days where she had experimented with her female roommate after a night of drinking, and could not help but imagine Mindy’s tight body and luscious, full breasts as felt herself growing more and more aroused, knowing that the watching eyes and ears could see her getting more and more turned on. 

“He did not stop after I came either. I get so damn sensitive, usually I make him stop once I cum but this time even as I begged him to stop he kept fucking me harder and harder, gosh I must have come 3 times in front of our audience.”

Carla could not help herself. She let her free hand start to slide up and down the soft flesh of her leg, her own touch arousing herself even further. She could feel the eyes on her like sunbeams, causing her cheeks to flush red with heat. Her hand strayed up her body and started to rub her right nipple through her shirt.

“Mmm Carla… I have a little secret to tell you. I’m not just an actress for Labbasevisions, I am also one of their recruiters. I always knew you were a performer, and saw the perfect opportunity to get another sexy woman for my team. In fact, I am watching you right now, and you look so damn appealing, rubbing your nipple and panting so desperately.” 

Carla gasped in shock, but instead of feeling betrayed she felt gratitude for the help with her financial situation, and also a growing attraction to the older lady which kept her playing with her nipple through the material of her dress.

“Mindy I don’t mind, I’m just so grateful for this opportunity. Oh God, I’m so turned on right now…”

“I can see that Carla. Why don’t you take off your bra under your dress? Won’t those lovely nipples feel so much better when they are free?” she said, in a tone that was half suggestion and half command. She knew that she had the younger woman in the palm of her hand. It had been even easier than she expected. Usually women felt awkward in front of the camera, but Carla was a born performer and obviously a complete exhibitionist. Carla put down the phone for a second and undid her bra, pulling it off while leaving her sundress on. Her nipples pushed against the cotton of the dress, clearly visible to the eyes watching her. Carla felt herself grow even wetter as she saw the view count surging to almost 300. 

“Play with your nipples through your dress,” Mindy commanded. Carla felt herself obeying the command without thought, pinching and kneading her nipples in a way that felt oh so pleasurable but teased her completely. She wanted to badly to put her hands under the fabric of her dress, her flesh demanding to be touched. Mindy had a cruel streak to her, however, and wanted to see her new toy squirm before letting her have pleasure. She knew that many of the viewers would want to see this as well. 

“I bet you want to play with those pert, aching nipples don’t you, you little slut?” Mindy asked Carla with a smooth, sultry voice that sent a wave of desire through Carla. She shuddered, her nipples so hard that they ached in a mix of pain and pleasure. “I do… I want to touch them sooo bad,” she begged, feeling as though she was under control by the older woman, under the spell of the eyes watching her. She saw that the number had shot up to 500 and moaned. 3 “tip sent” messages appeared on the laptop, but for Carla this was no longer about the money, no longer about anything rational, it was just to feed her desire. She had no idea how badly she had needed to be on display, to be shown off and appreciated. 

“Then touch them Carla, reach under your dress and play with those desperate, hard little nipples.” 

As soon as Carla heard the words, she put the phone on speakerphone, dropped it on her bed and greedily thrust her hands into her dress to pinch and play with her nipples. She was panting like she was out of control, never knowing an experience so profoundly erotic. She could not imagine fucking in front of a crowd, this was already so intense. Her nipples sent waves of pleasure through her as she rubbed them, knowing exactly how to tease herself. The dress which had seemed so comfortable before felt so confining now. She wanted, no she needed to be naked in front of her watchers, showing off her body. “Please… please Mindy may I take off this dress…”

  “You want to be completely naked, don’t you, you sexy little whore. You need to be on display, doing anything and everything to your audience.” The words sent jolts of lust through Carla as she heard them, and she found herself agreeing in a voice hoarse from desire. “Please… please I do,” was all she managed to say.

“Then why don’t you slip that dress and your panties off and show us that beautiful body of yours?” Mindy said, not even needing to use a commanding tone to get the younger lady naked. Carla had never undressed so quickly, almost ripping her dress in her haste to throw it off, and pulling her panties off and throwing them carelessly on the floor before laying on the bed and playing with her nipples again, her hips starting to arch as her pussy begged to be touched. Mindy looked down at the sexy brunette on her screen, loving the tan tone of her skin and how desperate she looked. Mindy could not help but to start playing with her pussy as well, leaning back in her chair and hiking up her skirt. She never wore panties, and enjoyed the ease with which she could have access to herself. 

Carla’s mind was wrapping around that she was completely naked in front of whoever wanted to watch. It filled her with repressed desire. “Please Mindy, please may I touch my pussy,” begged Carla, writhing in pleasure on the bed. She was looking up and could not see that the view count for her “view” was up to 800, and that she had received two more tips. If she had, she would have been even more turned on, if that was possible at this point. 

“Mmm I think you deserve some pleasure for being such a sexy little slut. Go wild and cum for me on camera. I’m recording this whole thing for Mark, and when he gets home we are going to watch this together and fuck. And after that, him and I are going to pay you a little visit and give you exactly what you deserve, you naughty little whore.” Carla’s fingers went instantly to her clit and started to play with it, pinching her nipple hard as she went wild on her pussy, desperate to cum. She started to moan louder and louder and she neared her orgasm, faster than ever before. 

“Such a good little slut, cum for your audience. You have over a thousand horny eyes watching you right now you little attention whore. Every one of them wants to see you cum for the first time on camera. So cum for us, don’t hold back, you know you want to orgasm in front of a thousand strangers, you know it’s always been your deepest, darkest fantasy!”

The words and the entire situation overwhelmed Carla in the most intense orgasm of her life. She felt her entire body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. The eyes on her were burning with desire, and had never felt more on display before. She could feel thousands of eyes drooling over her, and the naughtiness of breaking taboos made her orgasm so intense she could barely stand it. She moaned and whimpered as her orgasm slowed and her clit became more and more sensitive. She slowed her finger and lay back, completely exhausted both mentally and physically, her body twitching every few seconds uncontrollably. Her eyes closed and she lay, almost floating in the afterglow. 

Mindy let her fingers stray away from her pussy, deciding to wait for her orgasm when she would visit Carla tonight with her husband. As she watched the exhausted and satisfied Carla, she envisioned all the things she would do to her. She obviously had both a submissive and exhibitionist side, and she would be easy to control especially in front of an audience. 

“Mm, I could see you loved that Carla, and look like your audience did as well. Better check your tips and then get ready… put on something sexy for Mark and I will you? We’ll be over in an hour and a half or so.” 

Carla opened her eyes and said, “I… I can’t wait.” There was a click as Mindy hung up, and Carla closed her eyes again, slowly regaining control of her body. Her life had changed completely in the space of two days, going from desperation to pay her bills to… well, a different sort of desperation, desperation to please the eyes viewing her. Still, she felt a certain power, a power in her sexuality and felt a newfound confidence in her body. She opened her eyes and sat up, still naked, enjoying the feel of the eyes on her body. She walked to the computer and saw that she had received 8 tips in total! She read through each one. She read through the comments and amounts with glee, loving the dirty words. “You are a natural, you little slut. I’ve never seen a girl get naked so fast in my life” $200, from “Richandyoung” “Damn.” $120, from “wildfree1”. The rest of the comments read similarly, and felt anticipation and desire at the last one. “I’ll be staying tuned tonight, can’t wait to see you fuck for the first time on camera” $230, from “watchful”. Carla couldn’t believe it. In total, she had made $1200 in tips, just for that last performance. She used her phone to pay down part of her credit card debt, smiling at the number $40,100 which seemed so much less threatening than the $42,000 she had owed this morning. 

Carla walked with a spring in her steps to the washroom, where she washed her face with cold water then stepped into the shower, which she always did after she came. The water washed over her and she sighed contentedly in the heat. She had learned so much about herself in the course of the day. She had never realized that she got so turned on by being ordered and controlled, especially in front of so many people. Carla washed her body slowly, pretending that her audience was watching her get soaped up, bending over seductively while making sure not to get her hair wet. She would have to ask about getting a camera in her bathroom, one that she could turn on and off as she pleased. It was definitely nice to have a room where she could have some privacy, but she loved the idea of occasionally putting on a show in the shower. 

She washed the suds off her body and started to dry herself off, looking in the mirror. It was as if she saw a different person than she did this morning. Where before she saw a woman past her prime, now she saw the vibrancy she possessed, and beamed at her reflection. She dried off, and then wrapped the towel around her, allowing the tops of her breasts to peek over the top of her towel, and walked out of the bathroom and into her bedroom. She disregarded putting on makeup, feeling that she would let herself be natural, especially since she predicted that she would be sweating plenty tonight. She had found herself fantasizing about Mindy’s husband Mark before, and had even had a dream where the muscular man took her by force and pounded her in this very bed while she pleaded for him to stop. She had never let herself succumb to her desires before, and this experience had been an awakening. She opened her closet and decided on what to wear. Carla wanted something not just enticing, but simply slutty. At first she let her hands run over sexy lingerie, but then decided on a short, black skirt which barely covered her ass and a low cut top that was tight on her. She put on her outfit and looked at herself in the mirror. The white top hugged her nipples tightly. She had decided against a bra or panties and her nipples hardened at the thought of Mark’s hard girth entering her however he pleased. She bent over, and saw that the whole bottom half of her ass was exposed, showing off her shaved pussy to the world. She felt herself shudder with the thought that all around the world, people were looking in at her as she bent over and exposed herself. 

Carla stood and made her way down the stairs, letting her hips roll as she walked. While she had small, perky tits, she had been blessed with a gorgeous round ass. She knew this and also knew that it was peeking out as she walked, and she started to feel wetness and warmth from her pussy at the thought of how sexy she must look. It had been over an hour since she had “spoken” on the phone with Mindy, and she was excited for them to arrive. She felt another shudder of desire pass through her as she imagined the couple. “What would they do to her?” she wondered, knowing that the answer was “Whatever they wanted”. Carla went to her wine rack and grabbed a bottle of red. Jason had been a wine aficionado, and it had been a personally pleasure of hers to hide his wine in the backyard and retrieve it after the divorce. She had not touched a drop, but she wanted to share some with her new… “What would you call them,” she thought, thinking of a label to put on Mark and Mindy. “My new companions, let’s leave it at that.” she decided.

She uncorked a bottle of red, knowing that she could never tell the difference in quality, but the idea of drinking a hundred dollar wine without knowing tannin from a toadstool made her smile with glee. She poured a glass half full, then thought “Screw it,” and poured it near to the brim. She drank a large gulp and felt the warmth flow over her instantly. She had always been a lightweight, and a laughing, flirty drunk. She took another sip and the doorbell rang. She walked with the glass to the door, and opened it to look out and Mindy and Mark standing before her. Mindy was wearing a similar dress to hers but in dark blue, and Mark was in his suit from work. They had obviously come over as soon as he arrived home. 

“Why hello there friends,” Carla said, putting heat into the words. The wine made her bold, and she grabbed Mindy’s hand and pulled her into a hug. She then gave Mark a hug, feeling his strong arms wrap around her. He had a briefcase in one hand. 

“Mmm hello there gorgeous,” said Mindy. “Any of that wine for us?”

“Of course. Any for you, Mark? Or something a little stronger?” 

Mark chuckled deep and low, shutting the door behind him as he came in. “I’ll take a whiskey, if you have it.” He walked in with the briefcase into the living room, which surprised Carla who thought he would leave it at the door. 

                  “Sit down, sit down… let me serve you,” said Carla, ushering them onto the couch which was big enough for three. She let them sit down. She took another large gulp of her wine and set it down on the table, bending over seductively in a way that she knew they must both be staring at her firm ass and dripping pussy. Carla sauntered to the kitchen and brought back the bottle and a glass, plus a whiskey glass for Mark. She bent down to the liquor cabinet and grabbed a whiskey bottle at random. Whiskey was another one of Jason’s old loves which she had taken from him in retaliation. She poured a tall glass of wine and filled the glass of whiskey halfway. She then handed the drinks to her companions and sat across from them.

                  “Mindy showed me your little show today,” said Mark, and then sipped the whiskey, savoring the beverage in his mouth before swallowing. He was staring hungrily at her. He had always loved the sight of the little minx, something that he shared with his wife, and had often thought of conquering her round, firm ass. Carla noticed his gaze and slowly uncrossed her legs and then re-crossed them, a la Basic Instinct, seeing his eyes widen at the sight of her pussy. She noticed as well that the bulge of his manhood grew larger with every second, and grew aroused at the effect she was having on him. She could not believe how slutty she felt in front of the cameras. 

                 “Mmm I had the time of your life with your sweet wife. Where did she ever get such a dirty mind?” said Carla.

                  “Oh I’m dirty?” laughed Mindy. “You’re the one who came in front of thousands of people, you little slut.” 

                 “Touche!” laughed Carla, taking another sip then finishing her wine. 

“Let me take care of that,” said Mark, and he poured her another full glass. Carla sipped again and felt the wine filling her head with a pleasant buzz. 

                 “Mm and maybe next I can take care of that?” asked Carla with fake innocence, looking pointedly at his obviously throbbing cock. 

                 “Tisk tisk,” said Mindy.  “What did I tell you Mark? She’s a natural little slut. Let’s see how well she sucks a hard cock.”

                 “Mmm please, let me show you what a good little cocksucker I am,” said Carla, the words feeling natural as she said them.

                  Mark looked almost sternly at her, his eyes commanding and powerful. “Get on your knees and crawl over to me.” 

                  Carla instantly obeyed, getting on her knees and arching her round ass in the air as she crawled towards him, knowing that the cameras behind her could see right up her skirt. She crawled in front of him, looking up at the powerful six foot tall man sitting in front of her, her eyes pleading silently for another command. Mark slowly reached down and caressed her cheeks, running his hand up and down her face and through her hair. “What a beauty,” he sighed, and unzipped his fly with his other hand. His manhood sprung up into the air, and he did not have to say a word before Carla had her mouth on it, sucking it hungrily. 

                 Carla could only focus on the huge throbbing manhood in her mouth, trying desperately to take more and more of it in her mouth. It was bigger than anything she had ever taken before, and she loved it, feeling herself close to gagging but able to accommodate more and more. She felt saliva dripping down her mouth as she looked up into the commanding eyes above her. As she worshipped his cock with her mouth, the tips starting flowing in from the now 3,000 viewers who were watching this sexy brunette fulfill her deepest fantasies. Unbeknownst to Carla, Mindy had walked to the briefcase and brought it to the couch. Carla did not even notice her open it, so intent was she upon the cock in her mouth. It took her complete focus, but the viewers got to see Mindy pull out a large strap on dildo and a collar. She walked behind Carla and lifted her skirt up from behind, and Carla arched her eager ass and pussy into the air at her touch. Carla could feel Mindy’s soft hand rubbing her ass, then felt a hard slap which caused her to be pushed forward, Mark’s cock impaling itself further down her eager throat. She then felt Mindy attaching a collar around her neck. Mindy started to rub her throat, feeling her husband’s cock deep down her eager mouth and into her throat.

                  “Holy Mark, I can feel your cock through her throat!” exclaimed Mindy, watching in awe as Carla deep throated her husband further than she had ever done herself. Cindy could feel his full balls against her chin, and wanted more than anything to feel him unload his hot cum into her eager mouth. Mindy walked behind Carla, and then started to tease her pussy lips, rubbing the head of the strap-on dildo on her pussy lips. Carla felt the welcome intruder and faced a dilemma. She wanted to keep Mark’s cock as deep into her throat as possible, but her pussy was begging for the strap-on deep inside of her. She back up, trying to get closer to the strap-on, but Mark simply grabbed the back of her head and used his strong hand to force her to bob up and down on his member. Carla tried to beg for the strap-on, but her words only came out as muffled moans as she was forced to deep throat the hard cock in her mouth. Carla had never wanted anything so bad. She arched her ass in the air, trying to be as irresistible as possible, feeling the eyes of not only her neighbors but also thousands of watchers all transfixed on the three-way before them. 

                  Mindy could resist no longer. She wanted to see Carla’s pussy lips stretch to accommodate the girth of her strap-on. She wanted to be the first to conquer her pussy in front of the crowd. She centered the rubber cock on her tight pussy hole and slid it in in one powerful motion. She heard Carla moaning in pleasure as she started to thrust into her eager hole. The sight of her tight pussy being forced to take them massive strap-on was insanely arousing to Mindy, and she started to pound her ferociously, loving how helpless the beautiful slut was in front of her. 

                 “You love that big cock in you, don’t you, you little slut? Don’t you love getting fucked in front of thousands of horny watchers? Oh don’t worry, I don’t expect you to be able to reply with that huge cock deep in your throat,” Mindy said in a mocking voice, driving her whole body into thrusting the strap-on deep into the eager exhibitionist before her. Carla moaned loudly “Oh God yes,” but the only sound was a muffled moan as Mark roughly grabbed her head and forced her up and down his cock. Mindy slapped Carla’s gorgeous ass as hard as she could, then reached down and turned on the vibrating setting of her battery power strap-on. Carla was pushing back as far as she could with each thrust, though her ability to move was hampered by the hand on the back of her head. Mindy could see in her husband’s eyes that he was getting close, and she turned up the vibrating setting. She wanted Carla to cum in unison with her man.

                  Carla was in heaven. The strap-on was vibrating deep inside her, and she felt herself on the edge of orgasm. Her brain had shut off almost completely from the pleasure, and she wanted two things desperately, to come and to feel the hard cock in her mouth unleash its hot load deep inside her throat. She could hear Mark starting to moan and his ball tightened up on her chin and just as the waves of her orgasm started to crash into her she could feel powerful spurts of hot jism filling up her throat and mouth. She felt her mouth fill up with his insanely huge load, and struggled to swallow as his cock kept pumping out more and her sensitive pussy came in the most intense orgasm of her young life.

                 “Oh yes swallow it all you cocksucking whore,” moaned Mark as his cock stopped spurting and he watched with amazement as Carla swallowed and looked almost sad that it was all gone. Mindy turned off the vibrating setting of her strap-on, and pulled it out, leaving Carla feeling empty. 

                  Mark helped Carla to her feet and smiled at her. “That was amazing. You have quite the mouth on you. I need some time to get my strength back but I think my beautiful wife wants a turn with you upstairs…”

                  “I most certainly do,” said Mindy, “now why don’t you walk that sexy ass of yours up to the bedroom. If you can!” she laughed, as she saw how shaky Carla’s legs were after the orgasm. Carla was still barely thinking at this point. The kinkiest sex she had ever had before was a little spanking now and again, and the experience had completely blown her away. Mindy grabbed the briefcase with one hand, leaving the strap-on behind and placed a firm hand just about Carla’s bottom, guiding her before her up the stairs. They reached the bedroom.

                  “Why don’t you lose the clothes Carla?” said Mindy, wanted to see her prize completely exposed. She helped Carla out of the slutty outfit and let her relax on the bed to catch her breath.

                  “Ohh Mindy,” Carla finally managed, “what have you done to me, I have never felt anything so… intense… all those eyes watching me, devouring me, it makes me so fucking horny.”

                 Mindy smiled down at her eager slut. “I didn’t do anything except let you become the secret exhibitionist slut you always were. You have yourself to thank for everything that happened tonight… and for everything else that is to come.” With that, Mindy opened the briefcase and pulled out rope. She motioned for Carla to extend her hands, and tied the ropes around each hand separately and to each bedpost. She then did the same to her legs and placed a pillow under her posterior, causing her pussy and ass to be open and exposed. Mindy pulled out a ball gag and placed in in Carla’s mouth, explaining that “I don’t want your screams of pleasure to wake up the neighbors. You already have thousands watching you, you don’t need more. Let’s see what some of the comments say,” she said, walking to the laptop. 

                  “What a little slut, it’s been one day on camera and she is already getting taken from both ends. That’s the first quote. A bit blunt, but quite accurate, wouldn’t you say?” said Mindy, enjoying the view of her helpless captive. She loved how hard and erect Carla’s nipples got when she was turned on. She pulled adjustable nipple clamps from the briefcase, and enjoyed the look of fear and anticipation that was unmistakable in Carla’s eyes. “I want to get that nipple good and ready,” said Mindy, and then started to swirl her tongue around Carla’s areola, her small and perky nipple hard and straining, wanting to be touched. Finally Mindy started to flick her tongue over the nipple, and Carla started moaning uncontrollably. Her moans turned to a whimper of pain as Carla quickly switched her mouth for a nipple clamp, and Carla started to jerk her body, trying desperately to get the painful clamp off of her. “Don’t struggle Carla. You are a naughty little slut who deserves a little pain.” Mindy sighed as Carla tried to shake it off still, and gave the clamp a quick pull. Carla whimpered then stayed still. “See Carla? You don’t want to disobey me. Now do you want the other clamp on? Nod your head like a good slut.” Carla’s eyes were fearful but she nodded, and then let out a soft cry as the next clamp was placed on her. At first they were painful, but the pain started to feel amazing as Mindy started to lick her way down Carla’s nubile body, her tongue lapping closer and closer to her womanhood. Mindy’s expert tongue teased all around her, moving into her inner thighs and driving Carla insane with desire. Finally, she let her tongue find Carla’s clit and relentlessly licked. While Mindy could bring a woman to climax in minutes with her tongue, she wanted to torture her new pet. She brought her to the brink of orgasm and then would slow or stop her tongue’s onslaught over and over, hearing the desperation in Carla’s moans increase each time. Finally, she let her tongue lap quicker and quicker. Carla was utterly incapable of thought at this point, and felt another powerful orgasm surge through her pussy and all through her body. She kept cumming and cumming as Mindy expertly licked her clit, but as the waves of her orgasm subsided, Mindy’s tongue did not. Carla’s oversensitive clit was being tortured by pleasure too powerful to handle, and Carla wriggled, trying to get away from the tongue which always found her clit no matter how hard she tried to fight it. 

Carla saw Mark arrive in the room, naked and muscular, and hoped that he would save her from his sadistic wife. His hard member showed that he had other plans. Mindy let her tongue leave Carla’s body, to be replaced by her husband’s cock. He plowed into her almost violently, and Carla was once again wracked by pleasure. She was thankful that at least her clit was getting a break, but it was short-lived as Mindy pulled off her ball gag and mounted her in 69 style, licking her clit with every thrust of her husband’s cock and grinding her trimmed pussy into Carla’s face. Carla found herself desperately licking, and heard Mark say incredulously, “My God, is she managing to give you oral through all this pleasure right now? That girl is a natural.” 

After cumming from oral, Mark knew he could last as long as he wanted. He loved seeing how helpless Carla was, and knew that she was in a place of pleasure too powerful to understand or handle under the expert tongue of his wife. He enjoyed seeing her slit open wide before his powerful manhood, pulling his cock fully out of her and then slamming it back in hard to a muffled moan. This continued for perhaps five more minutes as Carla tried to writhe away from Mindy’s cruel and relentless tongue before Mindy let her weight rest on Carla’s head, barely allowing her to breath. Mark found the sight overwhelmingly erotic, and the pace of his thrust grew frantic as he powered his way to an intense orgasm. He knew Carla would be desperate to breathe. His wife was one of the wettest women he had ever been with and Carla would be almost drowned in her womanhood as she straddled the helpless slut. He could feel Carla’s pussy contracting in yet another orgasm, and then he brought his cock out from her pussy and shot his load into his wife’s open mouth. She sucked every last drop just as she came from the oral that Carla was giving her and then collapsed next to Carla, fully satisfied at last. 

Epilogue

From that night alone, Carla was able to pay off half of her credit card bill from tips. She had entered a new chapter in her life, and looked forward to serving her neighbors on camera to please her viewers. Little did she know, her newfound exhibitionism and lifestyle would become more and more addicting to her, leading her to do things she never would have imagined on camera…
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