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It's not easy to have fun without money. To a
certain extent, I can have it cheaper than most because of my
'privilege'. No, not white privilege. Hot chick privilege. Yes, I'm
hot. I've always known I was hot – well, going back as far as I
understood what 'hot' meant.

For one thing, it meant boys wanted to be
around me. And they'd be nice to me if I let them. That often
included driving me places, and sometimes buying me drinks or weed.
I could also usually get into the movies for free.

All of which I had kind of taken for granted
since I was about thirteen.

Look, there are good and bad things about
being thought of as hot. The bad things include a lot of
harassment, and a lot of snotty, sneering, obscene comments from
boys who I turned down, or who knew they didn't have a chance with
me anyway. Especially when they were drinking.

There were also places my brother could go
and I couldn't, like the short cut through the woods behind our
house that led to the corner store a couple of blocks away. He was
younger than me but didn't have to worry about anyone jumping out
at him. I did.

I had to be a lot warier when taking public
transportation. If I sat down on an empty seat, there was a decent
chance some hopeful guy would come sit next to me and try to chat.
Some of them were very polite, some witty, some rude. All of them
wanted the same thing; to strip me naked and fuck me.

When I was in school there was this guy named
Todd who would tell me every day that he masturbated to me the
previous night, and what position he did it to me in. He wasn't
trying to scare me or seduce me. I think he just got turned on
being able to tell me about it.

He also told me all the other guys in class
masturbated to fantasies about me.

Yuck.

I mean, I suppose in a sense that could be
good for the ego but – yuck!

Guys don't have to go through that. And you
know what? Given how differently guys are raised about sex, and the
different... I dunno, hormones and all, if a reasonably cute girl
told a guy that he'd be excited. And he'd offer to make her fantasy
come true.

Guys don't have a lot of standards. As long
as you're alive (and some don't even care about that!)
they're happy and they'll get off.

Horn-dogs, that's what guys are.

Or horny dogs. You know how a female dog goes
into heat, and then any male dog around will try to mount her?
Well, all guys need in order to be the same as their doggy
counterparts is to see an attractive girl naked. Or sometimes even
clothed!

Maybe it's because they come so easily, and
come every single time. And they never feel pain even if their
partner is a clumsy idiot.

Pretty good deal!

They also don't have to worry about some cute
chick they decide to go out with forcing them into anything. That's
just not something guys even think about. So sex is smooth and
carefree for them.

Not so much for us girls.

So all things considered it's good to have a
steady guy. If he's reasonably nice and reasonably fun to be with
and not a total klutz in bed, well, you can train him up. Plus
he'll drive you and pay your way to places if he has money.

Unfortunately, Aiden doesn't have much money.
Look, I'm not a mercenary. I didn't pick him as my boyfriend based
on how much he makes as an apprentice mechanic. I picked him
because I liked going out with him, he's really hot, with a
gorgeous, nicely muscled body, and he's really good in bed.

Really good!

Like me, he's blonde, though his hair is
shorter and often tousled (by my fingers often enough!). He's got
an oval face (like mine) except he has a strong jaw. And he's got a
cock that I had to get used to taking because it's so big and
thick.

What he doesn't have, after he pays for his
car and the rent on his basement apartment, is much money. I, being
currently out of work, have even less.

Anyway, we were in bed one evening naked. He
had decided to get kinky and tie me spreadeagled to the bed. I was
up for almost anything with him and trusted him, so let him. Once I
was neatly tied I felt this incredible rush! I couldn't bend my
arms and legs at all! And he used his tongue and fingers on my
pussy to make me writhe and moan and pant in heat.

And then, he stopped and sat back on his
heels, grinning at me.

“Wh-why did you stop?” I gasped.

“I want you to beg me to continue.”

I stared at him in confusion. Wot?

“Beg me.”

He dropped forward onto his hands and knees,
and then took my stiff pink nipple in between his teeth and closed
them on it so that it ached and burned. I gasped and moaned as he
slowly my nipple between his teeth.

“Aiden!” I gasped.

“Beg, slave girl.”

Ooooo, this sounded dark and kinky!

“Please lick my pussy!” I gasped.

“Call me master.”

I hesitated but my body was thrumming with
sexual tension.

“Please lick my pussy, Master!” I said,
panting.

He licked his way back down my body and
started to lick my clitoris as his fingers pushed into me. That
produced a growing flood of sensations that had me arching and
moaning and whining like... well, a bitch in heat.

Then he stopped again.

I had my back arched at the time, with my
head pulled way back. When I moaned in disappointment and brought
my head forward I saw him taking a picture of me.

“Aiden!” I moaned.

It wasn't like he hadn't taken other pictures
of me before, not to mention videos of us together.

“Hot, sexy slave girl.”

He took another picture, then moved back and
took another from beside the bed.

I strained against the ropes he had tied me
to the bed with, but I think that only provided him with better
pictures.

He climbed onto the bed again and sank three
fingers into my sopping wet pussy, then began to stroke my clitoris
with his thumb.

“I've been thinking of how we can make
money.”

“I'm not becoming a stripper!” I moaned.

He had suggested it a few times, mostly
jokingly, but not entirely.

“Nah, this is on the internet. We could start
a Myfans membership and charge people to see pictures and
videos.”

“Forget it!” I exclaimed.

He held his phone up to his eye, and
something told me he was taking video not pictures.

“You know how many guys would pay money to
see this?”

“Yeah, I bet! Including all the guys I
know!”

“Nahh, you can do it so that people with
accounts in your own city aren't allowed to even see anything.”

I hadn't known that. Then again, I hadn't
really thought about it.

“You can even ban members from your state or
your whole country.”

“It doesn't matter if someone posts them on
the internet!”

“Each picture has a special code for the
member who downloads it so that if it appears anywhere else you can
ban him.”

“Oh yippee. I'm sure he'll be sorry. There's
only a million other girls he can buy pictures from!” I said,
cooling down and getting annoyed.

He was still fingering me, though, and when
he put the phone down his other hand slid up my body to knead my
breasts.

“There's billions and billions of naked
pictures and videos on the internet. What are the odds anyone you
know is going to see any of yours even if someone did post
them?”

“I'm not going to!” I said stubbornly.

He slid his fingers out of me and then lay
down atop me so I gasped at his weight. Then he looked down at me
from half a dozen inches away.

“What you do is let them see pictures of you
in a bikini or something else hot, and then once they join up and
pay their monthly fee, they get to see other pictures.”

“How about you take pictures of you!?” I
said. “I'm sure there's lots of gay guys who would love to see you
naked!”

“I was thinking I'd be in the same videos and
pictures as you,” he said mildly.

“Yeah, with your dick in my mouth,” I
sniffed.

“Among other places,” he said with a
grin.

“No way.”

“Look at it this way, if you get like, a
hundred guys paying ten bucks a month, that's a thousand dollars a
month for just letting them see some pictures and videos.”

I blinked at that idea. A thousand bucks a
month was a lot of money!

“But suppose you get a thousand guys as
members? Then you get ten thousand bucks a month.”

That idea was even more exciting. And I sure
knew guys wanted to see me naked. God knows they'd been trying for
years.

“There's lots of girls on these things,” I
said. “I probably wouldn't get that many.”

“You have a couple of advantages. You're not
only gorgeous but you're cute and young-looking, and a natural
blonde. Your tits alone are worth the price of a membership.”

He grinned and kneaded my breast.

“Besides, you already have a hundred and
fifty members.”

I stared at him, open-mouthed and he grinned
down at me.

“Don't worry. I haven't put anything naked of
you up. I started an account, and then put some pictures of you in
bikinis and hot clothes, like midriff tops and low-riding jeans and
skirts. You have one fine ass, remember.”

I stared at him and he slid lower, his tongue
trailing down my body.

“I can't believe... You didn't really, did
you!?”

He started licking me and his fingers pushed
into my overheated pussy, and his lips began to suck and then... my
mind began to fade, as if the waves of heat just washed away all
other thought. I moaned helplessly, straining against the ropes,
rolling my head from side to side as I panted for breath.

God, he was good! He drove me to the edge,
then scrambled atop and drove his big cock into my body. I cried
out, moaning and gasping and hissing as his thick cock slowly
forced its way into my trembling body.

Once in, though, it didn't take him long to
drive me into a powerful orgasm. The feel, of that big cock
thrusting into me always drove me out of my mind! All I could do
was thrash and twist and cry out in pleasure as the orgasm went on
and on and Aiden drove himself into me harder and harder.

*

I usually liked to curl up and relax in the
afterglow, but I was still tied to the bed. Aiden got off, then
came back with his tablet in hand, then lay down next to me on his
side and pulled up the web site. I cringed as he showed me pictures
of me, some of the many he'd taken in various bathing suits, and
things like shorts and tight tank tops and jeans.

I tried to get angry, but the pictures he'd
chosen were all pretty flattering, and none were nudes or anything.
I mean, you could see my thong strap above my jeans or sweatpants
in a few. They were sexy, I thought. But there was nothing which
would get me in trouble if anyone found out.

“People are willing to pay ten dollars a
month to see these?” I asked dubiously.

“For a short time. They know how it
works.”

“How do YOU know how it works?”

“I read about it. You entice them in with
pretty pictures, and then you sell them the good stuff in your
private inner club. That costs more.”

I tsked and tried to sit up.

“Untie me,” I sighed.

“Not just yet. I'm not done torturing my sex
slave,” he said.

I gulped and felt a hot little rush, but
didn't protest further.

He showed me how he'd put in the settings
that any credit cards from Illinois, where we lived, would be
rejected.

“What kind of pictures am I supposed to
take?” I asked uncertainly.

“Start with R-rated, and work your way down
as you gain more members.”

“I don't know, Aiden. What if someone finds
out?”

“Then they'll know how hot and sexy you are,”
he grinned as he reached over and fondled my bare breast.

“Yeah, I'm sure my parents will appreciate
that!”

“No one is going to find out. Tons of girls
do this. They make thousands of dollars, and you're hotter than
them and have a better body.”

He stood up and put the tablet down, then
opened his dresser and took out a camera.

“Where'd you get that?” I demanded. “It looks
expensive.”

“iPhone pictures are all right for a start,
but you want high-quality pictures if you want people to pay a
lot.”

He snapped a picture of me from the side.

“But where did you get it?”

“Armenio.”

“You mean it's stolen,” I said in
disapproval.

He moved around to my other side and knelt by
the side of the bed, snapping more pictures.

“I ask no questions.”

I felt a little strange as he took the
pictures, kind of... breathy, which is how I get when I'm turned
on. Because I realized that he wasn't just taking pictures of me
for him. He intended to put these on the internet! And the thought
of strange men seeing me like this was... wow, it was hard to wrap
my mind around!

“I don't know if I can do this,” I said
anxiously.

“You're just my sex slave. I'll do it and you
just obey me.”

“Yeah, no,” I said.

He leaned over and his long arm reached out
so he could grab my hair. He pulled it back and down and I gasped
in pain, my head rolling back as he snapped pictures.

“Aiden!”

“Wanted to get those gorgeous tits sticking
up,” he said, releasing me.

“That hurt!”

“Phht, don't be a baby. Think of the
money.”

He put the camera down and then took
something else from the drawer. I didn't see what it was until he
knelt on the bed again.

“Where the fuck did you get that?!” I
exclaimed.

It was a big dildo.

“I knew you'd like a big cock in you.”

“Afraid yours isn't big enough?” I asked
sarcastically.

“You need a lot more cock than just mine,” he
said as he rubbed the head up and down along the line of my sex.
Then he did something and it started to vibrate.

I gasped, raising my head up to stare as he
rubbed the head slowly back and forth against my clitoris, then
pushed it into me inch by inch.

It was nice and thick, stretching me out just
the way I liked it as his thumb rubbed my clitoris. He pushed it
deeper and deeper, and I started to feel that wonderful full
feeling as he pumped it in and out.

“Oh!” I gasped as he thrust it even
deeper.

Now something was kind of jammed against the
top of my sex – and it vibrated! In fact, I was getting this really
weird crackle of sensation from my body as the vibrator purred away
deep inside me, and also right against my clitoris.

I was getting that breathy rush again, my
breathing becoming ragged as he ground the thing against me and
then pumped the big cock in and out. His other hand slid up my body
to knead my breasts as the breathy feeling became even more
pronounced.

Then he kind of left it alone with it inside
me and went and untied my ankles. I was oddly disappointed in him
doing that. I had been feeling a hot rush at being tied down. But
now he moved to untie my wrists too.

“Wha – what are you doing?” I gasped as he
rolled me onto my stomach.

He didn't answer because I quickly realized
what he was doing as he gripped my wrists and pulled them back
behind me, crossing them at the small of my back. I felt the ropes
going over them and almost pulled my wrists free, but then gave in,
moaning softly as heat swirled around my mind.

He laid loop after loop neatly over my
wrists, tying them tightly together.

“Okay, out of bed and on your knees,” he
said.

He pulled me up by the arm and the vibrator
slid out of me and onto the floor as he dragged me out of the
bed.

“Hey!” I gasped.

“Do as you're told sex slave,” he said.

“In your dreams,” I grumbled.

“Sit on your heels with your knees spread
wide open.”

I flushed but, with my body fluttering with
heat, obeyed.

He snapped pictures, and I felt odd little
shocks at each one, thinking of men halfway around the world seeing
them!”

“Head back.”

I did as he told me and then he reached out
and gripped my hair, pulling me in against him.

“Suck your master's cock, babe,” he said.

I moaned and obeyed, though he wasn't really
hard yet. I licked at it, sucked his balls and he rubbed my face
against him and his cock against my face, all while focusing the
camera on me! I thought of how obscene these pictures would be and
cringed, but I also felt that dark fluttery sensation again.

His big cock hardened and I slid my lips over
it, but he wouldn't let me bob up and down. Instead, he held me in
place while he pumped his cock in my mouth.

“Suck your master's cock, slave girl,” he
growled.

I moaned and did my best, sucking and licking
as he pumped slowly. Then he pulled harder on my hair and pushed
forward and I gurgled and briefly gagged as the head slipped down
my throat. He pulled me forward as my body instinctively tried to
pull back, and of course, he was stronger than me!

His cock slid deeper and deeper into my
throat. My lips were tightly locked around the shaft as I stared,
moaning, at his abdomen. He pulled me forward, pushing into me at
the same time, and my lips slid all the way down the shaft to the
base and stayed there as he held me firmly in place.

“That's it, sex slave. Swallow your master's
cock,” he taunted.

I moaned, my head pounding, my chest starting
to burn. I could deep throat, but it was always a bit hard with him
because of how thick his cock was. But now I was also filled with a
mind's eye image, an imaginary view of myself from the camera, and
knowing maybe hundreds of men might be watching me!

He pulled back and I gulped in air in deep,
ragged gasps as he continued to hold the camera on me. He set the
camera down on the bed, pointed right at me, and then used his free
hand to rub his hard, thick cock all over my face as I
breathed.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he said.

He rubbed the spit-wet head of his cock
across my eyes, over my forehead, and then through my hair before
pushing it back into my mouth. Then he gathered up my hair as I
sucked, wrapping it around both fists on either side of my
head.

He pushed forward, relentlessly pulling me
down his cock as I gurgled weakly.

His cock slid all the way down my throat
again, then he began to pump while he held my hair in both hands,.
I gurgled more loudly, gasping and fighting against gagging as he
fucked my mouth and throat.

He pulled out again, slapping my red face
with his big cock.

He shoved it back down my throat and fucked
me again, then pulled out and came, spewing his thick white semen
across my face as I gulped in ragged breaths of air.

Which should have pissed me off, and would
once I recovered my breath. I had told him before what I thought of
that bullshit. I didn't do facials! It was degrading and
disgusting. It was like a dog pissing on something to mark his
territory.

“You... dumb... fuck!” I gasped as I regained
my breath.

He used his cock to rub the thick droplets
all over my face, spreading it out against my forehead and cheeks
and nose and lips. And now I realized the downside of being tied
up! I couldn't do a thing about it!

“Slave girls don't talk back to their
masters,” he said.

“Fuck you!”

He pulled me to my feet by the arm, then sat
down on the bed and yanked me, belly down across his lap.

“What are you do – oww!” I yelped as he
slapped my bottom.

“Bad girl,” he said.

He picked up the vibrator and then worked it
into my pussy, jamming it in all the way, so that he could grind
the base against my clitoris.

I moaned, my legs flailing a little.

Crack!

“Learn to obey your master, sex slave,” he
said.

Crack! Crack!

“Oww!” I moaned.

“Bad girl,” he said, grinding the vibrator
against me.

He gripped my hair and pulled it up and back,
which made me cry out again as it lifted my head up.

“Apologize for being rude.”

“No!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't!”

“Apologize for being rude to your
master.”

“My master can go fuck himself!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and struggled but he easily held me
in place. He released my hair and then used his right hand to fuck
me with the vibrator while spanking me with his left. My bottom
began to heat up, but so did the rest of me.

I gasped as he reached down with his left
hand and roughly squeezed my breast, then slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Sex slave!” he said.

I yelped and moaned, my hips grinding back
against the vibrator as the fluttery feeling took over my body and
melted my pride.

He pulled the thing out, his fingers taking
its place, and I cried out at the sudden flood of heat. Then he
thrust the big cock thing back into me again, achingly deep, and
ground it against my clitoris as the orgasm exploded inside me.

I cried out again and again, yelping and
gasping and moaning as my hips ground and bucked back against him
and the big vibrator, heat overwhelming my mind as I writhed and
jerked in dazed ecstasy.
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I kind of cringed but also felt a sense of
egotistical pride at how hot I looked in the video. I mean, not the
first one which showed him face-fucking me, maybe. But he had set
the camera down in just the right position to get him spanking and
fucking me with the dildo, and I thought that video was really
hot!

“But I thought we were gonna start out with
R-rated things,” I said.

“We will, don't worry. Speaking of which...
put on your black thong and bra.”

“Which one?”

For the next hour I put on various sets of
lingerie and he snapped pictures of me with them on, then taking
them off. He had me pose naked in a lot of different positions,
then he took a video of me taking a shower and sliding my hands up
and down my soapy body.

I was feeling really turned on by all this.
Maybe I'm an exhibitionist at heart, I don't know. But the thought
of all these pictures being looked at by hundreds of men was really
a rush!

“Pretend you're masturbating,” he said.

“No way!”

“Come on. You know you can fake it.”

I licked my lips nervously, but then propped
my shoulders against one of the walls, spread my legs, pushed my
chest out, and gave the camera a saucy look as my hands slid up and
down my body. My fingers began to stroke my clitoris, and given how
delicious that felt, well... my fake masturbation began to become
real pretty quickly!

“We can give them Part One, which is just the
shower, and then if they want to pay more, they get Part Two, with
you masturbating,” he said.

After the shower, he had me try on different
clothes and snapped more pictures. Each set started out with me
fully clothed, then in lingerie, then partly naked, then naked,
then naked and posing in various ways.

“These are a lot of pictures,” I said,
starting to get tired of it.

“Yeah, but we don't put them up all at once.
We keep putting up new pictures every few days to encourage them to
stay as members.

“Well, I”m going to run out of clothes,
soon,” I grumbled.

“We'll buy you more.”

“Really?”

“If this works out we should make a lot of
money.”

I watched anxiously over his shoulder as he
put the first set up, biting my lower lip nervously. I was really
doing it! Naked! Completely naked pictures of me were going up on
the internet! And they were obviously posed for so I wouldn't have
any excuse if my parents or someone else I knew saw them!

But like he said, the odds were enormously
against that. There were probably trillions of naked pictures and
vids out there now. What were the odds anyone in my dinky little
town would run across them? Especially since these were supposed to
be just for members.

I looked at the nastier ones, like the pics
and videos he'd just shot.

“I notice that the only part of you in this
is your dick,” I said.

“Yeah, well, I have to operate the camera.
You know what we really need is someone else to work the
camera.”

“No way!”

“Maybe Nathan,” he said with a grin.

“Forget it!”

He'd been kind of hinting at a threesome for
a while now. I admit the idea was kind of intriguing, and Nathan
was pretty hot. But I was afraid Aiden'd just think I was a slut if
I gave in. Not to mention Nathan certainly would!

“Maybe Teagan, then.”

I snorted. Teagan was a girl. And just like
he'd hinted he'd like to see a threesome with another guy, he'd
also hinted at doing one with a girl.

“Girl-girl stuff would look good on your
site!” he said.

“There's no way Teagan is going to go for
that! I mean, yes, she's bi but she's not going to want to be on a
camera! Besides, wouldn't she want money too?”

“How about Fiona?” he asked with a smirk.

“Yeah, no!”

He'd introduced me to this girl at the disco
last week. She was small and slender, with a hard-looking face and
a shaved skull. She was five inches shorter than me but she'd been
kind of scary looking.

“Fiona would handle the camera for free.”

“Why would she do that?”

“Because I'd let her fuck you afterward.”

“You don't get to let people fuck me, big
man.”

“I'm the master, you're the sex slave.”

“I don't think so.”

“The good thing about Fiona is she doesn't
know any of your friends,” he pointed out.

The truth about Fiona was that the thought of
making out with her was kind of scary-hot. I mean, it was like she
was a guy, a tough, edgy guy, only she was a girl. I wouldn't do it
by myself but if Aiden was there to make sure she didn't get... you
know, too rough, the idea was... scary-hot!

“Well... well all we're putting up is R-rated
stuff at first, right?” I said nervously.

“Sure, but if the numbers go up I want to
keep the people who sign up.”

*

We had a hundred and fifty members paying ten
bucks to be members for a month. That was fifteen hundred dollars!
Yikes! Woah! The web site got five hundred, but that still left us
with a thousand. Except all Aiden gave me was a hundred bucks!

“Hey! Why do you get ninety percent?” I
demanded.

“I don't. This is going for props and
clothes.”

“Clothes? Well then give it to me and let me
buy them.”

“We can buy them together. These are clothes
that will make you look super hot.”

“All my clothes make me look super hot,” I
said loftily.

“And lots of lingerie. Not to mention
leather.”

“Leather?”

“Like, thigh-high boots and gloves and a
collar.”

“A collar!?” I gaped at him.

“Of course. You're going to be a sex slave.
At least on camera.”

“Why?”

“Because it will let us charge more.”

“Why?”

“To start, you have a very innocent
face.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Men who like bondage love to see innocent
girls being tied up and fucked,” he said.

Suddenly his hand rose up and he grabbed me
by the throat!

I gasped and grabbed at his wrists.

“No, drop your hands. I want to show you
something.”

I hesitated, but his hand wasn't squeezing
around my neck so I obeyed.

“Hands at your sides, slave!” he exclaimed in
an overbearing voice.

I felt a dark little quiver run through me at
that. And then his hand squeezed a little, his thumb stroking
across the nape of my neck. I gasped as he kind of raised me up
onto the balls of my feet, fighting the urge to grab his
wrists.

“Just this would give a lot of guys an
erection,” he said, “seeing a cute blonde girl like you being
treated roughly like this.”

“Why?” I gasped.

“I guess if you're a sadist you like to see
sweet, innocent girls being beat on instead of worn-out looking
whores.”

He let me go.

“No one is beating on me,” I said
crossly.

“We can fake that in the videos. As long as
you can act a little.”

“And I'm not sweet or innocent!” I said,
glaring.

“You have a sweet face, baby.”

I glared at him.

“And gorgeous tits.”

Well, that was true, at least.

“Nathan talks about them a lot.”

I flushed a little. “Nathan better not have
ever seen them,” I said, scowling suspiciously.

He grinned.

“Aiden! You better not have ever shown him
any of those pictures you took before!”

“Babe, he's seen you in bikinis. He knows you
have fabulous tits.”

We walked a few blocks up the street to eat
at a restaurant there. Then we returned and did some purchases on
the internet. We bought a pair of thigh-high boots, gloves that
went way up my arms almost to my shoulders, collars, and various
kinds of leather restraints. Then we bought different kinds of
lingerie, all of it super sexy – and super cheap.

“This stuff is probably going to fall apart
on the first wash,” I said at some of the ones he put into the
shopping cart.

“That's okay. It doesn't have to last
long.”

He drove me home. I lived in a three-bedroom
bungalow with my parents and brother. It wasn't big and it wasn't
modern. My room was like ten feet by eleven. It had space for a
single bed and a dresser and a small desk and not much more.

My mom was in the kitchen, and I said hi,
didn't bother checking the living room where my dad was usually
watching sports and drinking beer, and headed for my room.

He was an alcoholic. He got odd jobs as a
construction worker. My mom worked as a secretary for one of the
developers and so made more than him. He didn't much like that.
Frankly, my dim view of men had started with my dad. He'd been a
surly, mean-spirited drunk much of my life.

Since I'd left school he'd been... hinting is
way too weak a word... pressuring me to get a job and pay rent.
Getting a job wasn't that easy when you have no experience. But
that wasn't his opinion. He wanted me to go work as a waitress or
something. I didn't want to smell like food or beer all the
time.

I closed the door and sighed, looking at
myself in the mirror and combing my hair back.

Yes, I looked hot. Sweet? Well, depending on
my expression. I preferred the word 'sexy' to describe myself.

I was wearing a midriff-baring, baby blue
tank top, and it bulged out nicely in just the right way to catch
any guy's attention. I also have a smooth, flat stomach, and a
great ass, which showed nicely in my jeans. Sexy, I thought, posing
for myself.

Then I thought of some of those pictures, not
to mention videos, and flinched. God, I sure hoped nobody I knew
ever saw those!

I sighed and fell on the bed, thinking about
it all. If it made me a lot of money it would be worth it, I
thought. But Aiden was probably right that it would look better
with someone to take the videos when him and me were together.

But I knew I'd wind up fucking whoever did
it, whether it was Nathan or Fiona. And the idea of fucking two
guys at the same time was – wild! Nathan was Aiden's friend, but
like Fiona, he didn't really know most of the other people I knew
and had gone to school with. I wasn't sure how much he could be
relied on to keep his mouth shut, though.

There was a knock at the door and it opened.
I looked up as my mom leaned in.

“I want you to wash the floors when I'm at
work tomorrow.”

“Moooom,” I moaned.

“Either you do it or I have to and I'm
working all day,” she said firmly.

Put that way I couldn't really argue unless I
tried to make the case for my dad doing it, and that was laughable.
My brother had school still so that left me doing nothing. And that
was obvious without saying, too.

I needed to get out of here! I wanted my own
place. I could move in with Aiden, I supposed, but he had a small,
one-bedroom place and I really wasn't sure what living with him
would be like. It was a big step and if it didn't work, what then?
Once I moved out my dad would make me crawl to move back in. He'd
demand I get a job or something.

Not that I'm that opposed to getting a job!
I'm not lazy – exactly. I mean, if it's something I like doing I'm
okay with it. Cleaning tables and carrying food and dirty dishes
back and forth from them isn't one of those things I like. Nor is
dealing with surly customers, and having to smile in hopes they
give me a decent tip.

I didn't want to work behind the counter in a
coffee shop or work a cash register at Walmart, either. In fact, I
didn't want to work retail at all. On the other hand, sitting
behind a desk all day sounded really boring, especially if it was
in some kind of cubicle where all I did was process forms or emails
or something. Bleh.

The truth is I have no fucking idea what I'd
like to do. Except that all the good stuff seems to need college,
which I don't have and which I can't afford to get. So I haven't
really put a lot of thought even into the good stuff.

I sighed and got undressed. Why lay around in
jeans and tank top – and bra, when you can relax in nothing, or
almost nothing. I wore a cute little nightshirt. In fact, as I
pulled it on, I realized I'd been wearing it a bit long. It was a
bit tight in certain places – like against my breasts. It was also
kind of short. I'd been wearing it for a few years now and I guess
I've grown.

But getting a nice one would cost money I
didn't have and I didn't want to bug my mom for. Of course, now
maybe I could buy one with my website money. Or maybe I'd steal one
of Aiden's shirts and use that. Except he didn't have many
button-down shirts since he'd never worked in an office or
anything.

I sure as shit wasn't going to use one of my
dad's!

I lay down on my bed again with my laptop and
skimmed through my various accounts to see what people were doing
on Instagram and Tiktok and Snapchat. They'd been irritating me
lately since too many of the people I knew were talking about the
colleges they were going to in the fall. I was also annoyed at the
people who had gotten nice jobs they seemed to be enjoying.

What was I gonna write about? The dirty
videos and pictures my boyfriend had made today? The place I was
going to start posting them in hopes of getting more money? Yeah,
sure.

I sighed and got up, checking my closet, then
opened the door and went up the hall to the kitchen. I could hear
my mom's voice in the living room but didn't go in there. I turned
into the kitchen instead and got a glass of water, then opened the
freezer to grab some ice.

I turned my head at a movement and felt a
sense of self-conscious annoyance. One of my dad's stupid drunken
friends was over. I wouldn't have come out of my room if I'd known
that.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said with a grin.

Tony was a weird, skinny guy who lived in
some basement somewhere and was obsessed with computers. He spent
half his time on disability or welfare and took handyman jobs or
common labor type work at construction sites.

I ignored him, scooping the ice out of the
freezer and then putting it into my glass on the counter.

He moved past me – slowly and very close. As
in close enough to grind his crotch into my ass.

“Whoops, sorry, excuse me,” he said

We had a galley kitchen. Which means it's
narrow. But it's not that narrow. I shoved him back and marched
back to my room. What an asshole!

But I wasn't exactly shocked. It wasn't the
first time he'd done something like that. My dad's friends were all
jerks and like all men, horn-dogs. And since they always drank when
they came over, they didn't have an awful lot of restraint.

I locked my door by propping a chair up under
the handle, because Tony wasn't above accidentally on purpose
walking in on me in hopes I was undressing or something.

There wasn't any point in telling my parents.
My mom would just roll her eyes and say something like “Well, you
know what he's like.” My dad would just get mad... at me.

It was just one of those things you put up
with when you're a girl that guys never have to worry about.

Anyway, I turned on the TV and sat up in bed
flicking through what was on Netflix and let my mind wander about
what I was gonna do with my life. This web site thing kept coming
to mind, because it was really dangerous if those dirty pictures
and videos were to get out. But geese, if I could make some decent
money that way I could maybe get out of the house at least.

But it was still not exactly a career. I
mean, I doubt there were any girls on there who were forty, or even
in their thirties. That kind of thing is for young women only. The
things we could do with our bodies always were like that. Because
what our bodies gave us was the ability to turn guys on. And that
didn't last.

Unlike what guys could do, which was use
muscles for all sorts of jobs, like in construction or being a
mechanic or something. They could do that for way longer. There are
some awful strong fifty-year-old men. But there aren't very many
hot and sexy fifty-year-old women.

I know there are some girls who do
construction and are mechanics, but I doubt they're nearly as good
as the guys. Aiden has to do a lot of stuff that needs muscles,
like changing tires. You know how heavy a tire is!? Ugh! No
thanks.

So what I was gonna do with myself in the
future was something I was spending more and more time on since
graduating. It was stressing me out because I couldn't think of
anything but some kind of shit job that I'd wear myself out on over
time and wind up like my mom.

Maybe I could ditch Aiden and find some rich
guy to marry. But where was I gonna find one? They probably only
went to places that were so expensive only rich people could afford
to go there. I didn't think they'd be slumming around the cheap
clubs I went to.

I sighed and thought about those pictures and
videos again. It made me feel weird thinking guys halfway across
the world might be downloading pictures of my breasts right now and
getting all turned on.

We hadn't posted any video yet, but the first
picture set had some nearly completely naked pictures that showed a
lot, even though they weren't even R-rated yet. There was a pic of
me completely naked, taken from the side, with my breasts pressed
against the wall, for example. There was a picture of me on all
fours naked, again taken from the side so you couldn't see my
pussy, and my arm partially hid my breasts.

Aiden was clever that way. But he'd made it
clear that as we got more members they were going to see
everything. And then they'd start seeing me sucking his dick and
being fucked. Not to mention being all tied up like some bondage
bitch.

Being tied up had been unexpectedly exciting.
I'd felt a really wild, hot fluttering in my body being all
helpless and naked and being used by Aiden like I was his bitch. It
had really turned me on. And the thought of guys somewhere watching
him doing that to me, watching him jamming his cock down my throat,
and then fucking me – that was an incredible turn-on!

In a squirmy, embarrassed sort of way I could
accept as long as I never met them, of course.

Then I thought about someone else handling
the camera, and all the possibilities of what I might wind up
doing, and that tightened my chest with anxiety even while it made
my nipples tingle with excitement. I mean, the idea of me and Fiona
naked together, making love while Aiden watched was kind of scary
but also kind of hot.

The idea of me and Aiden and another guy was
even hotter.

How much was I going to do for this stupid
web site anyway?
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It was hot the next day, and we don't have
air conditioning except for a window box in my parents' bedroom.
Doing floors in the heat wasn't my idea of having a good time, but
I decided I had better get it over with in the morning because it
was only going to get hotter.

I put on a pair of shorts and another
midriff-baring tank top and filled a bucket with hot water and
soap, then started with the kitchen. It didn't take long. Like I
said, it's a galley kitchen, so kind of narrow. I did my floor
next, then my parents' bedroom.

I was sweating pretty good by the time I was
scrubbing up and down the hall. But I told myself this was good
exercise for my arms. I knew I had to keep in good shape if I was
going to be in pictures and video a lot. Which meant watching my
weight and doing more than just the yoga and Pilates I did now. I'd
have to start doing weights or something.

I mean, being naked in a picture was
embarrassing enough. Being naked and unattractive would have been
way worse! I didn't want to see any flab on my body!

The living room and dining room were
basically one room going front to back. It's the biggest room in
the house but also the easiest because there's a big carpet in the
living room and a fairly big one in the dining room.

In fact, the one in the living room was wall
to wall so I didn't even have to go in there, where my dad was
watching golf. Bleh. I did the parts with bare floor as quick as I
could, hoping to get out of there.

“You got no job yet?” he demanded.

Asshole.

“No.”

“You're not even trying. A girl looks like
you could get all kinds of jobs.”

“I don't want to be a waitress.”

“You think you're too good to be a waitress?”
he demanded.

“I just don't want to.”

“You think you can do better than get
something better. So far all you got is nothing. Something's better
than nothing.”

“I'll get something.”

“Fuck, you can scrub floors if all else
fails.”

“I'm not fucking scrubbing floors!”

“You think too much of yourself. Just because
everyone's been telling you how pretty you are all your life. Well
either use your looks to find a rich guy or you're gonna have to
take what job you can get.”

“I have a boyfriend.”

“He's a bum.”

“He's not a bum! He's an apprentice
mechanic!”

He made a rude noise.

“He'll be a full mechanic eventually and
maybe even get his own shop.”

“And what'll you have?”

“I don't know. I'll get something. Quit
nagging me.”

“Then get something and start paying
rent.”

Ughhh!

I finished quickly and carried the bucket
down the hall to do the bathroom. Did it as quick as I could, then
got the fuck out of there. I was sweating like a pig by the time I
dragged my bike outside, though since I'd worked really hard and
fast.

I drove over to Aiden's place. I had a key,
and I preferred hanging around there than at my place when my old
man was there. Aiden didn't mind. And at least he had an air
conditioner in his window which would cool down his whole apartment
since it was so small.

I went in and turned on the AC, then
considered taking a shower. I texted him, telling him I was here
and that my old man had been nagging me. Then I turned on his TV
and computer. I went onto that site which had my pictures, my
stomach fluttering a little. And I stared at the screen, feeling
weird.

Then I saw that there were over two hundred
members now. Two hundred times ten was two thousand dollars a
month! Of course, the site got a third, but that was still uh...
fourteen hundred! I wondered how big it could get. Imagine if it
was like five thousand dollars a month! That would need five
hundred members. That wasn't so much, was it!?

With that kind of money, I could not only get
my own place I could get a car!

I examined the site and then looked at other
girls on it to see what they were doing. They sure seemed to have a
lot more stuff than me! And some of them were charging way more
too. One of them was fifty dollars a month! Holy heck! She must be
making a fortune! Well, unless she only had a few dozen
members.

I went back to my own little fan group. On
the outside were pictures of me looking cute and pretty, mostly
fully clothed, but with a few bikini and short skirt pictures. Then
inside, once you paid, were the second level of pictures, those
semi-naked ones in lingerie, or with me nude but not showing the
juicy bits.

There was a higher level of membership for
the third inner group, which Aiden intended to charge an extra five
dollars a month for. And then once we had lots of stuff we could
raise the price.

I was gonna have to bring over more makeup, I
thought. In fact, I had some ideas for some pictures which I could
take myself with the auto setting on the camera.

Excited by that idea I drove back to my
place, let myself in quietly, and then grabbed some of the stuff
from my closet I thought I'd look cute in, along with some makeup,
and went back to Aiden's house. I brushed my hair, put on some
makeup, and then posed in some of my clothes while the camera took
pictures. Then I checked them out on the computer, deleting those I
didn't like.

After that I did Pilates and used Aiden's
dumbbells, determined to exercise hard so I wouldn't get
flabby.

The bell rang and I got up uncertainly,
panting from the exercise. Whoever was there was looking for Aiden,
who wasn't home. So I didn't need to answer it. I went to the door
and looked through the peephole but no one was there. I frowned,
waited a minute, then opened the door.

There was a box there. I took it inside and
closed the door, then put it on the table. It was from one of the
sites we'd ordered stuff from so I got a knife to open it. Inside
was a leather collar with a big O-ring dangling from the front, and
matching wrist and ankle restraints.

I put them on excitedly, looking at myself in
his bedroom mirror, then stripped naked and posed.

Boy, I looked kinky and hot!

I took some pictures of myself looking sad
and helpless. Then I put in the last item from the box, this
ball-gag thing he'd bought. I pushed it carefully into my mouth,
having to open my jaw wide for it to slip in, then I couldn't close
my mouth afterward. I pulled the strap behind my head and fastened
it, then used my finger to pull my hair out from under.

Boy, I looked sexy!

I took a bunch of pictures of me like that.
And that turned me on so I searched out that vibrator dildo he'd
used on me the other night. I found it, but I also found it had
this suction cup base which would stick it to a wall or floor or
something and I got this hot, fluttery idea of fucking myself while
taking a video!

But if I was supposed to be tied up or
something how was I supposed to do that? I surfed the internet and
found some ideas, then decided to adopt one of them. I set up the
camera to take a video then knelt on the floor in front of the
camera. I could see what it was seeing by looking at the monitor
behind it, so did a little re-positioning until it had me from just
below the chair to the tip of my head.

I stuck the base of the dildo to the floor
and then turned it on. I straddled it, then sank slowly down. As I
did, as the dildo pushed deeper into my body, I felt that fluttery
sensation growing. It wasn't just the idea of masturbating, but the
thought of people watching me doing this! I brought my hands back
behind me as if they were locked together. The camera wouldn't be
able to tell.

But then there was no evidence I was tied up.
And Aiden seemed to think that important.

I hesitated, trying to think. I slid up and
considered the restraints. They were held together by Velcro strips
rather than buckles and straps. I opened one and took it off my
wrist, then clipped the little clip on the side to the ring on the
other restraint. Then I put them on the table and put my wrist into
the open one and used my teeth to pull it up and around so the
Velcro pressed down and stuck.

I used my teeth to pull the thing open again.
It wasn't super easy but it was doable. Then I considered again. I
relocated to where there was a wooden roof support beam and set up
the camera again. Then I got some of Aiden's rope and tied it high
on the beam, then tied it to the restraints. I knelt with my back
against the beam, raised my hands, placed my wrist through the open
restraint, and then closed it by pressing it against the beam.

Now I looked properly tied up.

I slid slowly down the dildo again, feeling
that fluttery sensation rising once more as it pushed deeper. I
found I had to really strain to get it all the way inside, though,
for the rope was just slightly short. On the other hand, maybe my
body would look good all stretched out like it was.

I began to slowly ride up and down on the
vibrating cock, and the fluttery sensation grew incredibly intense!
I spread my legs wider, sinking lower, wanting every inch inside me
as I rode up and down! I was getting super hot, and I don't mean
from the outside temperature!

I forced myself down all the way, crying out,
moaning around the ball thing in my mouth. I let my head roll back
excitedly, grinding myself against the vibrating base as it sent
waves of pleasure up through my body. God, it felt hot!

I rode up and down two, three, four times,
then jammed myself down again, grinding my clit against the base as
a dark, wild heat gripped my body and mind. My back arched, partly
on purpose, posing for the camera. But posing like that increased
the heat! I was thinking of how sexy I looked, and how hot those
anonymous men would be – hundreds of them – when they saw this!

Aiden's apartment isn't very big. It's
one-bedroom. And I was in the living room because that's where his
computer was and I wanted to see myself in the monitor. That meant
when he opened the front door what he saw was me riding up and down
on the dildo, moaning and whining in heat.

Which wasn't a big deal. Except he wasn't
alone.

“I got off early,” he said in amusement.

I squealed in shock, jerking up off the dildo
and trying to twist away. Unfortunately, my wrists remained tied to
the rope and held me more or less in place. All I could really do
was try to kind of hide myself behind the beam. Except the beam was
only about six inches wide, and I couldn't even lower my arms.

I finally jumped up to my feet, and then
started to bite the edge of the restraint to peel it open so I
could get away. But in the meantime, the two grinning guys had come
up to me, and Aiden gripped my hair and jerked my head up and
back.

“Aiden!” I tried to cry around the ball-gag,
horribly embarrassed.

“I didn't realize you were this bored or I
would have come home earlier,” he said in amusement.

“You look fucking hot, Riley,” Nathan said,
his eyes fixed on my breasts.

“Yeah, we can tell,” Aiden said,
smirking.

I saw that the front of Nathan's jeans were
bulging.

Aiden pulled my hair so my back was to the
beam and my back was arched.

“What do you think of these?” he said.

“Gorgeous. Perfect,” Nathan said.

“Nathan thinks your tits are gorgeous,
Riley,” Aiden said.

He reached out and cupped one of my breasts,
then his hand slid down between my legs. I was, of course, quite
wet, and his fingers detected that very quickly, much to my further
embarrassment.

“Hot, wet, gagged, and all tied up,” he said.
“ You're every man's sexual fantasy.”

He looked at the camera, then back at me.

“Making a video, huh?”

“Can I be a member of your fan club, Riley?”
Nathan asked.

Which meant, of course, that Aiden had told
him all about it. Which, in a way, was a relief. Because instead of
him thinking I was just some incredibly horny slut masturbating
he'd realize I was doing a video to make money. Which was...
better... in a weird way.

“Not a bad job, but like I said the other
night, having more people makes things more realistic,” Aiden
said.

He pushed me down onto my knees, which put me
face to face both with his crotch and Aiden's.

“Sit on your heels.”

He was very strong, and I sank down, moaning,
then gasping as he squatted and held the dildo against me. I felt
another dark rush of embarrassment as I sank down onto it while
Nathan watched. Then I began to feel the familiar sense of
fluttering excitement. Only now it had a dark tinge to it which
made it seem even more breathless.

Having Nathan watch my pussy sliding down the
dildo was excruciatingly embarrassing, but also deeply arousing.
Then he crouched down at Aiden's bidding, and they tied some of the
loose rope around my legs just behind the knees. Aiden pushed my
knees wide apart, then fed the ropes back out to the sides, tying
them to heavy furniture so I was locked in place.

He adjusted the rope around my wrists, then
picked up the camera and panned it slowly up and down my body. I
was sure my face was beet red, with the flush extending down to my
chest, but that didn't seem to bother him. He gestured Nathan over,
and said something quietly to him. Nathan grinned and nodded, then
came back to squat next to me as Aiden aimed the camera again.

Nathan grinned at me and then extended his
arm until his fingers were rubbing against my clitoris.

That sent an intense jolt of both sensation
and psychic shock through me. At first, I felt outraged, but that
outrage melted under a flood of dark heat. With his fingers rubbing
against my swollen clitoris, and the vibrator purring away, the
sensations became incredibly intense.

A part of me insisted on trying to pretend
otherwise, even as my breathing became more ragged around the
ball-gag.

“Ride that cock, sex slave,” Aiden ordered in
a growly voice.

I moaned helplessly, and then began to obey.
I slid up, then down, up, then down, and Nathan's fingers continued
to rub my clitoris. It didn't take long. The orgasm was like a
tidal wave. It hammered into me and made me cry out all the air in
my lungs as I twisted and arched and rode the vibrator with
desperate need.

It was a massive explosion of sensation, of
pleasure! It tore my mind to pieces and I rode up and down as hard
and fast as I could, my head back, my eyes rolling back in my head.
The pleasure was like a drug, taking over my mind and making it
spin!

I didn't care about anything but the raw,
animal heat gripping me. I wallowed in the pleasure as it went on
and on, ramming myself down on the hard cock, glorying in the deep,
even painful penetration as Nathan's fingers followed me the whole
time.

It was incredible! I thought I might faint!
By the time the orgasm began to fade I was light-headed, barely
thinking of breathing. I sank down on the cock with a shudder, my
body still trembling and twitching, and dropped my chin low as I
gulped in air.

Nathan got up, but I hardly noticed him at
first. Then Aiden came over and I noticed he'd taken his pants off.
His cock was very erect, and he reached out and gripped my hair,
jerking my head up as he held the camera on my face.

I moaned dazedly, my eyes fluttering. Nathan
reached behind me and undid the ball gag. He had no pants on
anymore either! I moaned as he eased the ball-gag out of my mouth.
Then he gripped my hair and pulled my head around as he rubbed his
cock against my mouth.

Oh, fuck!

I moaned, and he pushed his cock through my
lips. My scalp ached but that didn't seem to really matter that
much as he pushed deeper, then began to slowly pump in and out. His
cock was a nice big size, I thought, almost absently. I sucked and
licked at it, almost ignoring that Aiden was taking a video.

Then Aiden reached out with his free hand,
and Nathan eased back. Aiden pulled my head to the left and pushed
his cock through my open mouth, and I felt a dark rush of heat as
it slid deep and I began to suck and lick.

This was fucking insane! I wasn't even
thinking, now about men somewhere far away watching me. I was
thinking about fucking two guys at the same time! I might have had
fantasies about it in the past but I hadn't really expected
to do it! And now it looks like I was!

I gurgled as Aiden pushed forward and pulled
my face forward. His cock drove into my throat, and his hips pushed
it deeper as Nathan cursed beside me. I gurgled harder as he drove
the back of my head into the post, burying every last inch in my
mouth and throat.

Nathan had the camera now, lowering it to get
a better view as Aiden pulled back, then thrust deep again, pulled
back, then buried himself in my face again and ground himself
against me.

I was already light-headed and now saw black
dots dancing before my eyes as I began to twist and struggle for
breath. Aiden pulled back and I gulped in air as he rubbed himself
against my face. Then Nathan handed him the camera and he took my
hair, turning my head towards him so he could push his cock into my
mouth.

Like Aiden, he jammed himself down my throat,
gasping in pleasure and excitement. It felt like he was trying to
push his whole crotch into my mouth as he ground himself against
me! He pulled back and I gulped in air as both he and Aiden rubbed
their spit-wet cocks over my face.

Aiden gripped my hair and jerked my head
back, my mouth automatically opening as I cried out in pain.

“Suck my balls, slave,” he growled, pulling
my mouth against him.

Wow, this was dark and wild!

I moaned around his balls, glad to obey since
it gave me more chance to catch my breath. I moaned and sucked them
into my mouth, licking at them with my tongue, sucking
rhythmically. Nathan squatted down and began to rub my clitoris
hard and fast, and my hips spasmed as dark heat flooded through
me.

He pulled his balls out and then drove his
cock straight down my throat.

“You love being a sex slave, don't you,
Riley, you hot slut,” he growled.

I gurgled helplessly, moaning, my hips
spasming.

He pulled out and Nathan took over, making me
suck his balls, then driving his cock down my throat. Then Aiden
did the same. They started switching faster, and then both of them
pumped their fists and came against my face at almost the same
time!

Then Nathan squatted and rubbed my clitoris
with one hand while squeezing and fondling my breasts with the
other.

“Ride that cock, slut,” Nathan ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, and then came almost as
intensely as I had the first time, crying out again and again and
again as the orgasm buried me in pleasure.

With the heat dying down I began to feel
self-conscious around Nathan again, but by then Aiden had untied
me, only to clip the wrist restraints together behind my back. Then
he found a chain, which he clipped to the back of the collar so he
could lift my wrists up high and lock them in place.

Nathan took control of the camera as Aiden
sat back comfortably on the sofa, me on my knees before him, and
made me lick and suck his cock erect again. Then Nathan took the
camera and Aiden took his place on the sofa so I could suck and
lick him erect.

Aiden was more active as a kind of director,
though. He made me spread my legs wide and push my butt out as he
moved around us. Then he went and fetched a bag he'd had in his
hand when the two of them had come in and knelt behind me.

I felt something pressing against my back
opening and moaned around Nathan's cock, but he had a tight grip on
my hair and my breast and wasn't letting go. I felt something
pushing into me, something that got wider and wider, unlike a cock
or finger or dildo. It was slick and slippery but I was starting to
feel a real ache as it stretched my opening. Then it abruptly
narrowed to almost nothing.

At first, I thought it had disappeared inside
me. But no, some narrow part remained. There was also something
flat against the outside of my body as if to hold it there and keep
it from sinking deeper.

“That's a butt-plug, slave, so your ass is
always ready for any man that wants to stick his cock up inside you
there.”

I shuddered at the dark jolt of psychic heat
that swept through me at his crude, outrageous words!

Then I yelped at a slap to the bottom.

“Now suck that cock good or else.”

A moment later I felt what had to be his cock
sliding into my pussy and another jolt of heat swept through me. I
had both of them at once now! Nathan forced my lips right down his
cock to the base and held me there even as Aiden began to fuck
me!

“We need someone else to take the camera,”
Aiden grumbled.

He slid out of me after about thirty seconds,
then took the camera to the side and set it up again before
returning. He slid into me and started to fuck me, pausing to slap
my butt every little while and call me his slave slut.

Nathan lifted my lips up his cock and then
made me suck his balls, then the two of them changed places. I
moaned as Nathan entered me for the first time, heat burning up my
spine as Aiden forced my lips down on his cock.

Another orgasm shattered my mind and I
trembled and shook, bucking back at Nathan as Aiden used his grip
on my hair to keep forcing my lips up and down his cock. But even
in the midst of it I was able to remember the camera this time, and
wonder how many men would watch this and masturbate!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


After that, the two of them huddled around
the PC looking at the videos, and Nathan helped Aiden edit
them.

“We don't want the videos to be too long,”
Aiden said. “We can charge more for a bunch of short videos than a
few long ones.”

They decided to use my first efforts as a
'teaser', then him and Nathan fucking me in the throat as the
second video. Then after that the bit with the three of us on the
sofa with me on my knees as another video.

I have to admit watching the videos was an
incredible turn-on! Watching myself being fucked like that, with me
being all tied up, was amazing. I felt like both a voyeur and an
exhibitionist at the same time! And the idea hundreds of men would
eventually be seeing these seemed incredible.

I didn't have much to say, though, since
Aiden had popped the ball-gag back into my mouth, much to my
annoyance. Nor would he take any hints about undoing the
restraints. That too was annoying, but it was also weirdly exciting
because it made me feel sort of like his prisoner, like A prisoner,
like a helpless sex slave!

Then Aiden decided to make another video. He
stuck the dildo to the post, this time. The suction cup base could
tilt, and he tilted the cock so it was pointing almost straight up.
Then he and Aiden pushed me against the post and slid the dildo up
inside me before turning on the vibrator part again.

I was struggling half-heartedly against this,
because I felt I had to at least pretend to be resisting this shit,
but of course, either of them was way stronger than me. I wondered
how they were going to tie me in place until Nathan took this
little cord out of the bag.

It was basically about a foot long, black,
and had a loop at either end with a silver metal clip just where
the loop closed. He slipped one of the loops around my very, very
stiff left nipple, then pinched the metal clip and tugged
sharply.

The loop tightened around my nipple,
tightened painfully! I yelped in pain, trying to pull away, but
Nathan held me by the hair! Aiden then slipped the other loop
around my other nipple and again jerked it tight so my nipples were
on fire!

He and Nathan were laughing as they let me
go, and I realized that he'd put the cord around the post. Now he
reached behind it, raising the cord up, which pulled on my nipples
and forced me up onto the balls of my feet! The post was jammed
against my chest with my breasts pulled partly around it!

“I think it looks better if her tits are on
this side of the post,” Nathan said.

Aiden pulled one of the loops off my nipple
and then attached it again, then lifted the thing up along this
side of the post. Nathan drove a round hook with a screw on its
base into the wooden post and Aiden lifted the cord higher, forcing
me onto the balls of my feet again, then hooked it over the
top.

I moaned, my back arched, my nipples burning,
my breasts kind of pulled up and out as they moved back and
adjusted the camera. I couldn't even see the monitor like this but
they didn't ask my opinion anyway.

They left me alone like that! They went back
to the desk to edit videos! I could hear them discussing various
pictures and deciding which were best and which to use first while
I stood with my pussy impaled on the dildo and my nipples sticking
up and burning.

With the way the vibrator was tilted up my
clitoris was jammed firmly into the base as it vibrated. As the
pain in my nipples faded from a sharp, fiery pain to a softer,
duller background ache, that began to have an impact.

This was all so surreal. I was astonished at
myself for doing it. I wasn't at all surprised at the guys, of
course, for taking advantage of me. I didn't even hold it against
them. Guys are horn-dogs and that's all there is to it.

And besides, other than some embarrassment
this was the hottest, wildest sexual experience of my life so far,
with orgasms that threatened to make my skull explode.

I began to rise up a bit and sink down,
almost instinctively. And the more I did it the hotter I got, and
the hotter I got the more I needed to do it. I was trying to keep
quiet, because obviously this was a sign of weakness, of how slutty
I was, and I didn't want them to see. Even though, of course,
eventually, they'd see the video.

Then I heard Nathan's voice behind me.

“I think your sex slave is gonna come
again.”

I flushed and halted my movements, moaning
around the ball-gag. Aiden came up behind me and gripped my hair,
pulling my head back – which made my nipples ache more so that I
rose on the balls of my feet.

“Did I give you permission to ride that cock,
sex slave?” he demanded. “I don't THINK so! You don't get to ride
any cock without your master's permission.”

“You should punish her,” Nathan said.

Aiden snorted then released my hair. I saw
Nathan pick up the camera, and he moved around me, taking shots,
then moved back again. A moment later Aiden swung his hand, with
his doubled-up belt in it and it cracked against my buttocks.

I cried out in pain, startled at how much it
stung! I mean, I knew he wasn't swinging nearly as hard as he could
but that hurt!

“Bad sex slave,” he said sternly.

Crack! The belt snapped across my
bottom a second time, then a third, and I yelped and twisted, but
couldn't pull my nipples away from the cord!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Learn to obey your master, slavegirl,” he
said in that same stern voice.

Fuck! This stung! But I had no way of
resisting or even complaining!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned helplessly. My bottom was throbbing
painfully!

Then Aiden came in close behind me. I felt
his fingers at the flat tip of that plug thing he'd shoved into my
bottom, felt him pulling it slowly out of me. It fell free, and
then his hard cock pushed up into me there. I cried out as he
gripped my hair, jerking it back just as his thick cock drove
deeper.

“Hot, sexy little fuck slave,” he growled,
taunting me.

He leaned in, chewing on the nape of my neck
as he began to work his cock in and out of my ass. I shuddered and
moaned, my head far back, my back arched, my nipples burning as he
fucked me in the ass. And off to the side was Nathan, camera in
hand.

“Maybe I'll make you my sex slave for real,”
he said softly, his lips against my ear.

I squeaked as his cock drove so deep I felt
cramps in my abdomen. He ground his balls against my buttocks, then
brought his other hand around me and folded it around my throat. He
didn't squeeze much, but it gave me a sense of... of... being
completely under his control, completely at his mercy!

Which, in combination with everything else,
sent a rush of wild passion through my mind. The vibrator was
jammed deep inside me, too, buzzing, vibrating. My nipples were
being tugged against the loops, my wrists were chained up behind
me, his cock was pumping in my ass, and Nathan was there watching
and recording it all!

I began to feel the heat rising so high it
felt like a fever was taking hold of me. My mind sweltered in the
heat as something like surrender made me relax mentally and just...
just go with the flow. I whimpered and moaned as my scalp ached, as
my nipples burned. And then another massive orgasm flooded my mind
with so much liquid heat I almost drowned.

I gurgled and gasped as Aiden tightened his
hand against my throat, as his hips slapped against my buttocks
more, as he bit into the nape of my neck. I trembled and shook as
my muscles spasmed uncontrollably, my head threatening to
explode!

“Hot slut!” he cursed.

I was!

*

“You did a lousy job in the living room,” my
mom complained.

“The living room has a rug on it.”

“You know what I mean. The floor around the
fireplace.”

“Well, dad was distracting me by bitching
about me getting a job.”

“Your father is worried about money,” she
said.

She always defended him.

“Then let him get a job.”

“He has a job,” she said in annoyance.

“A full-time job.”

“You're young and healthy. Why don't you get
a full-time job?” she replied.

I should have expected that and cursed under
my breath.

“I'm working on it.”

“Work harder. And redo the living room while
you're at it.”

I didn't want an argument so just shrugged
and nodded. I went to my room and pulled over my laptop, looking at
the pictures and videos on the site. Aiden had a plan, and the plan
said all the nasty stuff would come later. For now, it was just
bikini pictures, tight jeans, tank tops, and some lingerie, along
with the occasional 'partial nudity' like me topless but with my
arm and hand across my breasts.

Soon he would start posting the naked R-rated
shots, showing my butt and breasts. And after that would come the
nasty stuff!

Nathan's parents had a pool in the back yard.
Tomorrow we were going to do a video of me playing in the pool,
complete with lots of tight body shots. And he'd bought me a bikini
with a thong bottom to do them in. I'd never worn a bikini with a
thong bottom. For that matter, I'd never worn a bikini with such
small cups. It was a very revealing swimsuit! My parents would
definitely not have approved.

Then again, they'd have disapproved of the
stuff I'd done today even more. Having sex with two guys at once.
Yow! And doing it on camera! That was so incredibly wild and
slutty!

I sure hoped this made me a lot of money! I
wanted out of this house!

I checked my fan club and saw we were up to
two hundred and nine members. That meant two thousand and ninety
dollars! Or about fifteen hundred dollars for me! Well, for us. Me
and Aiden were gonna have to talk about how that money got divided.
As far as I was concerned if I was the star most of the money
should be mine.

Granted, he'd used much of it so far to buy
more stuff, 'prop's as he called them. We needed more lingerie and
bikinis and of course the bondage shit. And it cost money.

I saw a new picture on the site and gulped. I
was wearing a nice black bra and matching thong, and looked hot,
but my wrists were also tied firmly together behind my back. You
could see both my tied wrists and most of my butt in the picture.
It was the first picture that had bondage in it. Ooo, there was a
second picture, too! It was a head-and-shoulders shot with me
having the ball-gag in my mouth!

I felt a prickle of anxiety at that because
it was so kinky and perverted. I sure hoped no one I knew saw
it!

I sighed and turned off the light. I lay back
and wondered what was going to come of this. It could be disaster.
I sure hoped not.

*

By noon the next day, we had gone up to two
hundred and sixty-one members. I really liked how this was going!
Aiden thought it was the bondage shots since he could see how often
they were downloaded (which made me cringe) and how many people
clicked on them to view them. Apparently, there was a lot of
interest.

He took a video where I basically walked
around in my bikini, smiling at the camera. Then I swam in the pool
and climbed out in a sexy way, sliding my hands up and back through
my hair so I could arch my back.

I had to do it several times so he could take
the videos from both in front of me and then to the side and then
behind me. He would splice them together later.

“You should get another camera, man,” Nathan
said.

“Working on it,” Aiden replied. “They're
expensive.”

He and Nathan tied me up, then. First, they
tied my wrists up above my head so I was standing there below the
pergola. Then he tied my wrists behind my back and then tied my
ankles together and pulled them up and tied them to my wrists. This
was called being hog-tied. I had to wriggle around while he took
the videos.

Then he rolled me onto my back and took a new
sex toy he'd had delivered – a smaller vibrator, and pushed it down
the front of my thong. I squealed and twisted away but of course,
the vibrator stayed in place in my thong, pressed against my
pussy.

I had already been in a low, simmering heat
from all the posing in front of Aiden and Nathan, and a sense of
anticipation about what was to come. The vibrator pressed against
my sensitive pussy was almost too powerful! The sensations were
intense! I twisted and writhed and begged him to take it out while
he took video.

“You talk too much, slave girl,” he said.

He put the ball-gag in my mouth, then took
more video while Nathan went back into the house.

And then Nathan came out again – with
Fiona!

I gasped in horror, trying to twist away, but
of course, with my wrists and ankles tied together, there wasn't a
lot I could do.

“Hey, Fiona,” he said.

“Hey,” she said, eyes on me.

I, naturally, said nothing. I cringed, even
as my heart thumped madly and my pulse raced. Fiona had not come
here by coincidence! We all knew her but we didn't hang around with
her!

She walked over and squatted down next to me,
and then to my surprise, gripped my hair and jerked it up and back,
half rolling me onto my back as I cried out in pain.

“You look like a proper little fuck toy,
Riley,” she said in amusement.

Then she reached down with her other hand and
cupped one of my breasts, squeezing it firmly. Her fingers kneaded
my breast, then pushed into the cup as I felt wild psychic jolts in
company with the sudden sensations!

“Nice tits,” she said.

She turned abruptly and pointed at
Nathan.

“No fucking pictures yet! I don't want my
face in them like this.”

She released me and got up.

“Let me put on some makeup,” she said.

I moaned around the ball gag and tried to get
Aiden's attention, but he had followed her back into the house.
Nathan squatted next to me, grinning, and his hands took up where
Fiona's had left off. He tugged my bra cups down and squeezed my
breasts, then pinched and rolled my nipples.

“Riley's gonna get her pussy eaten,” he said
teasingly.

He pushed his hand down the front of my
thong, catching the smaller vibrator and rubbing it up and down
against me as I gasped and moaned and wriggled in place.

When Riley came out of the house she looked
completely different! She was wearing long black leather boots and
black hot pants. She had a leather... top on which had long sleeves
and was incredibly tight. Her lips were dark black. And she had a
mask over her eyes like a lone ranger mask only it went up higher,
covering her head like a hat. It had these spiky triangular ears on
the head like cats' ears too.

I felt another wild jolt seeing her like
that. Anxiety and a dark thrill of anticipation swept through me.
Because yes, I'd been curious about sex with girls. And with Aiden
here it didn't seem so... so intimate, in a way. But she also
seemed scary and I wondered exactly what she had in mind!

She knelt beside me as Nathan brought the
camera to his face and gripped my hair again. Once again she
twisted me around onto my side and half onto my back. This time she
undid the bra and freed my breasts.

“Big-titted slut,” she said.

She slapped my breast stingingly, then
roughly squeezed it before gripping the nipple between her thumbs
and forefingers.

“Your mistress has much to teach you, slave
girl,” she said, her voice purring.

Fuck!

She bent over, pulling my hair back more so
my back thrust up, ignoring my cry of pain to get her lips around
the center of my breast. She sucked and chewed, making me tremble
and moan, then released me and rolled me over by sliding her body
atop me.

I was sort of laying on my back, except
mostly on my bound wrists and ankles. Her body kept my legs spread
apart, though, she sucked and licked and chewed at one breast, then
the other before working her way lower.

She forced my thighs wide and then began to
lick my pussy through the thong. She closed her teeth on my mons,
biting carefully, then tugged the thong aside and began to lick me
directly. The feel of her tongue against my pussy seemed to be way,
way more intense than it should have been! It might have been
because I was comparing the sensation to how it felt when she
licked me through the thong.

She slid her tongue up and down my pussy,
tugging the thong wider, then attacked my clitoris, and no matter
how anxious and embarrassed and self-conscious I was she was far
too much to resist! My body began to writhe and twist and roll
beneath her as her tongue whipped skilfully across my clitoris.

She abruptly drew back, though, leaving me
panting for breath. She rolled me over and untied my ankles
completely. Then she yanked the thong down and off. She picked up
this big, black cock I hadn't noticed before. It was very black,
the same black as the PVC outfit she wore. And she attached it to
the front of the hot pants like it was just made to snap on and
off. Maybe it was.

She rolled me onto my back, lifted my legs
up, and pressed the head of the black cock against my very hot wet
pussy. She grinned at me, leered, really, then forced my legs back
against my body as she leaned into me. I felt the big latex cock
push deep into my pussy and shuddered and trembled as heat bubbled
up my spine.

I began to shake and tremble as the sexual
pressure built up rapidly. She was thrusting in and out, using her
hips to fuck me with the dildo, and I couldn't move my arms and
legs as she bit into the nape of my neck and mashed my breast.

She forced my legs back further, gripping
them around the ankles and then straightening her arms, forcing
herself up off me, to support her weight entirely on my ankles. Her
hips thrust into me hard and fast, even cruelly, so that the dildo
ached as it punched into me. But the heat was churning violently
and I trembled and shook as it grew more powerful.

A part of me didn't want to come. I knew it
would be a blow to my pride and that she would sneer at me even
more as a slut. It would also degrade me, demean me in front of
her. I was not all that fond of Fiona and didn't want her making it
clear she could turn me on and make me come so easily.

But I couldn't help myself. The dark heat was
gripping my mind, and what she was doing to my body was far too
intense. The feel of her latex cock ramming into me as the base
ground against my clitoris sent shock-waves of pleasure rippling
through my body!

She paused, deep inside me, then reached
behind my neck and undid the gag. I cringed a bit at that because
she might expect me to talk and I was still far too
self-conscious!

Instead, she dropped her body atop mine,
forcing my ankles back further and harder, using the weight of her
body to jam them in behind my head! Then she brought her mouth onto
mine in a hot, passionate, hungry kiss that bruised my lips!

I moaned helplessly. There was little else I
could do as her mouth ravaged mine and her hips rose and fell with
a hard, steady precision, slapping into my buttocks as she drove
the latex cock deep into my pussy.

She rose up by straightening her arms and her
hips slammed into me harder and faster. I was kind of folded up
with my arms bound beneath me and my ankles behind my head. And the
sense of utter helplessness before her was overwhelming as my body
shuddered to every blow.

I was deeply aware that Aiden and Nathan were
watching excitedly, and that Aiden was moving around us with his
video camera taking shots. I was quite sure both of them would want
to fuck me too!

She gripped my ankles, jamming them together,
and was able to hold them behind my head with one hand. She rose up
on the extended arm holding them and used the other to slap my
face, startling me.

“Hot little slut,” she growled.

She slapped my face again and I cried
out.

“You know how much you love cock inside you,”
she growled.

She shoved her fingers into my mouth! Four of
them, stretching my mouth out and making me gurgle helplessly.

“Cock loving slut,” she said.

This was so intense!

She pulled her fingers out of my mouth and
jammed them down between us, roughly rubbing my clitoris, and I
lost it completely. Spasms wracked my body as I cried out in wild
pleasure, my groin humping up at her as she drove her cock down
inside me.

The orgasm completely shattered my mind and I
gave myself completely to it, trembling and shaking as she rammed
her cock into me, not caring about anything but the pleasure that
threatened to consume me whole.

It faded slowly, and she let my legs fall
back, licking her way down my body, sucking and chewing at my
nipples, then focusing on my pussy. Her tongue plunged deep,
pumping in and out, then found my clitoris and started to whip
across it.

She was better at oral sex than anyone I'd
ever had experience with, and as she sucked and as she pumped her
fingers inside me, the dark tide of heat took hold of me again and
I began to writhe and arch and twist, my muscles spasming and my
nerve endings crackling like live wires.

Her fingers were driving deep inside me,
twisting as she thrust them in, turning this way and then that way
as she licked avidly at my clitoris. She was stretching me out,
making me ache as her fingers roughly fucked me.

She pulled back, rolled me onto my belly, and
then slapped my bottom until I raised it high. She spread my knees
and then drove her cock into me from behind. As she had before, she
fucked me to an intense orgasm, slapping my bottom and yanking on
my hair as she rammed her hips into me hard and fast, fucking me
with her dildo.

It was... surreal. I mean, I knew it was a
girl behind me, but it sure didn't feel like it. And I don't just
mean the cock punching into me so hard and fast. I mean...
psychologically, it felt like it was a strong, dominating man
behind me using my body so roughly.

She yanked back on my hair as she slapped my
buttocks repeatedly, ramming her hips against me as I twisted and
writhed in the grip of a massive orgasmic storm. It was so powerful
it dazed me, and I briefly forgot about Nathan and Aiden as my mind
wallowed in pleasure.
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I just lay there on my chest, on my breasts
really, which were throbbing, my bottom in the air as she slid out
of me. I groaned, kind of shell-shocked by the force of the orgasm,
and largely ignored her hands sliding over my body.

“Pretty little blonde sluts have to make sure
they don't get their fair skin burned,” she said.

I felt her hands caressing my buttocks, only
they were very slippery now for some reason. That made it feel more
erotic, to be honest, as they slid up and down my thighs then in
against my pussy. Her fingers felt very nice caressing my sex, and
gliding up and down my thighs.

They slid up my body, up my back, even oiling
up my arms and shoulders as I caught my breath. Then she pushed me
so I tumbled onto my side.

“Roll over onto your back, slut,” she
said.

I flushed, but obeyed, my eyes flicking up to
see Aiden still taking video, then back to Fiona as she poured some
kind of thick oil onto my chest. Her hands slid over my breasts,
spreading the oil up and down my upper chest, then down my body,
then slid up again. My breasts throbbed as her soft fingers
caressed them.

Her fingers returned to my pussy, then
slipped into me, one, two, three, stroking in and out as her thumb
caressed my clitoris. Her other hand roamed my body as I lay there
nervously on my arms, legs spread, knees up and apart.

“Wait,” Aiden said.

She looked up impatiently as he put the
camera down. Then he tied ropes around my legs just above the knee.
He went inside, got tent pegs, and drove them into the grass, then
tied the ropes to them as Fiona continued to run her hands over my
body.

“Oh!” I gasped. “Not so wide!” I moaned.

“A slut like you should be used to spreading
your legs wide,” Fiona said.

I flushed at that, but she was rolling and
rubbing my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers at the time
so I wasn't going to complain.

The ropes pulled my knees achingly wide so
that the tendons in my inner thighs were strained. Fiona just kept
pumping her fingers and stroking my clitoris while Aiden picked up
the camera again.

Then she leaned in and slid her oiled hand up
along my face and across my lips. Her fingers tasted like
strawberry.

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

I flinched mentally and my eyes flicked to
the camera briefly.

“I'm your bitch,” I said reluctantly.

She pinched my nipples sharply and I cried
out as she pulled them upward.

“You forgot to call me mistress, slut,” she
said. “Say it. Say you're my bitch.”

“Ow! Ow! Don't!”

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm your bitch, Mistress!”

Saying it embarrassed me. I was uneasy around
her and felt much less comfortable acting like some kind of 'sex
slave' for her than I had for Aiden.

I felt her slipping a fourth finger into me,
stretching me out, and I shuddered as the heat rose within me.

“Nasty little girl,” she said, squeezing my
breast. “Slutty little sex slave.”

She slid her hand up from my breast and then
around my neck, squeezing as she leaned over me.

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

I gulped. Her hand wasn't stopping me from
breathing, but it was... menacing, in a way.

“I'm you’re... slut, Mistress,” I said
anxiously.

She slid her hand back and mauled my breast,
then half-turned and gestured at Nathan. He handed her the vibrator
and she smirked at me, turning it on. Then she began to rub it back
and forth across my clitoris as her fingers twisted and thrust,
twisted and thrust, turning this way, then the other.

“Filthy little sex slave,” she said in a
taunting voice. “Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I moaned.

I was heating up despite my uneasiness with
her. My pussy was thrumming and my body was glowing with excitement
and sexual energy. I groaned and gasped as her fingers twisted and
moved inside me, my hips jerking helplessly as my muscles
spasmed.

The vibrator was sending a wild, trembling
pulse of energy right up through my nervous system and resonating
throughout my body. My nipples were tingling and my body was
twisting and writhing as my breathing grew more ragged.

I rolled my hips up, arching my back,
groaning aloud as her fingers kneaded my breast and she ground the
vibrator against my clitoris. I was aware that she was stretching
me out more and more as she pushed her fingers in and out, but the
crackling sexual heat overrode the ache.

Until it didn't. Until the ache grew worse
and, panting and gasping, I raised my head up, looking at what she
was doing. I could see that instead of four fingers inside me and
the thumb outside she was forcing her thumb into me too. And it was
jammed in to the knuckle. It was that knuckle pushing forward which
was stretching me more.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Wait!” I gasped. “Wait!”

She ignored me, except to lean forward and
slid her oily hand up off my breast and around my throat. I gurgled
as she squeezed in around my neck. At the same time, her knuckle
slowly forced its way through the opening to my sex, and I realized
with a shock that her whole hand was inside me!

“Fuck yeah!” Nathan whispered.

I trembled and shook as the lips of my sex
closed more comfortably around her wrist, and her hand pushed
deeper inside me. I raised my head up again, staring in disbelief
at my pussy opening wrapped around her wrist, stunned as I felt her
hand moving inside me.

“Ohmygod!” I gasped. “OhmyGod! OhmyGod!
OhmyGod!”

“Never been fisted before, slut?” Fiona asked
with a sneer. “Don't worry, het girls love having big hard things
inside them.”

She ground the vibrator against my clitoris
again and I could feel her fingers inside me pulling in together to
her palm to form a fist. Then the fist slowly rotated one way, then
the other, before pushing deeper.

The anxiety faded under a tidal wave of heat,
and I lost myself to it, gripped by a feverish hunger, by a passion
which swamped my mind and drove all higher-level thought away. I
cried out, arching my back, my head thrashing as she began to pump
her fist in and out.

An orgasm tore through me, and convulsions
wracked my body. I twisted and bucked, my head rolling back so that
it was the only part of my body above my butt touching the ground
at one point. The orgasm made my muscles spasm uncontrollably, and
I cried out again and again as I felt her fist moving slowly up and
down.

The climax was so powerful I almost blacked
out. When it finally faded it left me exhausted and dazed, my chest
heaving as I stared up at the sky.

Aiden meanwhile put the camera down, then he
picked up a couple more tent stakes and drove them into the ground
about a foot or so on either side of my head. He folded a length of
rope in two and then tied a loop in it and slipped the loop over my
head and down around my neck. Then he pulled the two sides out so
that the rope closed firmly around my throat.

It wasn't interfering with my breathing. But
it was close. I could hear my breaths now.

Fiona bent and began to suck rhythmically at
my swollen, hypersensitive clitoris, then licked hard and fast. Her
fist turned one way then the other inside me, while slowly working
in and out.

The orgasm hadn't robbed me of the heat. It
was still there. I was still burning up with it. Fiona's lapping
tongue and sucking lips were rousing me up again in astonishingly
short order. And the feel – and almost as shocking, the knowledge –
of her fist moving up and down inside me was drowning me in dark
excitement.

She brought the vibrator against me again and
another massive orgasm ripped my mind apart. I screamed and twisted
and writhed, gurgling and gasping as my own movements tightened the
rope around my throat. I didn't care. Who needed to breathe anyway?
My eyes bulged as my body bucked and thrashed while Fiona pumped
her fist harder and faster.

And then, as the second orgasm faded, she
worked me up to a third.

*

I was so mind-fucked after that I was
practically a zombie. They untied me, except for my wrists, and
then put me on my knees and chest again. I hardly cared. But then
Fiona, who was wearing these high-heeled boots, demanded I lick her
boots. And she had some kind of long, thin switch in her hand which
she used on my buttocks when I was too dazed to obey.

So I did. I was too mentally exhausted to
really grasp how humiliating that was at the time. I'd been reduced
to animal instincts, and my animal instincts said I wanted to stop
her snapping that thing down on my ass. I licked her leather boots,
then licked harder as she brought the thing down on my ass
again.

I knew Aiden was taking video but that didn't
really seem to matter a lot either.

After a couple of minutes of that, she pulled
me to my feet by the hair and then led me inside. Alone. The boys
stayed outside as she took me upstairs and into a large bathroom.
She grinned at me and then stripped. She was very athletic, though
slim, with small, high, hard breasts.

I gasped as she gripped my hair again and
used it to force me to my knees.

“All right, slut. I've just taught you how to
lick pussy, so you better do a good job,” she growled.

I was far too intimidated by her to protest.
I don't mean by her size for I was bigger than her. It was just...
I don't know, it was like... the way she'd used my body, so...
firmly, strongly, authoritatively, almost made me sort of feel
cowed by her.

I'd never licked a girl's pussy before, but
the way she was twisting her fingers in my hair made my scalp ache
and I winced and set to work.

“No way I'm letting those assholes get naked
pictures of me,” she said. “I've got too much self-respect.”

I flushed but kept licking, trying to
concentrate.

“But then I'm not a cock-loving whore who
wants to be a porn star,” she said.

I flinched but ignored that too.

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

“Ow!”

“You realize that your boyfriend is going to
try and turn you into a bondage slut, right?”

I blinked up at her, confused. “I... it's...
for a … a web site.”

“Yeah, yeah, to make money. But that's not
the only reason. He's going to mind fuck you and turn you into his
sex slave for real.”

Which confused me because that was a silly
idea.

“You think that can't be done? Bitch, I could
do it in a week,” she said, reaching down and closing her other
hand around my throat. I gasped as she squeezed, my eyes
bulging.

“I can make it so that you come every time
you get tied up, or even every time you get spanked, and before
long you'll be begging me to tie you up and spank you,” she
said.

She pulled her hand back and pulled my mouth
in against her sex again.

“Lick me, slut.”

I licked her, anxious to please so she'd stop
twisting her fingers in my hair.

I gave her an orgasm, which made me feel kind
of proud of myself. Then she turned on the shower and we had a
shower together. Well, except my wrists were still tied behind me,
so she did all the work, soaping my body up, and hers.

Then we spent some minutes kissing while our
soapy flesh ground together. She pulled me to the floor and then
lifted my upper leg up and slid her pussy in against mine, kind of
scissoring our legs and grinding her soapy sex against mine.

There wasn't much I could do about it even if
I'd wanted to, and I didn't. I mean, I felt very, very … inferior,
which made me feel like I should be behaving in a submissive way.
Plus it felt good. But it did dig into the back of my mind, causing
me some consternation at how I was letting this girl use me and
degrade me.

Those thoughts weren't important, just then,
though. What was important was the way she was grinding her pussy
against mine was heating my body up again.

I was laying half twisted up on my side, with
my head jammed against the wall and my back kind of arched while
she held my right leg up in the air, kind of forced back by her
chest. She straddled my left leg, her pussy grinding against mine,
and all I could do was just... be her fuck toy.

She started to come, and that drove me into
an orgasm as well. It was an incredible feeling, to have my pussy
being mashed against another pussy as the other girl climaxed!

After that, she rinsed us off, then made me
kneel and lick her to another orgasm.

I didn't feel I had any say in anything. I
was, like I said, cowed by her.

She dried us both off. She obviously didn't
need to use the hairdryer but used it on me, and brushed my hair
out.

“I wonder how you'd look bald,” she mused.
“Maybe If I decide to make you my sex slave I'll see.”

I looked at her warily. No way did I want to
be bald!

“Were you going to argue with me, slut?”

“No, Mistress,” I gulped.

Her hand was too ready to slap my face or
breast or bottom and had done it numerous times already.

“Now I'm going to hand you over to those guys
downstairs so they can fuck your brains out again and pour their
cream down your throat and into your pussy.”

She got dressed and did just that.

“You'll find someone?” Aiden asked.

“Sure. Take me a few days,” she replied.

Then she left.

“What did she mean?” I asked.

“She's gonna find a hot chick to do girl-girl
scenes with you. One who won't mind having her pussy on camera
while you lick her.”

“You should have told me you were going to
invite her over!” I said. “In fact, you should have asked me
first!”

“You're just the sex slave. You don't get a
say in things.”

That had an eerie echo of what Fiona had
said, about him wanting me to be his sex slave for real. I wasn't
sure how I felt about that. On the one hand, I dismissed it as
ridiculous, because even if that was what he wanted there was no
way I was going to. On the other hand, the idea was... hot!

Aiden had a tripod for the camera now. He set
it up pointed at a picnic table, then he and Nathan lifted me up
onto and put me down on my back.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I moaned.

“Whatever we want. You're a sex slave,
remember?”

Nathan spread my legs and I felt his cock
rubbing up and down against my sore opening. Aiden gripped my arms
and pulled me a little further back so that my head hung over the
opposite side of the table. Then he dropped his shorts and pushed
his cock into my open mouth.

I'd never sucked a cock like this before. It
confused me. My tongue, which should have been licking at the
sensitive underside was now on top of his cock. Then it stopped
mattering because he pushed himself deep into my throat.

My lower body bucked upward in reaction, but
I felt Nathan gripping my thighs to pin them down as he began to
fuck me.

I gurgled and gasped as Aiden drove himself
balls-deep in my mouth, grinding himself against me, then pulled
out again, only to bury every last inch in my mouth and throat
again. He didn't really have to hold my head since there was no way
for it to pull away, so his hands mashed my breasts as he pumped
his cock in my throat.

I was quickly becoming dazed, light-headed,
and unable to breathe. Fortunately, he pulled out, leaving me
gasping and gulping in air and he and Nathan switched sides. Nathan
made me lick and suck his balls as Aiden fucked me, and that let me
catch my breath somewhat before he drove himself down my
throat.

They switched places again, and Aiden had me
suck his balls while he played with the remote to make the camera
zoom in. Then he drove himself down my throat once more as Nathan
pounded himself into me.

It quickly got to the point I had no idea who
was doing what to me and didn't care. At some point, my legs were
tied down just as they had been on the grass, and Aiden tied my
hair in a braid, then tied a rope to it and pulled it down under
the table to tie to the other side.

In fact, when they had come inside me, that's
how they left me, going inside.

Before they left, they shoved that big
vibrator dildo thing inside me, and then another dildo up my ass,
and then tied them in place. That left me moaning helplessly, and
hardly able to talk because of how my scalp was being pulled
back.

I had at least some time to think in that
position because it was uncomfortable enough to clear my head a bit
– once no one was fucking my throat. I was still aroused, though.
Being tied up like this was outrageous – and outrageously kinky and
perverted. Which meant it was hot. And that was even without taking
the vibrator into account.

My mind wandered, though, between the web
site, and what nasty pictures and videos it would have on it, and
the money I would make, and maybe moving out of the house, and
also, of course, what Fiona had said about Aiden planning to make
me his sex slave for real.

I didn't approve of that. I wasn't going to
be Aiden's sex slave. Period. I mean, he was hot and sexy, but
frankly, not in a dominant way. Not like Fiona. And he did stupid
stuff a lot, immature stuff that I forgave him because, well, he's
sexy and hot and good in bed.

But it was clear he was already taking me for
granted a lot more than he used to. First, he'd brought Nathan in
on me without asking. Okay, that had maybe been unplanned, but he
sure hadn't sent him away and untied me so I could make my own
decision!

Then he'd brought Fiona in while I was
helpless, and had apparently cut a deal with her for her to find
some lesbian to have sex with me again. What else was he likely to
do without asking or telling me?

All of this rolled through my head as I lay
there, even as the vibrator began to heat me up more and more and
my body began to twist and my hips to roll and my insides to melt
under the influence of the powerful vibrations.

Someone slid the vibrator out, and then a
cock pushed into me while the vibrator ground against my clitoris.
I shuddered and my hips rolled up in lust and heat as he fucked me.
I felt his hand slide up and mash my breast as his cock drove into
me. And then another orgasm tore through me like an epileptic fit.
I thrashed and twisted and cried out in pleasure, pulling against
the bonds, including the one around my neck as ecstasy filled my
body and mind.

And then, as I lay there after, dazed, my
head still hanging over the side of the table, it occurred to me I
didn't even know who had fucked me. I couldn't raise my head and
couldn't see my body at all. I assumed it was Aiden or Nathan but
it could have been anyone! It could have been a neighbor who had
peeped over the fence, climbed over, and decided to use my
body!

And it hadn't mattered. I had had an
incredible orgasm anyway.

Maybe I really was a slut, like he and Fiona
kept calling me on the video.

But I didn't really care. I lay there with a
feeling of dazed, sated hunger, more than willing to let anyone do
anything to me as long as it brought more.
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We had six hundred and forty-two members!
That was an awesome number! That was over four thousand dollars a
month! That was better than a job! What had inspired the rise in
numbers was the first of the naked pictures of me. Full-frontal
nudity with the promise of much more was what was drawing men to my
'fan' club.

I learned that Aiden was actually writing to
people, to the members, on a section where the members could ask
questions and make requests. He was portraying himself as my
'slavemaster' and saying he could make me do almost anything.
Reading some of those was sick and hot!

Some of the pictures of me naked had me in
the collar and the restraints, and some had me tied up. He and
Nathan spent some time tying me up with rope the next day. First,
they tied me in a very tight hog-tie, like they'd done the other
day only tighter. Then they tied my breasts up! That kind of
astonished me. Who would want to see that!? Apparently lots of
guys.

So they wrapped rope around them and also
crisscrossed my body with rope. They fed two loops down between my
legs and tugged them in so firmly they sank in between the lips of
my sex. My breasts thrust out firmly, not even needing a bra since
they were squeezed so tight around the base, and my nipples were
rock hard.

Then they retied me, this time with dildos
sticking out of my pussy and ass, wrapping the ropes around them to
hold them in tight. It was raining, so they had me put on a poncho
and then went outside with me. I had to walk around with nothing on
under the poncho and my arms tied behind my back!

We went to an empty lot and Aiden pulled the
poncho off to take some pictures while I looked around anxiously.
Then I had to kneel down and suck Nathan's cock, which really
involved him fucking my mouth and throat.

It felt insane to be doing this stuff outside
in the open where people could walk by or even see from distant
houses, but it wasn't like I had a lot of choices! But it also felt
incredibly, outrageously hot, and my body thrummed with energy!

I was soon wet in more ways than one, of
course. Nathan was wearing a raincoat, complete with hood, while I
was butt naked. And when he finished he shoved me back so I fell
onto my back in the grass and weeds and dirt, gasping for breath
with rain falling down on my face. He put his boot on my belly and
leered at me.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

“Move her over there,” Aiden said.

I gasped as Nathan dragged me several feet
across the ground and then dropped me in a big puddle of mud and
water! I yelped and tried to rise, but he put his foot on my chest
between my breasts.

“Roll over, slut,” Aiden called.

I moaned, but had no choice, and rolled over,
my breasts jammed into the mud and water.

“Raise your ass high, slut,” he ordered.

This was sick! This was sooo sick!

I shuddered and raised my butt high,
spreading my legs without being asked. I gasped as Nathan put his
muddy boot down on the top of my head, but he wasn't pressing hard.
Even so, my chin was jammed into the mud and it was almost up to my
lips!

“We need another guy to fuck her,” Aiden
said.

“We could wait for someone to pass by,”
Nathan said in amusement.

“Go behind her and fuck her with the dildo.
Make her come.”

Nathan did as he was asked, kneeling behind
me. I moaned as he gripped the base of the dildo and began working
it in and out. I felt his fingers rubbing my wet clitoris, and
whimpered and moaned as the dark heat rolled over me. I saw Aiden
moving around to get better videos and then gasped as Nathan's foot
came down on the back of my head from behind.

He forced the dildo in and out hard, and my
body started to react, my hips jerking and spasming as heat and
sexual energy rose. This was all just too nasty and kinky and
darkly thrilling not to feel overwhelmed by it all. And so I came
powerfully – which I'd been doing a lot lately at their hands,
trembling and shaking and grinding my hips back at him as the
orgasm rolled my mind over and over and over.

*

All of that was part of the web site, and the
more members I got the more I got dollar signs in my eyes, and the
more I was willing to go along with it. But of course, we couldn't
be shooting videos all the time, nor buying clothes or lingerie or
sex toys (and we bought a bunch).

What I found a bit disturbing, though, was
that even outside of that Aiden was treating me more and more like
his bitch in everyday life, and so was Nathan. They were both
taking for granted they could touch me and fuck me and do anything
they wanted to me anytime they wanted and anywhere they wanted
without even asking me my opinion.

It was like... the way they had been able to
use me and treat me like a whore in front of the camera had
convinced them that's what I was, and that they could take for
granted I'd do as I was told. Like anywhere we went they would
casually grope me whenever anyone wasn't watching.

They'd also refer to me as 'slut' and 'sex
slave' instead of using my name. And sure, they laughed like it was
all just kidding, and partly it was. But partly it wasn't. I think
they were getting off on being able to talk to me and treat me in
the crudest possible way without my getting mad.

And the thing was it was turning me on too.
I'm not sure why, but as long as nobody else heard I was kind of
okay with it. My mind was filled with these dark sexual fantasies
now. I kept thinking of things, and then my nipples would get hard
and I'd feel this hunger down low in my belly. And that happened
more and more as the days went along.

On the other hand, I was getting more excited
(not the sexual kind) as the number of members grew. Every member
was ten dollars a month – if they stayed. And that was a lot of
money for me! I was starting to wonder even more about how much I
should be sharing with Aiden, though.

I mean, it seemed to me that I was the star
and that all he was was a cock and a camera guy. So should he get
half of the money? It's not like fucking me was a big chore,
either! Plenty of guys would have paid me for the chance! So in
that sense, all he was was a camera guy.

I was the one taking all the chances since
his face never appeared. And I was the one subjecting myself to all
his kinky fantasies. I didn't have his dirty imagination, but the
internet would solve that pretty easily. I could just look around
and see what nasty pictures and videos there were and do the same
things.

Still, I would wait and see how things went.
He still hadn't really posted any of the nastier stuff. I mean, he
posted the first video of me riding the dildo, and that really made
my mind squirm. Then he started to post the deep-throat blow-job
videos. Of course, the videos only showed the guys from the waist
down!

He decided that before showing them fucking
me, he'd post other oral stuff, and more bondage stuff, and more
dildo stuff. Then he decided to make a spanking video. Only he
didn't tell me ahead of time, nor ask me. He just put on the collar
and restraints, chained my wrists up behind my collar, put the
ball-gag in, and then pulled me across his lap.

It didn't start out badly because he shoved a
dildo deep into my butt, and then used the vibrator-dildo on my
pussy, pumping it in and out and grinding it against me as he
fondled my breast. He got me all worked up so I was wriggling and
panting and fighting not to drool around the ball gag.

He's slapped my butt before, of course, but
now he started smacking it sharply and repeatedly as he called me a
'bad girl' and a 'naughty slave girl'. This wasn't just the
occasional slap but an outright spanking! My butt got hotter and
hotter and I squirmed and squealed but could do nothing to stop
him.

He kept stopping himself, though, and each
time he did he'd work the vibrator-dildo in and out, grinding it
against me. The sharp stinging ache of the spanking would fade into
a dull, background ache and heat, and my body would begin to thrum
with sexual hunger once again.

Then he'd start spanking again!

My bottom was so sensitive by then I was
really squealing and crying out. Each blow was sharp and
stinging!

But he was stopping more often to work the
vibrator in and out of me, to heat me up so that my entire body was
flaming hot. My breasts felt swollen and burning as they were
ground against the fabric of the sofa on his left side. And then...
it was like the heat in my bottom seemed to morph into the heat of
my body and seem a lot less important.

I felt like my skin was crackling with sexual
electricity as he rammed the big vibrator cock deep into my belly
and his hand cracked down against my bottom.

My eyes were tearing up by then and I was
whimpering and moaning in dazed heat and pain. That was when
Nathan, who had been operating one of the cameras (we had several
now) undid the strap and pulled the ball gag out. Then he gripped
my tangled hair to lift my head up and shoved his cock into my
mouth and straight down my throat.

I gurgled and gagged dazedly as he aimed his
camera down at me and fucked my face. I knew there was another
camera across from me and another behind me, both on tripods. I
felt that strange sense of unreality again, almost as if I were
floating.

Aiden shoved the vibrator especially hard
into me, grinding the base against my clitoris, and an orgasm tore
my mind to shreds. It was, I thought, the most intense I'd ever
had. Then I was no longer capable of rational thought as the
explosive force of the orgasm dazed me and set my body to twisting
and writhing in helpless pleasure.

I couldn't breathe because Aiden buried his
cock in my throat and held me in place as the rest of my body
thrashed and trembled and shook, but I didn't really care. I
floated on the churning waves of pleasure, feeling a sense of...
rapture, as they carried me along.

In the video – which I saw afterward – I was
shaking and trembling violently, with my feet flopping up and down
and my eyes rolled back in my head. It was a hot video, for sure.
And, of course, it still only showed the guys from the waist
down.

My butt was hot for some time afterward but
then faded. My annoyance didn't. I was not enjoying this being
taken for granted stuff. Even so, the orgasm had been so wonderful
I forgave him and tolerated it. Although that was in large part
because I found it sexy and hot to pretend, or at least, to let him
pretend I was his sex slave.

But he started smacking my butt more outside
of the videos. Yeah, they were little slaps, but they still stung.
I would glare at him, or tell him to knock it off, and he'd just
grin. Then, the next time I did something or said something he
didn't like, he'd smack my butt again.

Nathan did it too! And it got so I sort of
got used to it. But after several days I realized I was altering my
behavior, kind of analyzing what I was going to say or do first in
case it might get me a smack on the butt. I was disagreeing less
and complaining less, too.

That kind of bothered me, but it also gave me
a disturbing sense of dark thrills, because it was almost (sort of)
like I was becoming a sex slave! And the idea of that was super,
super hot! At least as a sort of forbidden fantasy.

The members wanted to talk with me, or at
least, wanted me to answer some of their forum messages, and so
Aiden got me to start doing that. That was kind of disturbing, too,
in a way. Some of them were so crude! Most of them, though, were
quite polite and earnest, except they expressed desires for me to
be whipped or gang-banged or fucked by dogs and camels(!) and
stuff!

I mean, they were very polite about it, but
geeze! My 'fans' were sick perverts! I couldn't say that, of
course. I just laughed off the animal suggestions. I was hoping
they weren't serious anyway.

We soon had over nine hundred members. That
made our share over six thousand a month! We rented an old house
downtown. It was a red brick building built in the early nineteen
hundreds. It had high ceilings, an attic with a floor, but bare
rafters, and a basement which looked like something out of a horror
movie, the walls made of stones and cement, lit by bare bulbs.

I had a ball furnishing it, though mostly I
bought used furniture and stuff on the internet. But Aiden hadn't
rented it so we could live there. He'd bought it to take more
videos there. His shitty little apartment didn't have the right
spaces for it.

The first thing he did with it was chain me
up in the attic. He had real chains, now, and he stood me up
between a couple of posts with my arms chained up and out to either
side. He chained my ankles out to either side, too, while I wore a
pair of six-inch stiletto heels. Then he attached nipple clips to
my throbbing pink buttons (after gagging me so I couldn't complain)
and fed slender chains up and out to a post he stood up before
me.

He tied my hair back in a braid, tied a cord
to it, then shoved a kind of hook thing up into my bottom and
pulled my hair back to tie the cord to it. I couldn't do anything
but stare up at the ceiling after that. But to completely eliminate
my view of whatever was to take place, he put a black scarf over my
eyes.

He put earbuds into my ears, filled with the
sound of my own voice when I was coming, then he slid the
vibrator/dildo up inside me, and locked it in place with some kind
of thin chain around my hips.

And then for the longest time, nothing
happened.

I could vaguely hear him and Nathan talking,
but couldn't make out the words over my own moans and groans and
cries of pleasure. Then I couldn't even hear a thing – except
myself. I moaned around the gag, slightly off balance. If my wrists
hadn't been chained up I'd have fallen back on my ass.

Did I mention it was hot in the attic?
Because it was fucking hot! I was sweating, even though naked. And
the more I stood there, the more I sweated. The vibrator wasn't
helping, because it was heating me up on the inside.

I wondered what they were doing, and what
they intended to do. And that turned me on and also made me
anxious. My hips were grinding and rolling as the vibrator thrummed
inside me, and I felt an incredible fullness down in my abdomen
from it and the dildo.

My nipples ached and throbbed. And if I tried
to ease my position they pulled more against the clamps on them,
which made them sting sharply. I was panting and groaning as the
heat got to me, and I could feel the sweat trickling slowly down my
body.

And then someone ran their hand over my body.
Slowly. It slid up and down my belly, then caressed my breasts,
then slid down between my legs. I felt a finger circling the
vibrator, where it was mostly buried inside me, sliding around the
lips of my sex where they were straining wide around it.

The hand moved around behind me and squeezed
my butt, and I was trying to figure out if it was Nathan or Aiden,
though I supposed it didn't really matter. That reminded me of
being fucked on the picnic table and not knowing who it was. That
didn't matter either.

I was becoming pretty damn slutty if it
didn't even matter to me who fucked me!

Then I let myself wonder if it was someone
else. Because that would be outrageous! I didn't think it was, but
the mere possibility it was a complete stranger made my skin
crackle with a wild sexual energy. Not that I wanted it to be a
stranger! But the fantasy of that being possible was scalding!

I felt my hair untied from the thing in my
butt, and I groaned with relief and started to pull my head up and
forward. But someone gripped my braid and held my head back even as
a thick cock pushed up into my ass.

It slid deep, drew back, then pushed deeper
still before starting to pump in and out. Whoever it was held my
braid back so that my head was pulled back against his shoulder,
then the clamps were removed from my nipples. What a relief!

I moaned as his hand caressed my breasts and
gently rolled my throbbing nipples. His hips were working his big
cock up into me with longer, deeper strokes that now had him
burying himself inside me with every stroke. That ached deep
inside! It felt like cramps as the head of his cock pushed so high.
But the thought and feel of it were wild and exciting, as was the
firm slap of his hips against my buttocks.

He was hitting them harder, now, and his cock
was really pumping hard inside me as the vibrator buzzed away at my
pussy. I felt my mind starting to sink into the steamy, bubbling
stew of passion and lust that he was rousing, felt it drifting and
wallowing in the pleasure.

And then something hit my breasts. Well, not
a single thing, but a bunch of things. Like a bunch of very small,
thin, lightweight cords or strings or something. They stung, but
not much, except there were lots of them, so lots of stings. I
cried out, startled, then did it again as they struck again – and
again – and again.

My breasts were starting to sting! I tried to
twist and pull away so my chest wasn't so sharply thrust out but
whoever was behind me was holding my braid firmly, and I was
completely helpless. My body was shuddering to every blow from his
hips, every deep thrust of his cock, and the laces or whatever they
were kept slapping down against my taut breasts to leave, hot
stinging lines of pain behind.

My breasts started to heat up, to throb hotly
as the blows continued. My nipples were on fire!

The blows stopped, leaving me gasping and
moaning and whimpering, and I felt a mouth on each nipple! Who the
fuck else was here!? I gasped as they sucked and licked on my
swollen, throbbing nipples. Then a hand gripped the vibrator and
started to pump it in and out, grinding it against me with every
stroke.

It must be Fiona, I thought anxiously. That
was a relief from my original shock, but still had me filled with
anxiety. What if it wasn't her!?

That thought was both scary and hot.

Sex slave! I thought weakly.

I gasped and moaned and grunted as the real
cock drove into my ass and the vibrator thrust up into my pussy,
and fingers stroked my clitoris and mouths sucked and licked at my
breasts. It was all insanely slutty and my body was soon pulsing
with heat to the point I no longer cared who was there.

The orgasm took me away from all cares and
concerns, tossing me into the air to float on a churning sea of
pleasure and passion, hardly aware of my own movements or position.
It overpowered my mind and reduced it to an animal state of bliss
and wanton lust as I gave myself up to the dark hunger and sizzling
pleasure.

I would not have been able to stand were it
not for my wrists being tied up and out to either side. My mind was
completely fried as the storm of pleasure howled through me. I was
vaguely aware of the pressure coming off my wrists, of being
lowered to the floor by strong hands.

Then my wrists were tied behind me. I was on
my chest and knees, my bottom raised high, and whoever was behind
me was driving their cock into my ass with hard, deep, powerful
strokes. The ball gag was pulled out of my mouth, and my hair was
pulled back sharply as a cock pushed into it.

I felt so utterly, utterly... used! And
instead of feeling shame about it, that reassured me. It made me
feel something like a masochistic pleasure in my own abuse. Somehow
or other if I was a helpless 'slave girl' or whatever, then it was
all just darkly erotic and not really slutty.

The cock in my ass was really plunging deep,
achingly deep! And his hips were pounding against my upraised
buttocks with barely restrained violence! But the cock in my mouth
pushed into my throat so I couldn't exactly complain.

I wondered if Fiona was watching and thinking
how pathetic and slutty I was for letting these guys do me like
this. That was... embarrassing, in a way, but even that turned me
on. The thought of her watching contemptuously just made me feel
more degraded, and more like a sex slave!

I figured the guy behind me was Aiden because
boy his cock was big and thick and long. It made me ache as he kept
burying it inside me! Mind you, Nathan's cock wasn't exactly small,
either. It was sliding smoothly up and down my throat. But such was
the excitement still gripping my mind that I felt no urge to
gag.

I hoped Fiona was getting some hot videos. I
mean, these were definitely real cocks so there was nothing else
for her to be doing just then while the boys fucked me. I imagined
her moving around us, zooming in and out, sneering at what a slut I
was as she shot the big cocks pounding into my ass and my
mouth.

The vibrator cock was still inside me and
still pulsing. I knew I was sopping wet from it, and my insides
were incredibly sensitive from the vibrations. I was fairly sure if
someone reached down and started to finger my clit I'd come
immediately.

And then someone did, and I did, wallowing in
my rough, savage use by these... faceless male animals abusing me!
Like I was a sex slave!

Their cocks became almost irrelevant as I
trembled and shook through the second orgasm, bathing in the fiery
heat and pleasure as it flared white-hot within me. The orgasm
shook me like a dog with a rat in its mouth and left me dazed and
drooling around the cock fucking my mouth and throat.

I felt fingers slide up under the blindfold
and press against my eyes. It was done slowly enough I closed my
eyes instinctively. Even as they were doing this something,
something like the plastic bathing caps I used to wear when I was
taking swimming lessons as a little girl slid down over my head and
forehead.

The blindfold was untied and removed, and
the... whatever it was, was pulled down over my eyes, then tugged
lower still, over my nose and cheeks. I opened my eyes as the
fingers withdrew, but could see nothing as whatever it was was
pulled down under my jaw and in around my neck.

“Wh-what – .”

I gasped as something like a plug was pushed
into my open mouth. It filled my mouth and had a soft leatherish
base which pressed against my mouth and jaw and cheeks atop the
leathery hood or whatever it was which was already covering my
face.

What the fuck?!

I could breathe through my nose, so there
were clearly holes there, but the entire rest of my head was
covered by something like a mask or hood.

Still dazed, and now very confused, I was
lifted up by strong arms, my wrists lifted high above me, and then
something like thick, padded leather was placed around my wrists
and closed tightly. I stood in place, moaning, off-balance both
mentally and physically.

The pressure grew on my wrists and I rose up
onto the balls of my feet. Then the pressure grew more and I gasped
as I was lifted clear of the floor to dangle from my wrists. My
wrists ached, even with the padding! My arms ached a bit too, and
so did my shoulders.

My feet fluttered weakly, searching for a
floor to stand on, but even stretching my toes down I couldn't
touch anything. I was hanging suspended in the air. I felt hands on
my ankles pulling them apart and then they too were locked in
place.

The vibrator was still inside me and still
throbbing and pulsing and buzzing. I felt something I soon
identified as the dildo sliding up into my ass again. I was weary,
so incredibly overheated that I couldn't think straight. I just
wanted to be let to lay down for a bit to recover my breath.
Hopefully somewhere cool!

It was still very hot and I was still
perspiring. And as before, I was kind of left alone to stew, with
no sign of the others. I wondered if they'd gone back downstairs to
cool off.

My legs were pulled sharply out to either
side and locked taut and straight so they couldn't move at all. My
body felt... stretched. I was feeling a degree of... consternation,
I guess you could say. Because I had no idea what they were doing
and no way to ask or control it.

Control. I'd had none in any of these nasty
scenes Aiden had created. It left me feeling like I was on a wild
whitewater river in a boat without a paddle! Then someone began to
rub my clit, pushing down under the base of the vibrator. They
started to pump the thing in and out, then, and started licking me
down there.

The vibrator really set my nerve endings to
crackling and made them feel hyper-sensitive. Which meant the feel
of that warm, slick tongue was even more incredible than it would
have been otherwise! I moaned around the plug or gag as they licked
again and again.

How many times could they make me come, I
wondered, moaning through the gag.

Crack!

I didn't so much much hear the blow since my
ears still had the earbuds in them and they continued to play my
own voice moaning and groaning and crying out in pleasure at high
volume. Plus the plastic or stretchy rubber or whatever it was that
covered my head covered my ears too.

But I felt it and the sensation, like the
noise, seemed to resonate through my chest. It was that... thing,
the one that had hit my breasts. Only it was hitting my back. I was
fairly sure I knew what it was. I'd seen, when we were on those web
sites looking for bondage stuff, a variety of whips. One of them
had a bunch of thin laces which I vaguely remembered was called a
flog.

And that was what it felt like as it clawed
my back. The impact wasn't heavy, but a split second after it hit
I'd feel this sharp sting across my back where the laces hit. Then
it hit again, and again and again. All the while the person in
front of me licked me and pumped the vibrator.

The blows stung, though not badly. But the
more of them which hit my back and bottom the more my skin heated
up, the more tender it became, and the more it ached with every
fresh blow.

I was going to give Aiden hell for this when
I could talk!

In the meantime, I was beset by two wildly
contradictory floods of sensation; pleasure and pain. The pleasure
was constant, while the pain was intermittent, at least at first.
But then my back and bottom started to throb steadily from the
heat.

The thing is, I was aroused first, very
strongly aroused. And the fantasy of being hung from my wrists and
whipped was shockingly hot! The more Aiden tied me up and degraded
me and gave me orgasms the more the thought of being tied up and
degraded aroused me.

I wasn't immune to pain, but the pain wasn't
exactly terrible, while the heat was intense. The dark lust and
passion, meanwhile, was devouring my mind! I felt that masochistic
sense of excitement rising again as I let myself wallow in the idea
of being a helpless, abused sex slave.

Another orgasm gripped me and made my body
tremble and shake violently. My mind faded under the scorching heat
and I surrendered to the delicious dark fantasy of being a
tormented slave girl at the mercy of cruel masters!
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My skin felt kind of raw, almost like it was
sunburned. But there wasn't much sign of the whipping I'd gotten.
Aiden said it was a flogging, not a whipping, like he was suddenly
some kind of expert. But he got all smirky when I asked about
Fiona's part. And that made me suspicious.

Mind you, he was being cagey about a lot of
stuff. He said that surprise turned me on more than if I knew what
was going to happen in advance. And also that I'd be more turned-on
if I didn't know who was there doing stuff to me.

Both of those were arguably true. But I
wasn't so sure about just how great my acting had to be given my
whole face was covered and I was gagged.

He did tell me in advance about another scene
he wanted me to do, and explained it carefully. Basically, he had a
pair of brand new boots that were sparkling clean and shiny. Then
I'd put on the hood and get on my knees and lick his boots like I
was this quivering sex slave type.

I said “No way!” at first, but he pointed out
the boots would be clean and it would really just be a role I was
playing.

The hood was a weird black leather thing that
was kind of scary hot to look at. It had no eye holes so you liked
kind of inhuman wearing it. Like a robot or something. Especially
when gagged. The gag had a flat leather base that was laid neatly
across the hood so it almost looked like a part of it. You couldn't
even tell there was a part stuffed inside my mouth.

Anyway, there wasn't a gag for this scene
which meant I could complain if I didn't like it.

I still couldn't see anything, but he said I
didn't really need to.

Of course, there wound up being more to it
than that.

First I had to kneel, sitting on my heels,
back arched, knees spread, hands behind my neck and confess that I
was a slut and stuff like that.

“Do you love your master, slut?” he demanded
in a growl.

“Yes, Master!” I exclaimed.

I gasped as the flog hit my breasts, though
lightly.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love my master!”

“Will you obey your master like a good little
sex slave?”

“Yes, Master!”

The flog snapped across my taut breasts a
little harder.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I will obey my master like a good little sex
slave!” I cried.

“Because you love cock, don't you?”

“Yes, Master! I love cock, Master!” I
said.

It was so weird and freaky saying this and
knowing Nathan was behind the camera watching and taping it and
knowing hundreds of men were going to see and hear it! But it was
dark and kinky and slutty and hot!

“Lay on your back, whore,” he growled.

His nasty words turned me on too!”

I moaned and lay back carefully.

“Raise your knees and spread them wide. Now
masturbate for me.”

I felt the heat rising inside and did as he
told me, my hands running up and down my body, especially over my
throbbing breasts, then down between my legs. I started to rub my
clitoris and dip my fingers into my pussy, but then something was
pressed into my hands. It felt like a really big dildo.

“Fuck yourself, while the whole world
watches, you filthy little whore,” he sneered.

I moaned and slowly worked the big dildo into
my already wet pussy, pumping it in and out with both hands at
first. Again, knowing he and Nathan were watching, and knowing tons
of guys would be seeing the video, was more wildly exciting than
the actual physical sensation of pumping the dildo in and out.

“You're a filthy little whore, aren't you,
slut?”

“Yes, Master!”I moaned. “I'm a filthy little
whore!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried as I pumped
the dildo in and out.

“Roll over, you filthy little animal.”

I moaned and obeyed, the dildo three quarters
stuffed inside me.

“Raise that pussy of yours high in the air
and spread your slut legs.”

I obeyed, my breasts crushed against the
floor, my bottom high. It was then I felt something nudging my
lips.

“Show me how devoted you are, slave,” he
ordered.

I reached out and felt his boots, and a kind
of crackling sexual electricity rolled up and down my body. This
was so kinky! I leaned in and began to lick his boot, moaning low
in my throat. I yelped at a blow, a strap or something, against my
bottom.

“Harder, slut!”

I licked harder, and then harder still at
another blow.

“Long licks, you nasty little girl. Show me
how much you love and respect me.”

My tongue was licking up down his boot as I
held his ankle to know where it was. I was licking energetically,
not wanting more blows to the bottom. Then I felt hands on my pussy
and the dildo dropped out. I wasn't surprised when Nathan thrust
himself into me and started to fuck me.

My body was thrumming with sexual energy and
burning up with heat! I marveled at that because they hadn't done
much of anything for me. I mean, it was all the nasty, dirty
fantasy that was exciting me! I was licking a guy's boot like some
kind of degraded sex slave!

“We need a third guy for the camera,” Aiden
said, not for the first time.

Well, we could edit that out.

“I have just the idea for the third guy,” I
heard Nathan say. “This big, muscular guy I know at work who has a
big cock.”

The thing which was jarring about that was
that Nathan's voice was coming from off to the side, like about six
or eight feet away!

“Lick, slave!” Aiden growled.

Big hands slid down my body as big hips
continued to slap against my buttocks. And a big cock was churning
my burning insides to mush! But who was it!? I almost panicked for
a minute. But then the waves of heat grew darker and a minute later
big hands gripped my wrists and jerked them up and back along my
sides, pulling my head and chest off the floor.

My head was lifted up and a cock pushed into
my mouth, and then the two of them used me like a whore, driving
their big cocks into me from either end. Their hands raced over me,
mashing and mauling my breasts as they drove their cocks into
me.

Sex slave!

I came, helplessly, trembling, and shaking
between them, the pleasure an endless shriek of pleasure and
wildfire passion in my mind and body. I bucked and jerked and
twisted and writhed, my cries of ecstasy muffled by the cock moving
in my throat.

The orgasms I was having during these sick
fantasies were not only incredibly powerful but they just seemed to
go on and on and on, taking over my mind and body. Sometimes I felt
like they were so intense I'd lose consciousness. I never really
cared, though. I just... wallowed in the incredible pleasure until
it finally faded and left me breathless and dazed.

The cock in my mouth pulled back, and I felt
the hood being undone, then pulled up and over my head. My hair
spilled free and I gulped in air, trying to turn my head to see
behind me. But Aiden gripped my hair in his fist and drove his cock
back down my throat, pumping freely.

“Hot little fuck toy,” he said.

“Nasty little sex slave,” the male voice
behind me added.

I came again.

With that voice all of my skittering what-if
thoughts about it maybe being Nathan somehow, were torn away. It
was a complete stranger! And that shocking realization was just
wildly electric. It tore through me and made my body buck and twist
as convulsions set my muscles spasming.

A dark fever was on me and it was melting my
brain!

And this guy fucked me hard and fast,
gripping my wrists firmly alongside my hips while I shook like a
girl having an epileptic fit. Then he pulled back, and my wrists
were pulled together so the wrist restraints could lock them in
place.

Aiden pulled out of my mouth so I could draw
in desperate, shaky, ragged breaths. He also jerked me up onto my
knees, holding me there by the hair.

The other guy, the one who'd been fucking me,
moved around to stand next to Aiden. And suddenly I felt shy,
embarrassed. I dropped my eyes because I couldn't drop my head with
Aiden holding me by the hair.

Aiden pushed his cock back into my mouth and
I didn't really have much choice as I sucked it. He drew me forward
until my lips were wrapped firmly around the base, and held me
there for long seconds. He released me and I pulled back to suck in
air. And the other guy pushed his cock into my mouth.

The other guy was tall, broad-shouldered, and
really well-built. He was a good looking guy about our age,
grinning down at me. Then my lips were wrapped around the base of
his cock and I couldn't really see him very well.

“I love a slut who swallows me whole,” he
said.

I cringed at that and burned in both
embarrassment and heat.

He held my hair now as Aiden stepped back. He
jerked on it a few times, drawing my head back, then, as I gulped
in air he brought his other hand down around my neck, closing his
fingers as I gurgled and gasped like a fish out of water. I felt my
eyes bulging as he looked down at me.

“Tell me you love my cock, slave girl,” he
ordered.

He eased his grip and I gulped in air
again.

“I-I... I... love... your cock,” I
gasped.

He slapped my face.

“You forgot to say master. Try again.

“I love your cock, Master!” I moaned.

He stepped back and forced my face to the
floor. Behind me, Aiden was jerking my hips up. He slapped my
buttocks and positioned me as I was before. Only now my wrists were
locked behind me and I could see.

The new guy, whose name I didn't even know,
pushed his boot against my face.

“Lick, slut!” he snapped.

I felt a jolt of fear at the harshness of his
voice, and, well, since I'd already done it with Aiden, I did it
again, licking his boot while Aiden entered me and began to fuck
me.

Aiden, I think, came inside me, and this guy
pulled me to my knees, then my feet, but the hair. That hurt and I
cried out, but Aiden didn't seem to be surprised. The new guy
gripped my throat and shoved me back against one of the wooden
posts hard.

“Slut,” he said in a sneering voice.

I moaned and whimpered as he rubbed his
still-hard cock up and down against my sopping wet pussy. He lifted
one of my legs with his other hand and then drove his cock up
inside me, fucking me there against the pillar as he held my neck
in his hand.

There was something even darker about this
than all the rest of the stuff I'd done. Simply because he was a
complete stranger. I gasped and moaned as he looked menacingly into
my eyes. Then he crushed my lips with his while his hips drove his
cock up into my belly with hard, powerful strokes.

And somehow, I came again.

*

I was angry but confused. I was pissed at
Aiden for letting a stranger fuck me without even asking me! But I
was confused about why I hadn't even protested at the time, not to
mention coming like a whore.

“Who the fuck was he?” I demanded.

“A guy I know,” Nathan said.

“That tells me precisely fucking nothing,
Nathan!” I snapped.

“That's the point,” Aiden said. “You're two
ships that passed in the night. He doesn't know your name and you
don't know his.”

I stared at him, then back at Nathan. “You
mean some guy just agreed to come and fuck some girl he'd never met
and then go away again?”

“We showed him a picture of you in a bikini,”
Nathan said. “He was eager to do you.”

“And he doesn't know anyone who knows you,”
Aiden added.

“And he doesn't mind being on camera!?”

“Well, mostly he wasn't. Except from the
waist down. We got some while he was fucking you up against the
post but we can edit his face out. He doesn't care anyway. He's a
guy.”

Which said a lot about what sluts guys
were!

“How about my face?” I grumbled.

“Your face is what draws the audience
in.”

“Well, her body is too,” Nathan added.

“And her voice when she comes. It's pretty
sexy.”

“I don't want just anyone showing up to have
sex with me!”

“He's not just anyone. He was carefully
selected to be hot and have a big cock. This isn't reality,
remember. This is fantasy, like a TV show.”

“An X-rated TV show,” Nathan said with a
grin. “Except nobody gets paid but you,” Nathan added.

I blinked in surprise and frowned at Aiden
but he gave me a kind of frown back indicating I should keep quiet
about money. It was then I figured Nathan had no clue how much
money we were getting off the web site. I figured that like this
other guy he was doing this just for the benefit of being able to
see me naked and touch me and fuck me.

Nathan left and I rounded on Aiden.

“Don't start,” he said. “Remember, you're a
porn actress now.”

“I am not!”

But I was, I realized. That was exactly what
I was. And I guess he saw the realization on my face.

“And having sex with different people is what
porn actresses do.”

“You should have told me in advance!”

“I'm in charge. This is my idea. I come up
with all the scenes and edit the videos. You just spread your legs
for the camera. Don't complicate things.”

I scowled at him because that was a lot more
insulting than him calling me a slut or a whore on camera.

I was really not liking his dismissive
attitude. Like I said before, me being a sex slave slut on camera
was carrying over into real life. He was starting to treat me like
he could do anything he wanted – just like in the videos. He might
treat me like his bitch on camera but I wasn't.

I was going to have to do something about the
situation but wasn't sure what. I sure wasn't going to stop doing
the videos. The money was too incredible for that. And, in fact, he
put up the first videos of him fucking me that day and our
membership rose past one thousand. That was ten thousand dollars a
month, of which we got seventy percent!

Aiden was talking about quitting his job, but
I pointed out he wouldn't have anything to do most of the time.
It's not like we could do videos for hours and hours every day. And
putting up too many videos too fast would just get people to
download them all and then cancel their membership.

Which was why we didn't need to do any more
for a few days. He wanted to put the videos up one day at a time.
And go from sex to light bondage, to stronger bondage, to kinkier
and nastier stuff.

So while he did that I pondered what to do
about him to bring him into line. The thing was, even if I dumped
him, I still needed him for the videos. Unless I got another guy.
And where was I going to find another guy who would do kinky shit
like this and keep quiet about it?

There was only one person I could even talk
to about it and that was Fiona. I didn't get the idea she cared
about me or Nathan or Aiden. She'd agreed to appear in the video as
long as her face wasn't shown and as long as she'd get to fuck me
alone afterward.

Like this strange guy. That was payment
enough. Because I'm so hot!

Hey, a girl has to have pride in her
appearance!

I called her and she seemed interested that
we'd rented a house. She wanted to see it and said we could talk
there. I hesitated. I figured she'd want to fuck me again, but
shrugged. If she did, she did. It's not like it was that horrible.
I would tell her not to fist-fuck me again, though. That had made
me sore for days!

Although it had nearly blown my mind,
too!

I met her at the house and she looked around
it admiringly.

“I can't believe you're making enough money
to rent this,” she said. “What happens if the money stops
coming?”

I shrugged. “That's Aiden's problem.”

She shook her head. “Either you want to be in
charge or you want someone else to be in charge. If you want to be
in charge you have to think things through and make decisions.”

“Aiden likes doing stuff like that,” I said
defensively.

“Either you're his little bitch, or you try
and put your tiny blonde brain to work thinking things through.
You've only been doing this shit a month and he's already rented a
house for how long? A full year?”

“Uh... I'm not sure.”

“And if the money stops coming can you pay
the rent?”

“No way.”

“Did you sign anything?”

I hesitated. “There was some papers, now that
I think of it.”

She slapped my butt sharply and I yelped.

“Where are they?”

“Uh... I think... downstairs.”

The papers were just in a pile along with a
lot of other stuff on the kitchen table. Fiona pulled them out and
looked at them.

“These only have your name on them, you
know.”

“What? Are you shitting me?!”

She showed me the name and I was listed as
the tenant.

“So this is your place,” she said. “And
you're responsible for it.”

“Well... well, we're making enough.”

“For now. Will you be making enough in a
year?”

I hesitated.

“Do you even want to live here?”

“It's better than living with my
parents.”

“Yeah, but maybe you'd like a nice apartment
somewhere that's cheaper.”

“Uhm... well... maybe.”

“So the first thing you do is go on this web
site of yours and change the passwords.”

“What? I can't do that! Aiden will be
furious! Plus I need him to put up the videos and do the editing.
Not to mention uhmmm...”

“Fucking you? Yeah, like it would be hard to
find guys willing to fuck you,” she said sarcastically.

Which was kind of flattering, in a way.

She sat down at the table and I brought up
the web site.

“Holy shit! You guys are making a fuckload of
money!” she exclaimed.

“Yeah!”

She tapped on some of the account pages.

“And the money is going into this bank
account. Is that yours?”

“Uh, no.”

“So it's going to your boyfriend. What are
you getting?”

“Well... uhm, Aiden gives me money when I
need it,” I said, which sounded lame even to me.

“What is he your pimp?”

“No!”

“What's your bank account?”

I hesitated, but she kind of insisted, and
then she switched the bank account for monthly payments from his to
mine. The account already had my name on it. But she also changed
the emails for contact and the secret questions for when you forgot
your password and wanted it reset.

“Aiden is going to be sooo pissed off,” I
said, wringing my hands.

“Fuck him. Or don't. This is your web site.
You either take control or you be his whore for real, with him
pimping you out and collecting the cash.”

She started looking at some of the videos,
which made me blush hotly. Then I stared at one of the early
fucking ones. I was laying on a picnic table with my arms tied
beneath me and my head pulled back over the other side. And some
guy I'd never seen before was fucking me!

“I remember that! I couldn't see who it was!
I thought it was Nathan or Aiden!”

“Well, it was some friend of his, I guess,”
she said.

“That bastard!”

“Some men get off seeing their girlfriends
fucked by other guys. I guess Aiden is one of them.”

I fumed silently while she looked through
other videos.

“These are mostly pretty crude,” she
said.

“What's that mean?”

“You know the difference between pornography
and erotica?”

I looked at her blankly.

“Maybe I'll show you,” shes aid with a
grin.

I licked my lips a bit nervously.

“Fisting me wasn't exactly erotic.”

“That wasn't what your boyfriend wanted. Your
boyfriend is a pig. He wants porn. You know there could be a whole
other market for videos for you. Lesbians.”

“You mean with you fucking me with
dildos?”

She shook her head. “Let me show you.”
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I was doubtful, and not really thrilled at
the idea. But she had been helpful and sounded like she was on my
side, and I was feeling pissed off at Aiden, so I went along with
her.

And so far it hadn't seemed that different
from Aiden!

We went up to the attic because that was
where all the camera equipment was, including the lighting
equipment and bondage gear. The only thing she took from the latter
was the ball-gag, which she pushed into my mouth, and then some
rope.

I was up against the same post that stranger
had fucked me against. It was maybe six inches wide and pressed
into my buttocks and back. She'd fed a pair of ropes from behind
the post, down diagonally across my hips and abdomen to between my
legs. They joined up there, tied in a knot right against the top of
my sex, then they went back under me and around behind the post
again to tie tightly in place.

My wrists were tied up and back behind the
post too. Then she spent some time on the cameras, positioning
them, checking the lighting, then checking the laptop. I had no
idea what she was doing. Like I said, so far this wasn't much
different from what Aiden had done.

Then she put on a hood like the hood I'd
worn, to hide her face, I figured, though this one had eye holes.
She knelt in front of me and began to lick me. She had to tug the
knots aside first, and the contrast between the rough pressure of
the knots and her soft, warm tongue was – wild!

I felt the pleasure coursing through me
almost immediately, felt the heat simmering and glowing and flowing
up my body until I was slowly writhing and grinding as best I
could. Not that I could move my hips much at all due to the
ropes.

She pulled the ropes back in place and then
left me like that.

It was hot in the attic. I started sweating
as I stood there. Partly that was because I was hot on the inside,
and my heart was beating rapidly and my blood pumping.

The feel of the knots against my clitoris was
harsh after her tongue but... they were also the kind of strong
pressure which my arousal could use. My hips began to grind almost
instinctively. Not that they could grind very well. I almost had to
take my weight off my feet to jerk down against the knots.

I was getting hotter on the inside as well as
the outside, though. And with the heat taking hold of my mind, the
desire to increase the pleasure became unbearable. Because I
couldn't move much all I could do was kind of slowly grind my
hips.

It was very hot and humid, and I would have
started to sweat even if I wasn't moving, even if my blood wasn't
racing. As it was I felt my body starting to glow with heat as my
insides thrummed and flared with excitement.

Fiona returned. She put on the hood then
stepped up in front of me. She had something in her hand as she
moved to the side and raised her arm, then she swung her hand
quickly and I got a quick glimpse of what looked like, well, sort
of like a bootlace. I mean, Aiden had used a flog on me before,
which had a handle and dozens of thin laces. This, though, had a
thicker lace but only one.

I yelped as it cut across my right breast. It
stung! I mean, it wasn't doing any damage but it still stung. And
then she swung it again and again and again, each blow snapping it
down across my breasts, and sometimes hitting the nipples!

All I could do was moan and flinch at each
blow. Then she doubled it up and swung in shorter arcs, the twin
laces stinging my breasts as they swept in repeatedly. My breasts
began to pinken and became more and more tender and sore as she
kept flicking the laces across them.

She stopped and took something from her back
pocket. It looked like a small, plastic container. She popped the
top and shook an ice cube out into her hand, then pressed it
against my belly button! I flinched violently and she let the ice
cube slide in a long, lazy circle over my lower belly before
sliding it up higher. She had it glide slowly back and forth along
the underside of my left breast, then circled my breast up along
the outside.

During this I strained and pulled against the
ropes, of course, yelling and cursing as I tried to pull myself
away from it. She ran the ice cube across my right breast and
circled the center around the nipple, then finally slid directly
over the nipple and rubbed the cube there while I continued to
strain and pull and curse uselessly.

She turned her attention to my other breast
and my other nipple, sliding the melting ice cube back and forth
over it as I trembled and jerked and thrashed in place. She slid
the remains of the cube up the side of my ribs, and up and down in
my armpits!

She took another ice cube out of the little
container, then tugged the rope aside and slid the cube down
against my sex! I squealed and jerked convulsively as the ice cube
rubbed gently back and forth over my clitoris! She ignored my
reactions,

She pinched and twisted my frozen nipples,
then took two thin strings from her pocket. She tied a loop in one,
then calmly placed it around my very, very hard nipple before
slowly tightening it – tightening it so that my frozen nipple began
to burn and ache fiercely!

She again ignored my protests, taking a
second small string and tying it around my other nipple, then
raising the strings up and carefully tying them to the cord which
was attached to the ball-gag.

Then she patted my cheek and left again!

All that had certainly served to cool me off,
in more ways than one! Except for my nipples, which now burned
hotly. What was more if I moved my head much the strings tied to
the gag tugged painfully on my nipples, making them burn even
hotter!

I began to feel very sorry for myself,
feeling quite hard done by, abused even. I resented her and thought
nasty things about her and lesbians in general. The sharp ache of
my nipples began to fade, though, and just became a dull, throbbing
sensation.

Well, except when I moved my head. Then I'd
feel sharp stinging pain as the threads pulled and stretched
them.

The heat warmed me and pushed away the chill
the ice cubes had left, and my every small movement pulled me
against the ropes so that my pussy began to thrum with energy
again. I began to helplessly grind myself against them on purpose,
moaning low in my throat as the sensations began to build up within
me.

Fiona showed up again and I moaned as I saw
her, wondering what she'd do this time. It turned out what she did
was kneel before me, tug the rope aside and lick my sore, swollen
clitoris hard and fast until I was screaming my way through a
powerful orgasm.

My hips jerked convulsively, and my head
rolled and jerked, pulling stingingly on my nipples. But in the
midst of the orgasm, even those stinging sensations were drawn in
to expand the powerful flare of raw, animal pleasure howling inside
me. To the point I began to jerk my head on purpose, repeatedly
tugging on the strings to make my nipples burn hotter!

The orgasm went on for some time, then faded,
leaving me gasping and moaning, sagging against the post as she
replaced the rope and left me alone.

The thing was, that had made my clitoris feel
even more hyper-sensitive. It ached now with every twitch, so I
tried not to move. But the knots still lay heavily against it, and
it seems it's human nature, human instinct, to keep trying to shift
your body's position when it's feeling discomfort. So my body kept
trying to do that on its own.

And then as the sensations began to flow
through me twisted and turned I began to grind against the ropes
again. Instinct was simply too strong, in pleasure or in pain. And
the more I ground my hips the more my clitoris ached and the more
it burned and the more my body was flooded with dark feverish
pleasure.

Fiona must have been monitoring a feed from
the cameras, I thought, as, panting, I watched her appear again,
kneel, tug the ropes aside and sweep her tongue so strongly against
my clitoris it exploded, sending me into another glorious
orgasm.

She licked me all the way through it, then
stood up and took a plastic squeeze bottle from her back pocket.
She held it up in front of me and squirted a thin stream of clear
liquid onto my upper chest, then slowly spread it over my breasts
with her hands. It was very slick and made her hands glide over my
skin.

She squirted more, and more, and it began to
spread down my body as she ran her hands over my lower chest and
belly and abdomen, then slid the fingers down lower, to rub up and
down alongside the ropes digging into my pussy. She tugged the rope
aside and spread the oil gently against my clitoris, up and down,
up and down, her fingers stroking me there as I twitched and
trembled and moaned.

Then she tugged the ropes back into place and
disappeared, leaving me panting and moaning and grinding myself
against them once more.

I was heating up from the inside and outside
again, but only cared about the pleasure burning up from my lower
body. My nipples were stinging and aching with every movement, but
I was sinking deeper into the fever. So even those hard little
stings incited me to greater hunger and passion.

Fiona returned, this time holding something
else. As she came closer I realized she wasn't exactly holding it.
She was wearing it. It looked like her two middle fingers were
strapped together, with them holding a third finger – a purple one
– against their knuckles.

She did something to the thing and it began
to buzz, like a vibrator. That, in fact, was what it was. She slid
her fingers down and pushed the rope aside, then began to rub my
clitoris with her fingers. The thing strapped to them made her
fingers seem to vibrate as she rubbed me. At the same time, she
reached up and gripped my hair, forcing my head back – which in
turn tugged stingingly on my nipples.

My nipples burned but my clitoris burned much
more intensely! Another orgasm tore through me. Only... it felt
different than the previous ones. My body twisted and rolled and
jerked and bucked and ground against her fingers as she rubbed me.
The orgasm swept through my mind, sending a hurricane of pleasure
to swamp my senses.

But this time, unlike before, even as the
wave of pleasure began to slow it felt like another was building up
behind it. My body slowed in its writhing passion, but then began
again as a startling rush of pleasure poured over me a second time.
Then a third, then a fourth! I was being drowned in pleasure and my
body couldn't stop twisting and bucking and straining against the
ropes.

She leaned in, raining little bites against
my breasts as she continued to rub my clitoris. And my body
continued to melt down, wave after wave of pleasure crashing down
around me until I thought I was literally going insane.

Not that I cared.

Fiona put something on the floor, then
straightened again. She untied the ropes behind my back, loosening
them and letting them fall away. Then she reached up to the ropes
holding my wrists in place and did something which released them
from whatever was holding them up. That didn't mean my hands were
free. It just meant they could now slide down the other side of the
post.

“Kneel, slut.”

I could hardly stand, so that wasn't an order
I had issues with. I half fell to my knees in front of her.

“Spread your slut legs wide and sink
lower.”

I moaned and obeyed, and she squatted before
me. There was something on the floor, sticking up. I thought at
first it was a dildo. And so it was, sort of. But it sure wasn't
shaped like a penis. Instead, it was shaped like a fist on the end
of a forearm. Thankfully, it wasn't as big as Fiona's fist!

I moaned as it pressed against me, but Fiona
pressed against my shoulder and I was weak from all the muscle
spasms and that incredible storm of orgasms. It ached as it pressed
harder against my slippery, overheated pussy, then slowly forced my
flesh in and back, spreading it wide as the fist slid up inside
me.

I shuddered and moaned, sinking down deeper
and deeper, glorying in the penetration at last. The thing was on a
suction cup, and I sank down so deep I felt that small fist jammed
up against my cervix! Fiona held her vibrating fingers against me
and I cried out at the flood of sensation, then began to ride the
fist, sliding my pussy up and down with growing desperation as the
passion and hunger clawed at my mind.

I came again, and it felt so much more
satisfying as I impaled myself on that fist as hard and fast as I
could move! My mind was quickly drowned in pleasure and passion
once more and cared about nothing but getting more.

And then another series of orgasms tore
through me, one after the other, as I rode up and down on that fist
and arm and my body flared with pleasure which was almost
unbearable in its intensity.

Fiona undid the knots around my nipples. And
for a minute they burned fiercely. Then they settled into a kind of
pins and needles sensation which her mouth then roused to such
intensity it felt like my nipples were another source of
orgasm!

She chuckled throatily as I sank down deeply
on the fist, shuddering, panting for breath, and moaning around the
ball-gag. Then she stood up, casually removed her jeans, removed
the ball-gag, and gripped my hair, pulling me in against her
groin.

I moaned as she mashed my face against her,
then began to gasp and moan hiss as her fingers tugged at tendrils
of hair.

“Please your mistress, slave girl,” she
purred.

I began to lick her pussy. To get me to
concentrate and obey she would tug on tendrils of hair, or worse,
push down so that I was impaled even more achingly on the fist and
arm.

I could feel the hard little fist deep inside
me, against the very back of my pussy. Every time she pushed down I
felt the ache grow sharper and deeper and would gasp and moan in
response. But I was so breathless, so dazed and shell-shocked that
all I could do was obey whatever orders she gave me without a
second thought.

I guess it made for good video. Because she
showed me afterward. She'd done some kind of filter thing to the
cameras so the image wasn't as bright and clear and sharp as it was
when Aiden recorded me. Instead, it looked more, I don't know,
sophisticated, more restrained. She'd also adjusted the cameras to
not have so many close-ups on my pussy, but to watch my face
more.

Which was kind of embarrassing; watching my
facial expressions when I was all heated up and getting ready to
come, and then during orgasm.

“I can find guys with nice bodies and big
cocks to fuck you any time you want,” she said. “You don't need to
let your boyfriend be in charge. Of course, if you have other guys
fucking you he's likely to not be your boyfriend much longer.”

“He's let other guys fuck me,” I said, still
annoyed at him.

“Also, if you're trying to keep this a secret
you want to watch out how mad you make him in case he spills the
beans to your family and friends.”

I cringed at that thought.

“I'd say give him ten percent, but that's
liable to piss him off too much, and he does do all the scut work
in addition to being in the videos. So offer him twenty-five
percent. But make sure you go over what every scene will be in
advance, and who'll be in it.”

“I tried that,” I said. “But once I'm tied
up, especially if I'm blindfolded, I have no control over anything.
And often don't much care,” I added reluctantly.

“Slut,” she taunted.

I shrugged. I sure couldn't argue with
her!

“If you want to control the scene write it
yourself.”

“But he's better at coming up with dirty
stuff guys will want to see!”

She made a rude noise. “He's not coming up
with anything original. I guarantee you if you just look at bondage
sites with pictures and videos you'll see the same sorts of stuff.
Just go there and look and decide which of them you can easily
recreate.”

“But I like to be uhm, unique.”

“You're very pretty, much more than most of
those girls. That's going to be your draw, not originality. There's
nothing original in sex. Trust me, it's all been done before
somewhere.”

“I've never seen your fist dildo thing
before,” I said.

I was still a bit sore inside.

“It's just a variation on a dildo. It doesn't
offend lesbians as much as a lifelike cock.”

“Do those offend lesbians? I mean, I thought
you guys used strap-ons.”

She snorted. “Mostly bisexuals do. Lesbians
don't need cocks to please each other. That doesn't mean they don't
use dildos, but they mostly prefer ones that don't look like a
cock.”

She ran her fingers through my hair.

“But just for you, I will get a nice big cock
for the next video I make of you.”

I gulped.

“In the meantime, maybe I'll build you
another site, one for lesbians. Some of the videos you've already
done will be good there too, though not the ones with guys in them,
obviously. The pictures of you alone, or the videos of you riding
cocks will still be okay. The ones with me will be better, of
course.”

“I notice you're not putting your face in
these,” I said.

“I'm also not getting paid for them. So why
should I take the risk?”

I nodded.

She stood up.

“Talk to your studly boyfriend. Make sure he
knows you're not his sex slave, even if you claim otherwise in the
videos. You can be any kind of groveling bitch in the videos, but
if you don't want to be one in reality you better put your foot
down.”

I thanked her and saw her off, then sat back
down at the computer and went through the videos and pictures
already on my fan site, and the ones lined up to be put up. I was
such a slut in these! But that seemed to be what the men
wanted.

It was little wonder, though, that they'd
convinced Aiden I was his bitch in reality. Now I just had to
convince him otherwise without pissing him off so much he quit. I
sure didn't want to be the one editing and posting pictures and
videos. And I needed someone to do the camera work.

I wasn't looking forward to the fight,
though!
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Fiona was as good as her word. She produced
an awesome looking cock. It was astonishingly lifelike and real
looking! From its helmet head to its wrinkly balls it looked just
like the real thing, a big, thick, hard cock. She slapped it
against the wall in one of the bedrooms, then got on a stool and
drilled into the wall to put up a heavy hook.

And then put me under the hook with my wrists
lifted up and back overhead. All I was wearing was a collar and the
wrist and ankle restraints. She soon locked the wrist restraints to
the hook, and the ankle restraints were tied with ropes which fed
out some way to heavy furniture and in one case a post. There was
some give in that my arms weren't extended, but just lifted up and
back a few inches above my head.

And the dildo was inside me, of course.

With my hands just behind my head, my back
was arched, and the only part of me touching the wall was, well, my
butt. She attached nipple clips to my nipples, with little weights
dangling down a couple of inches on the end of thin chains. She
quickly blindfolded me but didn't gag me.

“I want to record you coming like a whore,”
she said.

She did nothing but finger me, at first. But
it didn't take anything more. I was soon helplessly rolling my hips
and fucking myself on the dildo as she fingered my clitoris. Then I
realized the 'balls' attached to the base of the cock were
vibrating. I shuddered, jamming myself back, impaling myself to
feel those vibrations right up against my clitoris!

But Fiona wasn't after a quick video. She
pulled back, letting me simmer, watching as I fucked myself on the
dildo and ground myself against the balls – then turning off the
vibrator function. I moaned in frustration but kept fucking
myself.

“Stop,” she ordered

I ignored her.

“Stop or you'll get an ice cube on your
clit.”

I gasped and halted, moaning.

“You come when I let you come, slave girl.
Now say yes mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

It was very hard not to move! The cock was up
deep inside me, and I wanted to grind my buttocks against the wall,
to rub my clitoris against the big balls, even if they weren't
vibrating. I felt her hands gently glide over my body, over my
belly and breasts, then draw back again.

“You may move now,” she said.

I moaned and began to grind myself back, then
my hips rolled in and out, in and out. I rose on the balls of my
feet to get a steeper angle, the taut, slick lips of my sex sliding
up and down the delicious shaft of the phony cock.

Her fingers slipped into my mouth.

“Lick. Suck.”

I obeyed and she gently slid her fingers in
and out of my mouth, along my tongue. She pulled them free and then
began to rub my clitoris – gently, slowly, tantalizingly.

“Please!” I gasped.

“Please what, slave girl?”

“Please... faster! Harder!”

“Nasty little girl. You forgot to call me
mistress.”

“Please rub faster and harder, Mistress!” I
moaned.

Instead, she drew her fingers back and I
groaned in frustration, fucking myself harder on the big cock.

“Stop.”

I hesitated, then stopped.

“Please!” I whined.

“Not yet, little sex slave. Have
patience.”

I had very little of that. My body was fairly
trembling with sexual pressure.

I heard a sound, like feet on the stairs. I
gasped.

“Who's that!?”

There was no sound, then I heard Aiden's
voice.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“Making a video with your girlfriend,” she
replied.

“I'm the one who makes videos,” he replied
indignantly.

“And now I do too, just for a different
site.”

They argued over that, then came into the
room.

“What's going on, slave?” he demanded in a
growl.

“My name is Quinn, not Slave,” I said in
annoyance.

“You look like a slave to me.”

“This is a character I play in videos,” I
said.

I gasped as a hand touched me, sliding down
between my legs to rub my clitoris and feel my taut lips wrapped
around the base of the shaft.

“Yeah, I don't think you have to act very
hard to play a slave,” he said.

“Just because I like sex that d-doesn't make
me a sex slave!” I gasped, his fingers heating me up rapidly.

“So since when are you making videos with the
dyke? I brought her in for one video.”

“It's my body so I get to decide what videos
and pictures I make and with who,” I said.

His hand slid up my body and squeezed one of
my breasts.

“Sex slaves do as they're told,” he
growled.

“I'm not a sex slave in real life!”

“But you want to be.”

“No, I don't! I want to make money.”

“We're making tons of money.”

“And we'll make more. But I get to make all
the decisions. It's my site, after all. And my body.”

“Fine.”

“I'm also going to get most of the
money.”

“What? Hey, wait a – !”

“My body, my face. I'm the one taking all the
chances. You're not risking a thing. Don't think I didn't notice
this house is rented in my name making me responsible for the
rent!”

“It was just easier that way,” he said.

“Yeah, sure. But that means you can walk away
free and clear.”

His hand slid back down my body. It was
really weird trying to argue with someone when blindfolded and
chained up and with a big cock inside me!

“I wouldn't do that.”

“You can. You don't need the money. You have
a job.”

“It doesn't pay anywhere near as well as
this.”

“You still have a job. This is my only source
of … of... income,” I said, gasping as his fingers started to rub
my clitoris.

“I get ninety percent of the money, and you
get ten percent,” I said, squirming helplessly.

“No fucking way!”

“All right. You get twenty-five percent,
then. That's a lot of money for taking no risks and just getting to
fuck me and tie me up, which you like to do anyway!”

“You like to get fucked and tied up anyway
too.”

“But I'm running... all the... the risks,” I
gulped as his fingers rubbed skillfully.

“That still gives you over seventeen hundred
a month,” Fiona's voice said.

“Shut the fuck up. This is between my
girlfriend and me.”

“Kiss my ass.”

“Pull your pants down, baby, and let me at
it!”

“Both of you quit it!” I snapped.

“I'm the one who thought of this and built it
up to almost a thousand members!”

“Phht, I've already got almost five hundred
on mine, after just a few days.”

“What? Really? What are you showing?”

“Come and see.”

The vibrator balls started to vibrate as they
walked away. I heard their feet on the stairs and sighed, shaking
my head and wondering just how weird my life could get. I groaned
and raised my hips up, grinding my buttocks against the wall, the
dildo a hard, solid spear up inside me.

I was soon getting all heated up again, and
that caused me to ride the dildo harder and faster as the passion
grew and the heat threatened to consume me. I forgot all about both
of them as my buttocks slapped against the wall repeatedly and I
neared what I was sure would be a monster orgasm.

“Stop!”

“Noooo!” I moaned, grinding and slapping and
riding the cock as I neared release.

Soon the thin laces of the flog were snapping
down across my breasts again and again, but that wasn't enough to
stop me, and I rode that cock and its vibrating balls into an
incredibly intense orgasm, crying out again and again as the
pleasure roared up and exploded like a volcano inside me!

I cried out, again and again, wailing out all
the air in my lungs, my head threatening to burst from the overload
of sensation. God, it was so good!

“Slut,” Fiona said.

“Slut,” Aiden echoed.

Okay, so maybe I was a slut. Or maybe I was
just becoming more and more uninhibited about embracing the
pleasure of sex.

Just then I didn't really care.

*

From then on Aiden and Fiona had a rivalry
going about the two websites. I wound up giving Fiona the same deal
as Aiden on the site she'd started for me. And both of them soon
climbed past three thousand members. With six thousand people
paying ten dollars a month we were cutting forty thousand dollars a
month between us! And I was getting thirty of that! It was an
unbelievable amount of money!

I quickly moved into the rented house and
bought a car. I let my parents think it was Aiden's house given I
had no way to explain how I could afford it. The money went for
better cameras and computer equipment, more props, and clothes.
With the bulk just going into the bank.

The web sites were roaring successes! But I
wasn't raised to be an optimist and kept expecting the numbers to
fade away as people moved on to the new flavor of the month. So I
was saving against bad days.

I was also posing for pictures and doing
videos every day, and while the tone of the videos was a little
different between Aiden and Fiona, the theme was the same. Me as a
helpless, nymphomaniac sex slave. The problem is the more you do
that kind of thing the more you tend to act the role. And the more
incredible orgasms I had while being tied up, degraded, and abused,
the more I WANTED to be tied up, degraded, and abused!

I was becoming so sex-focused, so fixated on
it, and on baring my sexy, beautiful body, that Aiden even talked
me into doing a striptease at a local club on amateur night. God,
it was a shock to the system! I almost exploded into orgasm just
from grinding my thighs together on the stage in front of all those
people!

All those men watching me, staring at me,
ogling me, lusting after me, wanting me, while I danced around
naked! In person! Live!

It was a tremendous turn-on!

Aiden added a live-stream thing to the site,
then, where I'd perform on request for additional fees. Fucking or
masturbating while people were watching live was another rush.

My whole life was becoming about sex. I
preened and posed and basked in the admiration of everyone who
looked at me.

And in exchange, the money rolled in.

Still, I didn't know what to do with myself
when I wasn't having sex or at least pretending to. I thought about
sex constantly. I was becoming obsessed, to be honest. But then,
nothing else was as fun or exciting or pleasurable.

And since I was acting like everyone's bitch
so often it kept getting harder to act with any real independence.
Aiden was roughly manhandling me every day, literally throwing me
around, yanking on me, pulling my hair, slapping me, strapping me,
and riding me hard and fast.

Sometimes he and Nathan would pound me at the
same time, or he'd recruit another guy so that I could feel two big
cocks in my abdomen along with one pumping furiously in my throat.
The action got wild, savage, and breathless!

Fiona seemed to enjoy fucking with my head
more, and the videos with her were long, slow, and frustrating.

And she liked to use that big cock – not
fucking me with it but driving me insane.

One day she made me sit on the edge of a hard
wooden chair, impaled on the thing, wearing just a collar and
restraints. My legs were spread wide and I had to arch my back. My
wrist restraints were locked to the back of the collar I wore.

And then she invited a woman over to join
her. I was startled, anxious, but oddly shy about complaining in
front of the other woman. I was angry and glared at Fiona but she
just raised an eyebrow.

“I did tell you in advance exactly what you'd
be doing, slave girl,” she said.

My face was red, and I was too embarrassed to
speak, but my eyes rolled towards her friend, a tall redhead.

“Amber isn't going to do anything but sit and
chat with me,” Fiona said guilelessly. “She's just keeping me from
being bored. All the cameras are on you. By the way, arch your back
more and raise your heels off the floor like a good little slave
girl.”

I gasped at a sharp little jolt of
electricity deep inside, and instantly arched my back and spreading
my legs more. The big dildo inside me with the balls (which were
jammed right up against the outside of my pussy as I sat there)
also had a little metal contact which could deliver something like
a static electricity shock – inside me!

“Nice tits,” Amber said.

“Yes, she has a fabulous body, and knows it,”
Fiona replied. “Care for some wine.”

She poured a glass of wine as the two sat
across from me, and looked away, up, actually, since it was easier
given my stiff position.

“What's that pressed against her pussy?”

“Those are testicles, they're mounted to a
nine-inch cock up inside her tight little pussy.”

“Ahh. Interesting.”

This was all very embarrassing, as you might
imagine! But it wasn't like I hadn't been exposed in front of
people before.

“So what is this in aid of?”

“Learning self-discipline,” Fiona said.

The 'testicles' started to throb and vibrate
again and I could feel my insides purring in response. I was still
deeply self-conscious in front of this strange woman, but as the
minutes ticked by that began to fade.

Then a third woman arrived, joining them. Her
name was Hannah, and she was a blonde, though her hair was boyishly
short. Once again I felt a sense of deep embarrassment, but I held
my position. I was very aroused by then and my sense of
embarrassment was being influenced by that.

It took less time for it to fade because of
that, and when Fiona sent another shock up into my belly it was
because I was starting to squirm.

“No moving, slave.”

“How powerful is that vibrator?” Hannah
asked.

“Powerful enough. Plus she loves having a big
cock inside her. Don't you, Slave?”

I gasped at another jolt.

“Answer me.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

I felt another surge of embarrassment at
saying that in front of two strange women! I mean, it was one thing
to do this kind of thing on video for men I'd never met who were
likely hundreds if not thousands of miles away. It was another to
do it in front of people, especially women!

Then a fourth woman arrived, so they all sat
in a semi-circle facing me, chatting, sipping wine, and talking
about various things, including me.

“So this is your little fuck-toy?” the new
one, Sara asked.

“Not exactly. She's pretty much everyone's
little fuck toy.”

“How much is she making from these
videos?”

“Quite a bit. I'm making some nice cash,
too.”

“Well, she's got the body for it,” Hannah
said.

“It's not just the body. It's how responsive
she is. You can't fake the kinds of orgasms she has.”

“Really?”

“You'll see. She's building up to one.”

I was. The only reason I hadn't come was
because I couldn't move at all. The vibrating balls sat against my
pussy, pressed against my clitoris. But I needed to grind against
them at least a little!

“Would you like to come, Slave Girl?” Fiona
asked.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Beg me to let you come.”

“Please may I come, Mistress!?” I begged.

“No. Not just yet.”

I really wanted to come! But I knew from
previous experience that she could end an orgasm by multiple shocks
from the dildo thing and I wanted my orgasm to be powerful and
long-lasting! So I forced myself not to move and tried to think of
something that would distract me.

“It must be very degrading to beg to be
permitted to have an orgasm,” Amber said.

“Oh I can do much better than that,” Fiona
said with a smirk. “When this little bitch is in heat she loses all
pride and will do anything to come.”

I was starting to tremble with the heat and
sexual pressure. It was like a steaming, bubbling pot of water
getting ready to overflow the pot. I moaned softly, twitching and
trembling

“Would you like to come, slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress! Please, Mistress!” I
moaned.

She pulled on a mask and then stood up and
came over to me. She moved behind me and then gripped my hair and
pulled.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

I cried out in pain and lurched up to my
feet, sliding my pussy up the length of the thick shaft, and then
off.

Fiona pulled me back and then put me down on
my knees on the floor.

“Face down, ass high,” she ordered.

I shuddered and obeyed, my breasts mashing
against the floor as I raised my bottom high and almost
instinctively spread my legs wide.

She nudged my face with her boot and I began
to lick, deeply, embarrassingly aware of the three women watching
with interest. In addition to embarrassing, though, it was also
desperately exciting.

I'm so sick!

“All right, slut. Back up. Keep your bottom
high and back up against the cat scratching post.”

She'd put a cat scratching post on the floor
before this scene had started, which had confused me as I couldn't
imagine what it was for. She'd also screwed the base to the floor
so it was set strongly in place. Now, panting and moaning, I backed
up my legs going back on either side.

I shuddered as my wet, burning pussy made
contact with the rough fabric.

“Now you can let yourself come,” Fiona
said.

I whimpered and moaned. I was already gently
grinding my pussy against the fabric. But I forced my hips higher
still to bring my clitoris directly against it and began to grind
harder and harder. It took only seconds before the orgasm ripped
through me and I started to scream.

I ground my pussy against the scratching post
with desperate, feverish passion as the orgasm turned my body and
mind to frothing liquid heat. The orgasm blasted through my head,
shattering every other thought and dropping me back to pure
instinct – and that instinct one that was willing to do anything to
keep the pleasure streaming through me.

I ground myself frantically, my soft, tender
breasts mashing against the floor as the climax went on and on and
on. And when it finally faded, I slumped to the floor, barely
conscious.

I was slack-jawed and drooling after that,
practically brainless too. I certainly didn't complain when she
undid my wrists from my collar, attached a leash to the collar, and
then made me crawl down the hall to the big cage she'd bought.

The cage became my bedroom for weeks after
that. Both she and Aiden simply took me out when they wanted to do
videos with me – or just fuck me – and then put me back afterward.
The cage had sex toys, and a water bottle on the side like on a
hamster cage, and a TV set up next to it endlessly playing videos
of me having sex, being flogged or strapped or spanked or fisted or
masturbating or loudly climaxing.

It was a strange, breathless existence filled
with a dark, simmering heat – heat which often blossomed into pain
and punishment, or intense pleasure and orgasm, either at my own
hand or others.

I became, in effect, a sexual creature, with
few other concerns at all.

Then, one day, a guy called Patrick showed
up. I had no idea who he was, though it turned out he'd won a
contest on the site. Patrick was middle-aged, though in good shape.
He put me through my paces, fucked me very nicely, then walked out
with me.

He literally put me in the trunk of his car,
with my wrist and ankle restraints locked together behind me and a
ball-gag in my mouth. We drove to the airport, got on a private
jet, and flew to California. He had an enormous house right on the
ocean. I'd never seen anything like it before! It was so beautiful
and airy and luxurious, with its own swimming pool and fabulous
views of the ocean.

He later said he'd taken me with the sort of
thought you might when you saw an animal being mistreated, and
though he still treated me like a slave girl he was way nicer and
less controlling than the others had become. He didn't keep me in a
cage and let me wear whatever I wanted – which was mostly nothing,
mind you.

My mind kind of cleared of the 100% sex theme
which I'd been experiencing for weeks in order to make room for the
awe and wonder at living in such a fabulous place. And I got to
really like Patrick. I changed the passwords on my sites and
continued operating them whenever he was busy with something
else.

He wouldn't appear in them, but I had a lot
of money by then, and I didn't need it for anything since Patrick
paid all the bills. I was able to find 'actors' pretty easily to do
scenes with me, and now I got to bank all the money and not share
it with Aiden or Fiona.

I also got to explore Los Angeles and meet
new people. The world opened up like it never had before. Patrick
doesn't care what I do with whom as long as I still pretend to be
his sex slave and keep myself clean. So in a way, I have the best
of all worlds. Now I'm thinking, since money is no longer an issue,
of maybe going to university or something. Patrick even offered to
pay as long as I go to a local one.

Hey, I never intended to be an online porn
girl forever. But it sure has been educational and fun and
profitable. It's also changed who I am forever, but in my opinion,
for the better.

 


END
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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