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		After her fifth fourteen-hour shift in as many days all Sydney wanted to do was take a hot shower and spend the weekend sleeping, but as she drove down her street and saw cars filling the driveway and parked on either side of the street she knew that she was in for the mother of all arguments with her boyfriend Brandon. Not just because he was breaking the law by holding such a large gathering, but because he was putting her health at risk for a few hours of fun. Parking four houses down because it was as close as she could het to her own home, she stormed down the sidewalk. By the time she reached her next-door neighbor she saw another of Brandon’s friends approaching from the opposite direction. He saw her too, but where he smiled without a mask, she scowled behind hers.

		“I don’t know what the hell he’s thinking, but you can just turn your ass around and go home Seth because this party is fucking over,” Sydney seethed.

		“Funny, I thought it was just getting started,” Seth replied as he continued to wards the house.

		“I’m not kidding Seth. Take your ass home or you’ll be arrested for trespassing.” Glaring at him, she continued. “You don’t want to try my fucking patience right now.” She could see him mulling it over before turning around and going back the way he came. The thumbing bass hitting her ears before she was halfway across the lawn only served to fuel the fires of her rage. Slamming the door open, she walked into a living room full of men being loud and obnoxious. Spotting her boyfriend on the other side of the room looking euphoric, it was not until she was at the desk where his laptop was pumping out the beat that he saw the naked woman kneeling at his feet, his manhood firmly lodged in her throat. “ALL OF YOU GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE RIGHT GOD DAMN NOW!” she shouted as the laptop hit the floor.

		All eyes turned to her but no one moved to leave. Literally caught with his dick in another woman’s mouth, Brandon reached down, put his hand on the back of the woman’s head and then stared at his girlfriend as he pounded in and out of the woman’s mouth.

		“I said GET THE FUCK OUT! You’ve got exactly three seconds to start moving or I’m calling the god damn police! Are you fucking daft? We’re in the middle of a pandemic. There are limits to the size of gatherings and you’re way the fuck over them. And even if you weren’t, I’m a nurse and I can’t take the risk of having anyone in my house that doesn’t live here. And you,” she glared at her boyfriend. “You can get the fuck out as well.”

		“I don’t think so. You’re the party crasher here so I think it’s you that needs to leave. And if my computer is broken you’re going to buy me a new one.”

		“You’re standing there getting sucked off by some random whore and you have the nerve to talk to me about a broken laptop?” Lifting her left foot, she brought it down on the keyboard. The next stomp shattered the screen.

		“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Brandon shouted.

		“What the fuck is wrong with me? What the fuck is wrong with you? This is the last fucking straw. We’re finished. Get the fuck out of my house or so help me god you’ll all be going to jail!”

		It was about then her now ex-boyfriend’s friends took her seriously and decided it was in their best interest to just go home and let them sort things out on their own. The kneeling woman managed to back away and grab her clothes before standing to get dressed. “For what it’s worth, you might think I’m some random whore, but he told me he was single. Also, we’ve worked together for the last five years so not exactly random.”

		“Well, he’s definitely single now. And about to be homeless so I hope you’ve got room at your place for him.”

		“Well, maybe if you were here more often he wouldn’t have to lie about being single.”

		“I’d love to be home partying every fucking day but instead I’m out there putting my own health and life at risk working eighty plus hours a week saving the lives of idiots too god damn stupid or stubborn to follow simple quarantine guidelines. Now get the hell out of my house or the next thing down your throat will be my fist.”

		“Actually, my name is on the lease as well so I don’t think I’ll be going anywhere,” Brandon said. “And seeing as how I’m single now, I see no reason to deprive Megan the pleasure of sucking my dick.”

		“The pleasure of…wow!” Sydney exclaimed. “When did you get so fucking full of yourself? And yes, you will be leaving. Weather it’s willingly or in the back of a police cruises is up to you.”

		“Seeing as how I’m done nothing illegal I think you’ll have a hard time convincing the police to arrest me.”

		“First, you blatantly broke the gathering limit size by inviting all of your damn friends over for a party in the middle of a pandemic. And second, my father, uncle, brother and three cousins are all police officers so I really don’t think it’ll be all that hard to convince one of them to arrest you, or at the very least to escort you off the property.”

		“Go ahead. And I’ll sue them for false arrest.”

		“I think I’m going to go now,” the woman said as she pulled her skirt up her well-toned legs and then zipped the side. Giving her co-worker a long stare, she sighed. “Maybe it’s best if we keep things professional from now on.” And with that she grabbed her purse off the stand next to the door and then left.

		“God, you’re such a fucking bitch!” Brandon seethed. “Who the actual fuck do you think you are flying off the handle like that and demanding my friends leave? Just because you’re a frigid cunt with no friends or life outside of work doesn’t mean we all are. And you’re paying to buy me a new laptop.”

		“Fuck you! Not only did you break quarantine guidelines and put all of our health and lives at risk you actually cheated on me and didn’t even bother trying to make that fucking whore stop even when I walked in. You know what, I wouldn’t want to live here after all of this anyways so you can have it. Once I have everything packed up I’ll be out of here and you’ll never see me again.”

		“Good riddance. Just make sure to replace my computer…”

		“Piss off! You’re lucky I don’t beat you to death with it.” Fiving the broken piece of electronics another stomp for good measure Sydney stormed out of the house to go buy some boxes and make a few phone calls. She then walked right back in and went to her office where she grabbed her laptop before her ex could get his cheating hands on it before storming out again.

		Stopping at a small park a mile or so from home, she made five phone calls. The first three were to utility companies to have the gas, water and electricity shut off first thing in the morning. The fourth was to have the cable and internet shut off. And the last was to Lexie – her best friend since kindergarten so see if she could crash there until she found another place. Given her friend’s line of work it was not ideal, but given the alternatives, it was the lesser of two evils. Assuming, of course, Lexi was willing to compromise on a few things.

		Lexi was just about to step into the kitchen to make herself something to eat when her phone began ringing. Seeing it was her best friend, she answered. “Hey babe, what’s up? You on break or did they finally realize they can’t actually work you every hour of every day?”

		“Barring any unfortunate events, I have the weekend off.”

		“Sweet. What can I do you for?”

		“So, I came home to Brandon throwing a huge fucking party and getting sucked off by some whore he works with and, well, I’m the one that blew my fuse. One thing led to another and, well, I need a place to stay for a little while. Just until I can find another place.”

		“Say no more. You can stay with me for as long as you like. There’s just the matter of my work…”

		“Um, yeah, about that. I get that you need to work to pay the bills and to keep a roof over your head, but if I’m seen on those sorts of sites I can lose my job so can you at least take the cameras out of the spare master suite? And do you have to stream everything live? I mean, can’t you record it and then edit me out before you upload the videos?”

		“Yes, I can take the cameras out of the spare master suite. Yes, I have to stream everything live to the internet as that’s my thing and what my fans pay to see. And no, I can’t record and edit you out of everything even if I wanted to. What I can offer are a multitude of hoods and masks that you may borrow to hide your identity. Then there’s the matter of my place being nudist only. I’m sorry, Sydney, but you know I won’t change my rules for anyone including my best friend so if you can live with that then you’re more than welcome to move in for as long as you need to. And if not then I’ll do everything in my power to help you get a place as quickly as possible. I mean, it’s not as if Brandon can actually kick you out of your own home.”

		“No, but at the same time there’s no way in hell I can live there with the cheating bastard either. There’s also the small matter of me already calling and having all the utilities and the cable and internet shut off first thing in the morning.”

		“You didn’t!”

		“Damn right I did. If he wants the place then he can pay for everything himself. I just need to call the landlord and tell him what happened and see if he’ll take my name off the lease without it having to go to court.”

		“And you really think you can have everything packed up and ready to move by morning?”

		“I’m tired as fuck, but what choice do I have. Also, I’m going to call a few people to see if they’re willing to give me a hand so hopefully it won’t be too bad. Honestly, I’m actually kind of looking forward to seeing the look on his face when I take all of the furniture with me.”

		“The master suite isn’t that big, Sydney.”

		“I know. But I paid for it and I’ll be damned if I’m leaving it there for him.”

		“Even if he’s been screwing other women on it?”

		“God damn it Lexie!”

		“Sorry.”

		“No, you’re probably right. I’m still going to take it but instead of keeping it maybe I’ll donate it to the Goodwill or something. Anyways, about your rules, do you have masks that will completely conceal my identity?”

		“I have some half and three-quarters masks but if you want your entire face to be completely covered then I have any number of hoods that’ll do the trick.”

		“When you say hoods…”

		“I mean of the bdsm variety, yes. Leather and latex. Some deprive one sense, others all of them. You’re welcome to using whichever suites your needs. There’s just one more minor detail. Given the nature of my work, I’m going to need you to sign a few forms stating that you accept and agree to follow the rules and to be recorded and for said recordings to be streamed live and posted on any and all of my websites in exchange for twenty percent of the profits of anything sold with you in it.”

		“I don’t like it one bit, but I agree. I’m thinking I’ll pack up the essentials tonight and worry about the rest after I get some sleep so I’ll probably see you in a few hours. Um, can you please set one of the hoods outside so I can put it on before entering?”

		“Can do.” It’ll be on the porch swing.”

		“Thanks. See you in a few hours.”

		“See you later, babe. And don’t forget, you have to take your clothes off the second you come in or you’ll be disciplined.

		“Wait, what? You never said anything about being disciplined. What does that even mean?”

		“The rules are very clearly posted on the plaque to the right of the front door. They’ll also be part of the forms you sign so you can’t say you weren’t informed.”

		“Why on earth would you make your place nudist only? I mean, you know it’s the number two reason I haven’t visited since the pandemic started, right?”

		“So says everyone I’ve told. But it has boosted my profits by nearly six hundred percent in the last five months so why fix something that isn’t broken? Anyways, I’m gonna hop off here and grab a bite to eat. If you need a hand packing let me know and I’ll come right over.”

		“Seeing as how Brandon had a house full of people not wearing masks I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to come over. I’ll see you later. And thanks again for letting me move in on such short notice.”

		“That’s what friends are for.”

		After hanging up, Sydney called her landlord and told him everything about the party, her argument with her now ex-boyfriend and the need for her to be taken off the lease so that she did not have to pay for two places. To her relief he agreed to have another lease drawn up without her name on it as well as another document which would absolve her of any further financial responsibility for the property. With that out of the way, she went to the closest Walmart where she purchased bubble wrap, tape and all of the medium and large boxes they had.
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		With the help of her father, brother and uncle, Sydney made short work of packing everything she owned including all of the furniture which she still had receipts to prove it was her checking account alone that paid for everything. The look on Brandon’s face said he wanted to tell them all off, but with three cops in the house he decided to keep his mouth shut as they took everything save for his clothes and personal items. Even the car he drove was in her name so it too was removed from the property just a few short hours after they arrived to help her pack. The extra vehicle was going to her parents’ place for now but she planned on calling the car lot to have it repossessed first thing in the morning to save her paying for something she was never going to drive.

		It was nearing midnight when Sydney pulled into the driveway of her best friend’s house with her father, brother and uncle following in the U-Haul. To her humiliation she explained what Lexie did for a living, all of her rules and what she would have to do before and after entering. They, of course, were equally embarrassed but new better than to argue. Walking up onto the front porch, she picked the latex hood up off the porch swing and rolled it over in her hands for several tense minutes before finally putting it on. It was then the front door opened and her best friend stepped out.

		“Damn that’s hot!” Lexie exclaimed. “Um, I thought you said you were only bringing a few things?”

		“Your place is on the way to Goodwill so we thought we’d stop by here first before dropping the rest of it off.”

		“Fair enough. Did you explain that they’ll have to take their clothes off when they enter?”

		“I did. Which is why they’re going to bring everything staying here with me to the porch while I bring it into the house.”

		“I’m not completely heartless. Give me a few minutes to let everyone know the cameras are going dark for a few hours and then we can all bring your stuff inside.”

		“Thanks. I’ll let them know. Um, they don’t have to strip do they? Because that’ll be weird.”

		“You can all keep your clothes on until you get everything inside.”

		“Thanks. I, um, assume you’re going to stay naked?”

		“Of course. But based on the looks on their faced they don’t seem to mind.”

		“You’re a gorgeous, butt naked woman. Why would they have a problem seeing you naked?”

		“Do you have a problem seeing me naked?” Lexie purred.

		“I’m a nurse. I’ve given sponge baths to so very out of shape people. Seeing you naked is a pleasure in comparison.”

		“Um, thanks?”

		“Definitely a compliment,” Sydney said, confident in her own sexuality enough to compliment beauty no matter what form it took. “Now, not to rush can we please get my things inside before I pass out right here on the porch?”

		“Of course.” And with that Lexie stepped into the house to turn the cameras off.

		Seeing her father, brother and uncle all staring towards the house, Sydney walked off the front porch and up to them. “Okay, so here’s the deal: She’s agreed to turn the cameras off and to let us all remain fully clothed until we’re finished bringing my stuff inside. She’s also going to remain naked because that’s what she prefers so no matter how insanely stunning she is please don’t make it weirder than it already is by staring.”

		“Um, since you’re not getting a storage unit until tomorrow why don’t you just takin in what you need for the night, get some rest and then we can drop by in the morning to help unpack the rest?” her brother Jordan offered.

		“Because she might not be willing to keep the cameras off tomorrow and I’ll definitely be naked by then and I’m definitely not ready to be naked in front of my family.. Please just help me unload the car and the few things at the back of the truck and then we can all get some much-needed sleep.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		A tease to the bone, Lexie could not just turn the cameras off and help her best friend unpack. Instead, she stopped the stream but kept them rolling as she placed a plug in her ass with long red devil’s tail attached and then put on a pair of red latex thigh-high boots, matching bicep length gloves and under bust corset. Finally, she used some strong double-sided tape to attach realistic devil horns to her forehead that gently curled back along the sides of her head. Had she had more time she would have been a bit more professional about it by blending them into her skin, but the tape would hold for now and that’s all that mattered. When she was finished, she stepped back out on the front porch.

		“Jesus Christ!” Sydney exclaimed.

		“Devil actually,” Lexie smirked. “We can start bringing your things in now.

		“Thanks.”

		“Hey Jordan, hey Mr. Ellis,” Lexie said as she stepped off the front porch. Turning to the third she smiled. “Sorry, I don’t think we’ve ever met. I’m Lexie.”

		“I’m Dylan, Sydney’s uncle on her father’s side.”

		“Pleasure to meet you. Alright,” Lexie said rubbing her hands together “what’s going in tonight?”

		“I told her she should just take in what she needs tonight and we can drop by tomorrow to finish, but she said you wouldn’t turn the cameras off that long,” Jordan replied.

		“She would be correct. But I agree, she shouldn’t have to stay up all night so why don’t you gentlemen go home and get some rest and I’ll have a few friends over tomorrow to help us unpack any heavy stuff?”

		“That works for me,” Sydney said as she walked up next to her best friend. “But I can’t risk getting sick so they’re going to have to wear masks and while this is your house and you can do whatever you like, I ask that you don’t invite a bunch of people.”

		“Everyone, myself included will wear masks and I’ll only invite three or four guys if needed.”

		“I think they’ll only be needed once I get a storage unit.”

		“We can decide that in the morning. Go on guys, go home and get some sleep,” Lexie said to her friend’s family. “We can handle it from here.”

		“We’re here so we might as well unload as much as we can,” Jordan said as he attempted and failed to not stare at his sister’s mostly naked best friend – a woman he had known for more than two decades.

		“I see the way you’re looking at her and eewww,” Sydney replied. “I think it’s best if you go home and maybe take a cold shower.”

		“If you don’t have hot water at home I’ve got four perfectly working showers inside,” Lexie teased. “Also, you yourself called me gorgeous so what’s so gross about him looking at me as if he wants to bend me over and screw me right here in the driveway?”

		“Nothing,” Sydney sighed. “Absolutely nothing. I’m gonna go grab a few things from my car now.”

		“Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I’m only teasing,” Lexie said even as she gave Jordan a seductive wink.

		“I drove, so unless you want to walk I suggest getting in the car now,” Sydney’s father said to his brother and son. “Night, Sydney. If you need anything don’t hesitate to call.”

		“Thanks dad. Thanks Jordan. Thanks Uncle Dylan.” Grabbing her purse and a large duffle bag from the back seat, Sydney headed into the house unaware she was still being recorded, but not streamed live to the internet.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		It was a quarter after one in the morning. Sydney had been up for nearly forty straight hours but tired as she was, she could not go to bed smelling as if she had just run back-to-back marathons so pushing herself she stripped out of her clothes and was just about to climb into a hot shower when the door opened and her best friend who was not once again completely naked stepped in. “Um, what’s up?” she asked with all of the energy of someone that had been up for nearly two days.

		“Just wanted to see if you needed anything and to let you know that while I didn’t have time to remove the cameras they are off here and in your bedroom. You know, I’m sweaty from moving things as well so why don’t we share a shower?” Lexie said as she slid the frosted glass door open end stepped into the bathtub.

		“I’m too exhausted to even argue,” Sydney said as she stepped under the hot water. “Just remember I’m straight. Also, what do you mean you didn’t have enough time to remove the cameras? I called hours ago.”

		“You did. And I said I would remove them, but honestly that’s far more work that necessary given that you won’t be living here forever so I just turned then off.”

		“Too much work?”

		“The cameras aren’t just sitting out where everyone can see them, babe,” Lexie continued as she lathered up a red luffa. Reaching out, she gave it a squeeze and smiled as she watched a stream of suds cascading down her best friend’s firm breasts. Stepping close, she wrapped an arm around Sydney’s waist and then spun so that she was not the one under the water. “Just relax and don’t argue with me,” she said, taking half a step back. Once again reaching up with luffa in hand, she began washing her best friend’s breasts. “As I was saying, the cameras are integrated into the walls so they can’t just be removed without causing damage.” Placing a finger under Sydney’s chin, she gently lifted. “See that small black circle in the corner? That’s the lens behind a small waterproof glass window. There’s one in every corner of every room of the house and another thirty in various other locations. So, you can see how I can’t just remove them,” she said as she moved the luffa down to her best friend’s vulva.

		“Ooohhhh god!” Sydney exclaimed as she felt two fingers sliding between her inner labia. Reaching down, she grabbed her best friend’s wrist just as a fingertip rapidly flicked over her hooded clit. “P-Please…”

		“My pleasure,” Lexie grinned as she wiggled two fingers into her best friend.

		“N-Not what I meant,” Sydney said even as she did nothing to stop her first lesbian fingering. “I’m not…we can’t…uuhhnnn! Sweet fucking Jesus!” Letting go of her friend’s wrist, she placed her left hand against the glass shower door. “I should be pissed…” A third finger sliding in turned words into moans.

		“But you’re not and I love it. Turn around, place your hands on the wall and spread your legs so I can wash and make you feel good, babe.

		“I’m not a lesbian…”

		“Neither am I.”

		“I feel like you’re taking advantage of my exhaustion, but I’m too damn tired to argue,” Sydney said as she did as her best friend asked.

		“I would never take advantage and that you would even think that hurts,” Lexie said as she slid the shower door open. “Sorry, maybe you should shower alone.” She got one foot out onto the tiled bathroom floor when she was grabbed and kissed hard on her lips.

		“God damn it, Lexie! I’m the one that should apologize. I liked your fingers in me and that’s not exhaustion speaking. Please continue washing and making me feel good.”

		“If you honestly want me to continue then I want there to be no doubt about consent so you’re going to have to agree to let me turn the cameras back on.”

		“I can’t be seen like that on the internet.”

		“I’ll keep the stream off but I want concrete proof you honestly want to have sex with me. If you can’t agree then I’ll use my own shower.”

		“Swear on our friendship and your family’s life that you won’t put it on the internet.”

		“I swear I won’t post it to the internet without your permission.”

		“Turn the cameras back on.”

		“Are you absolutely sure?”

		“I asked didn’t I?”

		“Don’t go anywhere.” Stepping out of the shower, Lexie quickly dried off and then made as if she was running across the house to turn the already running cameras on, but she only made it to the end of the hallway leading into the living room before stopping, counting to a hundred and then going back to the bathroom. “Alright, now that they’re on I’m going to ask you one more time. Do you want to have sex with me as we shower together? And do you agree to have it recorded as proof of consent?”

		“Yes and yes.”

		“I do mean having sex with each other, Sydney. If you agree you’re going to have to finger and lick me just as I’m going to do to you.”

		Heart pounding in her chest, Sydney felt her clit suddenly throb. “Get in the shower.”

		“I need to hear you sat it, babe.”

		“I agree to have sex with you. I’ll finger and eat you out. Now get in the god damn shower before I change my mind!”

		“Yes Ma’am,” Lexie grinned. Stepping back under the hot water, she barely slid the door closed when three fingers pushed into her as she and her best friend once again shared a kiss initiated by the latter. “I thought you weren’t lesbian?”

		“I’m not, but I know how much you’ve wanted to have sex with me and this is the least I can do to repay you for letting me move in on such short notice so please just shut up and let me do it before I chicken out.” Giving her best friend another kiss, Sydney got down on her knees, pulled Lexie in and then just went for it. She started with a gentle kiss on Lexie’s hooded clit. Then she flicked it with the tip of her tongue. That led to licking pussy for the first time. Licking, not tasting. Sucking her own dildos and her now ex’s cock after they had been in her pussy on numerous occasions, she was well aware of just how amazing it tasted and even as a self-proclaimed straight woman had no problem with that even in the slightest. After licking and sucking for a solid minute, she looked up into Lexie’s dark brown eyes and grinned. “Is that proof enough I want to have sex with you?”

		“Mmm hmm,” Lexie purred. “I know things are moving fast, but I want you to keep an open mind,” she added as she pulled her friend’s mouth back to her vulva. “Open your mouth, make a fist over your left thumb and don’t stop squeezing as you drink.”

		Confused about her friend’s order, Sydney nevertheless obeyed. A moment later her mouth filled with warm fluid which she quickly gulped down. It was followed by two more before her weary brain registered what was actually happening. She knew she should be angry that she was being used as a toilet, but that was overshadowed by the confusion she was experiencing by not gagging as the salty, bitter fluid flowed down her esophagus. When the stream finally trickled to a stop, she fell back on her ass. “What. The. Actual. Fuck? I’ve never…why didn’t I…what?”

		“First, oh my fucking god that was hot! You have no idea how long I’ve dreamed of doing that. Thank you for making another fantasy come true. Second, squeezing your thumb like that activates a pressure point that basically gets rid of your gag reflex which is how you were able to drink it so easily. And third, I’ve been drinking pee for about four years now so if you ever want to use me as your toilet just say so and I’m yours. Now, why don’t you lie back so we can enjoy each other’s bodies?”

		“I can’t believe you pissed down my throat! You could’ve asked.”

		“And you could’ve pulled away when it hit your tongue. Best to just accept that it happened and that you didn’t spill a single drop. Oh, and if you can’t deep throat that thumb technique works for that as well. In time your gag reflex will go away on its own, but until then that’s a nifty trick to save yourself a lor of gagging and throwing up.”

		“Good to know,” Sydney said as she lay down in the large tub. “Something tells me living here is going to be very…interesting.
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		Waking to the aromas of breakfast and the urgent need to relieve herself, Sydney rolled out of bed and rushed through the house to find her best friend in the kitchen just about to pour the first round of pancakes into the pan. “I need to pee,” she said.

		Turning from the stove, Lexie saw that her best friend was not only butt naked, but without the mask she left her to wear as well. “Morning, sleepyhead. Um, I think you forgot…”

		“You said if I ever wanted to use you as my toilet you’d gladly drink it so unless you lied then…”

		“I didn’t lie, but before I…”

		“Dammit, Lexie, I’m about to piss myself so please be my toilet before I go on the floor like a damn dog.”

		“I will, but…”

		“No buts. You pissed down my damn throat last night without warning. At least I’m asking,” Sydney said as she walked up to her best friend. “Now please get on your knees and drink.”

		“But the…”

		“Drink!”

		Sighing, Lexie got on her knees and barely covered Sydney’s vulva with her mouth when it was suddenly filled with pungent warmth. Relaxing her gag reflex, she let it slide down without effort and when it came to a stop she immediately started licking. After a few seconds she stopped, but a hand on the back of her head drew her in.

		“Mmmm…for the love of all that is holy please don’t stop. D-Do, uhn, do what you did last night!”

		On the one hand Lexie really wanted to pleasure her best friend, but on the other she did not want to burn breakfast so she quickly pulled away and got to her feet. “Sorry, babe, but I don’t want to ruin breakfast. That being said…”

		“That’s okay. Can we pick up where you left off afterwards?”

		“Absolutely, but I have to ask why you’re not wearing the mask I sat out for you.”

		“What mask?”

		“The one sitting on the dresser. Didn’t you read the note?”

		“Note?”

		“The one clearly hanging on the bedroom door saying that the cameras would be back on and that unless you wanted to be seen on the internet you should wear the mask sitting on the dresser?”

		“I didn’t see any note. Wait! Oh god! Please tell me that wasn’t recorded!”

		“It wasn’t recorded.”

		“Oh, thank god!”

		“It was streamed live on my website where, last I checked, at least eighty thousand people watched.”

		“OH GOD! NO! NONONONONONONO!” Sydney panicked. “You have to delete it!”

		“There’s nothing to delete, Sydney. It’s streamed live.” That, of course, was a lie. While the cameras were indeed streaming live, they were also recording and saving everything to her private server to be edited and posted as stand-alone videos at a later date.

		“Why the hell didn’t you tell me the cameras were back on before I asked you to drink my pee? God damn it, Lexie! I could get fired for this!”

		“First of all, I taped the note to a piece of black paper which was hanging on the very white door so there’s no way you should have missed it. And second, I tried telling you multiple times but you wouldn’t let me get two words in. On the bright side, I have anti-screen capture software in place to prevent anyone from recording the live shows so nothing should have been recorded by anyone watching. Now, unless you wish your face to continue being seen I suggest going back to your room and putting on the mask.”

		“This is so fucked up. I swear to god if I get fired because of this I’ll…”

		“Only have yourself to blame for not taking the time to read the clearly posted note, not to mention the fact that I told you last night that I would be resuming the streaming when I woke this morning so don’t you dare try making it out as if this is all my fault. Now go put your mask on, or don’t.” filling the ladle, Lexie poured the batter into the pan.

		Upset more at herself than her best friend, Sydney went back to her bedroom and immediately looked on the door. Sure enough, the note was hanging there, white paper against black paper against white door. How she missed it on her way out was beyond her, but she did and as Lexie said only moments ago she only had herself to blame. And sitting on the dresser was a fancy dark blue three-quarters face mask with silver and gold detailing and a delicate leather strap to hold it in place. Leaving it lie on the dresser, she went to the bathroom and took a long, steaming hot shower.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		By the time Sydney walked back into the kitchen wearing only the mask breakfast was cooked, eaten and the dishes placed in the dishwasher. “Sorry it took so long, I wanted to take a shower first.”

		“That’s okay, there’s a plate warming in the oven. Have a seat and I’ll get it for you.”

		“Thanks. I’m also sorry I went off like I did. I just hope no one that knows me sees it and I’ll make sure to wear a mask from now on when not in the bedroom. Speaking of which, you’re not streaming in there as well are you?”

		“No. Those cameras will remain shut off.”

		“Not that I don’t believe you, but how do I actually know they’re off?”

		“Finish your breakfast and I’ll show you the program I use to manage them all. I’ll even set up a secondary account so you may log in and check them anytime you want. I was thinking about your storage situation and I don’t know why I didn’t think of this last night, but renovations on the barn have halted thanks to the pandemic but it’s finished enough to have utilities so if you want to save money you can store your things in there.”

		“I won’t say no. Do I have to wear a mask and go naked out there as well?”

		“Nope. There are no cameras outside of the house. So, do you want to talk about last night and this morning?”

		“What’s there to talk about?” Sydney asked as she cut into her maple syrup drenched pancakes. Bringing the stack of fluffy goodness towards her mouth, she held it there for a moment. “I don’t regret what we did and even though I still consider myself straight I definitely want to have sex with you again. Um, if you want to that is.” Parting her lips, she stuffed her mouth while maintaining eye contact with her best friend. After swallowing, she continued. “Not gonna lie, I just imagined drizzling maple syrup all over your body and licking it off.”

		“That can be arranged. All I want to know is who are you and what have you done to the real Sydney?”

		“Believe me, I’ve been asking myself that very same thing since our first kiss. I know I said having sex with you was the least I could do to repay your kindness, but god damn it if I didn’t thoroughly enjoy it. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve tasted myself on toys and cock before and I find it quite pleasurable, but that was the first time I’ve ever eaten another woman and I’m secure enough in my sexuality to admit I fucking loved it and want to do it again and again and again after that. What I’m trying to say is I love eating pussy.”

		“And do you like having your pussy eaten by another woman?”

		“I like having my pussy eaten. Period. Full stop.”

		“Good answer. But why? I know you think you’re paying me back for letting you move in here short notice, but I think we both know that’s nonsense so why are you suddenly into women?”

		“I never said I was into women,” Sydney said after swallowing a mouthful of bacon. “I just said I loved eating pussy. Fingering your pussy. Kissing you. Sucking your nipples. Seeing the look on your face as I pleasure you. And that I can’t wait to do it again.”

		“Sounds like you’re into women to me, but we can agree to disagree. Actually, let me ask you this, if I were to have a few female friends come over would you have sex with them or is it just me?”

		“I’d definitely have sex with them,” Sydney said without hesitation.

		“If ten men and ten women suddenly appeared and each sex asked you to do a gang bang with them which would you say yes to?”

		“The women.”

		“Would you say yes to the men at all?”

		“Probably not. At least not that many at once.”

		“How many men would you have sex with at the same time?”

		“No more than three.”

		“But you’d do ten women?”

		“I’ve been with men. I’ve sucked my fair share of cock and tasted my fair share of jizz. You’re the only other woman I’ve ever been with and I’m interested in seeing how many different tastes there are.”

		“I see. So, if I asked three guys over to help us unload your stuff you’d let them unload in you?”

		“Hypothetically yes.”

		“No hypothetical. I want an actual answer. Would you have sex with three men if I called them over right now?”

		“I literally just broke up with my boyfriend of five years…”

		“And had sex with me shortly after so that’s no excuse. Come on, Sydney, I want the truth. Will you have sex with three men right now?”

		“I’d prefer the ten women, but yeah, I’d do it.”

		“Then that’s what we’ll do. Or rather you’ll do. And later tonight I’ll call the women over.”

		“I really can’t risk getting sick, Lexie.”

		“These are all people I know and can guarantee are drug and disease free. They also self-isolate except when coming over here for shows. None of them will get you sick. And if they do then I’ll buy you a new house and give you a year’s pay.”

		“I’ll hold you to that. So, um last night you said something about paperwork that I needed to sign? Is that still a thing?”

		“Absolutely. We’ll get to that right after you finish eating. Ans then while we’re waiting for the guys to show up I’ll show you to parts of the house you’ve never seen before.”

		“Sounds like fun. But do you know what would be even more fun? You under the table eating me out while I finish eating.”

		“I agree. That would be fun. And while I’m eating your sweet pussy I want you to think about everything you’ve done since last night, what you just agreed to and what you’d like to do moving forward,” Lexie said as she got down on all fours to crawl under the table.

		

	
		4

		

		Her best friend’s fingers and tongue giving her two intense orgasms as she attempted to eat breakfast only served to cement Sydney’s newfound love for lesbian sex. “I’ve thought about it and I’m pretty sure I’m willing to do whatever you want me to,” she purred. “Seriously, I’ve been eaten out many times, but you’re the only one to ever make me orgasm from it. I know this is out of nowhere, but I think I’m in love, Lexie, and I don’t just mean with your fingers and tongue. Seriously, no one has ever made me feel the way you do and crazy as it sounds in my own head, I truly believe life steered me to this very moment. Am I straight? Bisexual? Pansexual? Something else? I honestly don’t know. But I do know that I’ve always loved you more than life itself and want to spend the rest of mine with you. God, I know that was a lot digest, but it had to be said.”

		“I love you too, Sydney, but I fear you might not be thinking straight so why don’t we see how things go today and maybe the next several before jumping into something you might regret.”

		“I understand what you’re saying. I just ended one relationship and things are moving fast between us, but I love you and that’s something I’ll never regret. If you want to wait I’ll wait but nothing will ever make me change my mind.”

		“What if I said I wanted to train you as my sex slave?”

		“Nothing. Will. Ever. Change. My. Mind.”

		“I’m actually not kidding. I have a dungeon where I’ve put on some of the most perverted shows known to man and I want to train you as my sex slave. That means obeying my every order without hesitation or question whether you like it or not. It means you have zero control over your body. You’ll cease to be a human and become an object whose sole purpose in life is to satisfy my every desire. And you should know that I have zero limits. Name a fetish and I’ve probably done it. Hell, if I wasn’t allergic I’d own a dozen dogs and spend all day being their bitch but I am so the closest I can get are the dildos modeled after their cocks. So, if that’s the sort of life you wish to live then remove your mask, kneel and say please train me as your sex slave, Mistress.”

		Sydney had never submitted to anyone in her entire life, but right then and there it seemed like the most obvious thing for her to do. Keeping in line with her belief that fate brought her to this point and would not steer her wrong, she took a step forward and gave her best friend a soft kiss on the lips. Despite earlier complaints of losing her job for being streamed live to the internet the mask came off without hesitation. She dropped to her knees and looked up into Lexie’s eyes. “Please train me as your sex slave, Mistress.”

		“FUCK ME!” Lexie exclaimed, utterly stunned that her best friend actually did it. No sooner were the words out of her mouth then she was being licked. “Not what I meant but I’m not complaining. I’m also not sure what the hell got into you to bring on such a drastic change in sexuality, but I like it. That being said, this isn’t a joke for me, Sydney. I now consider you my sex slave in training and to prove you’re not just doing what you think I want I would like you to follow me on all fours to the dungeon where I’m going to mark you as such. If you allow me to do so I’ll fully believe you intend to let me train you. If not, then I’ll be incredibly disappointed.”

		“I wasn’t lying when I said I loved you, Lexie, and to me that means doing whatever it takes to please. If that means being marked then so be it,” Sydney said as she got down on her hands and knees. So, um, how exactly are you going to mark me?”

		“First of all, you will refer to me as Mistress from now on. And second, I’m going to use a magic wand to brand you as my property. It’ll be placed on your back between your shoulder blades so shouldn’t interfere with sex or training. If you don’t want it then say so now and your training will end before it starts as will us ever having sex again.”

		“Nothing has changed my mind, Mistress, so please lead the way.”

		“You do understand that I’m going to permanently burn my mark into your flesh, right? You understand that as a slave you have no say in anything you do. You will wear what I want you to wear, eat what I tell you to eat. You’ll be subjected to every perversion you can imagine and then some. You’ll obey every command without hesitation or complain or you’ll be disciplined. You understand what I’m saying, right?”

		“I’m not an idiot, Mistress.”

		“I never said you were. I just want to make sure you fully understand what you’re getting yourself into here. I mean, if I commanded you to quit your job and take up a career in porn would you do it?”

		“I’m not wearing a mask anymore, Mistress. It’s only a matter of time before someone I know sees it and word gets to the hospital but that’s a risk I’m willing to take to prove how much I love you.”

		“And I truly appreciate that, but you didn’t answer my question. Will you give up being a nurse and go into kinky porn for me if I commanded it?”

		“Are you commanding me to quit my job, Mistress?”

		“I’m asking a simple question and I’d appreciate an answer.”

		“I can’t really give you an answer until you give me the command, Mistress, because I honestly don’t know.”

		“Then I command you to quit your job and to immediately start performing on camera with me, slave.”

		“As you command, Mistress,” Sydney replied without hesitation.

		“Seriously?”

		“You just told me being a slave meant obeying your every command without question, Mistress, so, why are you so surprised that I’m doing just that?”

		“I think I’m more surprised at your behavior in general. Seriously. I have to ask, are you okay? And don’t you dare tell me what you think I want to hear. No one goes from straight to bisexual sex slave overnight and I genuinely worry for you, Sydney.”

		“Maybe I’m just tired of being with men that will inevitably break my heart, Mistress. Maybe I’m tired of my boring sex life and want to explore my options with the only person in the world I trust not to take advantage of me. Maybe I love you so much I’m willing to do any and everything to prove it even if it makes me uncomfortable to do so. You commanded me to quit my job and I’ve done it. Or rather I will just as soon as you permit me to make a phone call to do so.”

		“I don’t want you quitting your job, Sydney. And I don’t want a mindless drone either. Don’t get me wrong, I fully expect you to obey my commands, but you’re still your own woman and as long as it doesn’t interfere with your training you’re free to do as you please.”

		“Thank you Mistress, but like I said, it’s only a matter of time before someone finds out and I’m fired anyways.”

		“Then before that happens I give you permission to wear a mask or hood during training.”

		“Thank you Mistress.” Picking the mask up off the floor, Sydney placed it against her face and then secured the strap behind her head.

		“I’m still going to brand you.”

		Sydney said nothing as she followed her best friend turned Mistress and hopeful lover through the house, down into the basement and then through a door she never knew existed. Inside, her eyes darted around a huge room filled with every sex toy, piece of equipment and furniture she had ever seen and then some. “Holy shit, Mistress! How in the crap did you hide this from me?”

		“I had the room built when I had the house built. I always intended it to be my dungeon playroom. I also knew that I would one day have kids and wanted to be able to keep it hidden from them. Thus, the concealed door. Which can actually be locked if need be. Now, for your first test as my slave. Normally, I’d restrain you so that you could not fuck it up, but I’m not going to do that. If you truly wish to be my slave then you will endure the pain of being branded with all the grace and dignity such status entails. Just to be clear, this is not going to be quick. Unlike heat striking which takes all of a few seconds, the magic wand uses an electric current and based on more than a hundred practice runs will take at least two hours to complete. If you move away or stop before it’s complete then that’s where your training ends as well. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“You see that metal chair sitting against the wall to your left with the two dildos attached to it?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“I want you to grab a bottle of lube and then sit that chair in the taped off square. You will lube the dildos and then sit on them while I get the things I need.”

		“Yes Mistress. So, um, a hundred practice runs? Who else have you branded?”

		“No one. You remember my Aunt Marie and Uncle Jerry? The ones whose farm we used to visit during the summer when we were younger?”

		“I remember, Mistress.”

		“Well, as you no doubt remember he has a lot of pigs which he sends to slaughter. He happens to own the slaughterhouse and gave me permission to practice on them because their skin and flesh is very similar to humans. I know, gross, but I had to practice somehow and at least this way no one was getting hurt. Anyways, get the chair while I get what I need.”

		“Yes Mistress. Um, not that I’m in a rush or anything, but I do have to return the truck by seven.”

		“Once we’re finished here I’ll call the guys over. Trust me, we have plenty of time. And if not then I’ll pay to keep it another day.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Even though the dildos were a bit longer and thicker than she was accustomed to taking, Sydney nevertheless worked the bulbous heads into her pussy and asshole. Taking a moment for the burn of being stretch to fade, she slowly lowered herself down the realistically veiny shafts until skin was touching cold metal.

		“I should have clarified. I need you to sit the other way around. Otherwise, I’m not going to be able to reach your back.”

		“Right. Sorry Mistress.” Getting up, Sydney turned, straddled the chair and then sat back down. This time the silicone cocks slid into her much easier. Leaning forward, she crossed her arms over the back of the chair and did her best to make herself comfortable as her Mistress sat things up. A few moments later and she felt her long hair being braided and then that draped over her right shoulder. The smell of rubbing alcohol hit her nostrils as her upper back was thoroughly cleaned and sanitized. Then something very sticky was placed between her shoulder blades. The sudden and intense electrical current flowed through her entire body as the metal chair she now rested upon served as a conduit to every millimeter of her naked body. But it was her back that ached the most. Tightening her grip on the chair, she closed her eyes and bit hard into her lower lip as the tip of the magic wand slowly traced the first letter of the brand.

		Seconds seemed to last months as the pain was quickly reaching unbearable, but Sydney’s resolve did not falter. By the end of the first hour, she desperately wanted to stop, but the fear of disappointing her best friend kept her going. Two hours felt like as many decades. She had hoped the dildos would bring at least some small amount of pleasure, and perhaps it did, but it was overpowered by the agony she now found herself in.

		“That’s it,” Lexie said as she sat the magic wand on the small cart sitting to her right. “You’re all finished. Would you like to take a look?”

		“Y-Yes M-M-Mistress,” Sydney stuttered as she fought back the urge to cry.

		“I don’t have any mirrors in here, but I do have cameras so go ahead and take a look at the TV hanging on the wall to your right and I’ll adjust the cameras for a better view.”

		“Yes Mistress.” About a minute later Sydney saw herself on the big screen. Zooming in, she watched everything disappear as a single camera focused on her upper back. And there it was. Her first and hopefully last brand spelling out PROPERTY OF MISTRESS LEXIE around a triskelion. In all it was a little over three inches in diameter, but from the pain she endured it might as well have covered her entire back. “I can’t say that I love it, Mistress, as I don’t think I will ever love being branded or going through that level of pain, but it actually looks a hell of a lot better than I imagined it would. And as promised I’m marked as your property.”

		“Full disclosure, I’ve gotten quite good at doing the brand so it only took about half an hour to finish it, but in order to make it permanent I had to do multiple passes. We’ll see how it heals but it may require a few more passes to make it completely permanent.”

		“I don’t understand, Mistress,” Sydney said as she continued staring at her branded back on the TV.

		“Unlike heat striking, this method is not permanent. In fact, had I stopped after the first pass it would have healed and slowly faded away completely over the course of the next year or so. However, multiple passes will make it permanent. I only have the internet to verify that claim as all the pigs I practiced on were immediately butchered, but every website I read on the topic said the same thing. Normally four or five are enough, but depending on how you heal it could take a few more so we’ll see in the coming weeks and months if more are necessary. On the bright side, you don’t have an open wound so there’s nothing preventing you from enjoying your first foursome with the guys I’m going to call to help unload the truck. Assuming this is the first time you’ve been with three men that is.”

		“I’ve never been with more than one man in my life, Mistress. Um, how long is it going to hurt?”

		“Again, I can only go by what the internet says, but the pain should ease up a bit after a few hours and go away altogether in a several days. And it should be healed in a couple of weeks. Or at least healed enough you won’t have to worry about infection. Now, I want you to go ahead and fuck yourself on those dildos while I go call the guys. And don’t stop until I come back to get you. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Every time her phone beeped, buzzed or rang Sydney thought it was her boss texting or calling to fire her but it was only family and friend reaching out to see how she was doing after her sudden breakup. She told everyone that she was fine and that she and Lexie were now dating and that she would be living with her from now on. A lot of them, especially family thought she was moving on a little too quickly while others congratulated her for not letting a horrible relationship prevent her from once again finding love. What she did not do, was tell anyone that she was now branded a sex slave and being trained as such.

		By the end of her first day of submission she unloaded the U-Haul into the mostly renovated barn, spent four hours being fucked by three men that turned into seven hours with nine men in her first ever gang bang which just so happened to be seen live by more than two hundred thousand people across the globe. On her second day she participated in her first lesbian gang bang with fourteen women during which she was fisted, put in bondage, flogged, fucked by a machine and used as a toilet.

		Juggling a normal life as a nurse and a secret life as a sex slave porn star turned out to be far easier than she ever imagined, but she still feared being fired when someone recognized what she had so eagerly become. Days turned to weeks. Spring transitioned into summer. As the leaves were beginning to show signs of changing colors for the fall, she discovered she was pregnant with her first child. Rotating through more than forty men in regular gang bangs, she had no idea which one was the father and honestly did not care. A week later and her Mistress was confirmed pregnant as well. That did not slow or stop the training.

		Positions. Etiquette. Fetishes. One by one, day after day Sydney learned something new and practiced it until she was able to do it as rote. While everything was streamed live to members of her Mistress’ website, videos were cut and posted for those that may have missed the original airing. Those too were available to members but the big money came from those that for whatever reason preferred to get things piecemeal. By the end of her first month, she was already making more than she did as a nurse but refused to give up on her passion just for a few extra dollars. But that changed as autumn set in and she was making more in a month as a sex slave that she did in a year as a nurse. It was then she truly understood why her best friend streamed every second of her life.

		Turning in her resignation, Sydney poured every ounce of herself into becoming the best slave her Mistress deserved while also doing what she could to keep the shows as entertaining as humanly possible. A week after that she came out to family and friends. Not about her relationship with her best friend as they had known about that for months. In what would prove to be the biggest and most difficult decision she had ever made to that point in her life she told everyone she knew that she was a sex slave and used her branded back as proof. Few accepted outright. Many refused to talk to her again until she came to her senses. A couple called the police claiming she was being forced into a life of servitude. Her father, brother and uncle all checked in on her, but it took an unrelated police officer as well as three social workers viewing hundreds of hours of video to prove it was a life she had chosen willingly and for the case to finally be dropped.

		On New Years eve, as she planned to celebrate her birthday and the coming of a hopefully better year, she got the surprise of her life. For months the only visitors she got were those dropping by to participate in a show. But as the sun was setting and she was in the kitchen preparing dinner there was a knock at the front door. Her Mistress down in the dungeon having sex with five men, she ran out and opened it herself. At first she did not recognize anyone because they were all wearing masks or hoods to conceal their identity, but when the man in front of her spoke she immediately recognized her father’s voice. She started to say something, but he put a finger to her lips as he gently pulled her onto the front pouch. Reaching back, he pulled the door closed and then told her all about how he convinced everyone to show up on her special day. To further conceal identities, they would each have a fake name written in marker above, or in the case of the women on their left breast.

		It was weird seeing more than a dozen family members butt naked, let alone horny, but that did not prevent her from enjoying what was perhaps the second happiest day of her life right behind letting go of all her inhibitions and becoming a sex slave.
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