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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.
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