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Chapter 1
(bdsm, humil, nosex)
Kira preened in the mirror, admiring her attire, which was by far the sexiest thing she’d ever seen on any of the other girls her age in the total reality entertainment environment.  She’d seen adults dressed like this, but never anyone as young as her.  She smirked at her the vision of herself, imagining how jealous the girls at school would be when they saw her.  This would be a first that would be long remembered.  She wore a small, tight bikini top that accented her small breasts.  Her eyes ran down to look at the silken panties that she wore.  They were little more than a thong.  She blushed at the memory of the first pair she’d put on.  They’d been a size too small and her private parts had been clearly outlined in them.  When she had modestly asked for a larger size, the director had complied, not wanting to embarrass her before the right moment.  This larger size still showed the plump bulge in front, but was better padded to hide the crease in the middle.  She also wore sheer leggings that made her legs a tantalizing mystery, showing just the silhouette of her slender legs.
Like most 12-year-olds, she’d grown up with the TREE (total reality entertainment environment) and spent most of her waking moments immersed in that totally believable, almost real environment.  The technology itself was the same age as her, so she had never known a world with just TV, radio, computers, and other ancient stuff that made you an outsider to the entertainment.  No, with TREE, she’d walked on the moon, seen the deepest, darkest jungles of Africa, played the piano at Gates Center, and flown a UN fighter in the war in Ecuador.  It was just like being there.  She’d even been to the elicit sites on occasion where she could skinny dip or play doctor with other kids her age in total safety.  What most kids her age didn’t know what that those elicit sites were totally legal and well regulated.  What she was about to find out was that there were illegal sites that were unregulated.  
Miniature cameras recorded every move in the dressing room as she gazed at herself in apparent privacy.  Not far away, the producer and the director watched her.  “Perfect,” said the producer for about the 20th time.  “Beautiful, sexy, naïve, and dumb as a fence post.”
“No, she’s not so stupid,” corrected the director.  “Naïve and gullible?  Yes.  Stupid?  No.  She learned her lines fast.  Damn, is she cute!” he added as she turned sideways to the camera, showing off the swell of her small breasts.  
The truth was though, that Kira was a tad slower than her peers.  Remembering her lines had been a snap.  She only had a few to remember.  If she’d been a little quicker on the draw, she might have realized that she had lines for about 5 minutes of a one hour show.  She might have wondered why she was dressed so much sexier than anything she’d seen before.  She might have questioned why her mom and dad weren’t there for support.  Of course, she had been told that she was being totally immersed in the character, which was why she was cut off from her friends and family.  The fantastic treatment that she’d gotten ever since she’d been kidnapped had led her to never question that she was about to become a star.  
There was a knock on the door and she turned with confidence as it opened.  Her coach stood in the doorway and said, “Kira, you’re going to knock them dead.  Where have you been hiding all your life?”
Kira giggled at the compliment, knowing deep in her heart that it was all true.  She had always been destined to be a star.  It was just too bad they’d taken this long to find her.  Her dream, the dream of nearly every girl her age, was about to come true.  
As they arrived at the TREE set, they were joined by her costar, 14 year old Trax.  She didn’t like him much.  He was always teasing her and acting like he had a secret.  She’d almost been tempted to pry it out of him, but she’d been too proud to let on that she didn’t know the secret.  But then, she’d decided that there wasn’t really a secret.  It was just that he was a bully and that’s the way he acted.  Still, he was a handsome older boy with a strong chest and nice body.  He wore nothing but a pair of leather shorts that did nothing to hide the bulge in his crotch or his firm buttocks.  
There were lesser actors and actresses milling about and Kira had met most of them.  Though this was just her first part, she had already adopted the superior attitude of the star, ignoring most of the others.  She’d rehearsed with some of them, but they were just there to support her.  Her role was as a princess and many of the other kids were her servants.  She knew enough of the plot to know that she would be captured by Trax and taken to his lair where she would defy all his demands.  In the end, she figured she would be rescued, but that part had never been rehearsed.  
As the show began, she ran through her lines, playing the part of a haughty princess among the other boys and girls that served her.  Meanwhile, Trax was making his way into her chambers by stealth, cunning, and an occasional brief fight.  The audience could view the action from either perspective when the show was live and view it from another perspective later.  In fact, one of the girl servants and one of the boy servants were also feeding the TREE so that there were multiple views available to the audience.  The viewers were so much a part of the action that they were called players, living the part with the actor as the action unfolded.  
Those players that chose to feel the part with Kira felt her superior attitude, saw the servants bow to her, and learned her naiveté.  Trax showed his players wit, strength, and desire for the princess.  The girl servant, a brief part that would fade soon, gave the players a taste of her dislike for the beautiful princess while the boy servant was filled with unrequited lust.  Skilled players could jump from one character to the other quickly, gaining all the perspectives, but the most of the mostly male audience was playing along with Trax.  
As Trax broke into her chambers, Kira had defiant lines to speak to him.  Try though she might, she couldn’t dissuade the rogue from taking her prisoner.  That’s when her lines ran out and the TREE got most interesting.  For in this scenario, it was the unsuspecting girl’s confusion and false expectations that would excite the players the most.  This is when the time she’d spent becoming immersed in the character was important.  She had to make up her own lines, react to the situation, and stay in character.  If she didn’t stay in character, she wouldn’t last long in the world of TREE and would never become a star.  So, she did her best.  
“Now that I have you, I will demand a ransom from your father, Princess Kira,” said Trax as he leaned over her.  She had been lying on a thick pad on the floor and never bothered to arise when the barbarian had entered the room.  
“He will pay the ransom, you foul creature,” she said.  “But, then he will hunt you down like a dog.”  Around them the servants cowered.  “What are you doing?” she gasped as Trax produced a pair of thick metal cuffs for her wrists.  
“Hold still, Princess,” said Trax.  He set his sword aside, knowing that none of the servants would dare oppose him by picking it up.  He kept a dagger at hand as he fixed one cuff to her right wrist and then the other to her left.  
“Th… that’s not necessary,” said Kira, getting her first surprise.  “I have no… means to fight you.  I will come with you as you demand.”  
Trax did not answer, but grabbed the chain that connected the two cuffs and pulled her to her feet.  He slid the dagger back into its sheath, grabbed his sword, and pulled Kira across the room toward the door where he had entered.  
“Ouch,” said Kira as she was pulled along.  “Don’t… don’t be so cruel, you cad.”
“You may earn the right to wear no shackles, Princess, but for now, you are my prisoner and I trust you not.  So, silence or I will hurt you more.”  As they neared the door, Trax paused and ran his eyes over the young girl’s body, giving his players the first full view of her body and the first surge of sexual energy that it inspired.  His young cock stirred.  He licked his lips and then looked into Kira’s eyes.  
Kira was astounded when she saw Trax gaze at her like that.  Speechless, she blushed at the unexpected and unwanted longing that she saw in his eyes.  It was one thing to be dressed sexy, but quite another to have this warrior actually take advantage of her meager clothing and ogle her like that.  Yet, she was so sure that this was not part of the plot that she felt obliged to ignore his gaze and remained silent.  
Those in the audience who were playing with Kira felt her shame.  Many cocks around the globe grew hard from the close, internal view of her innocence and confusion.  Many submissives were playing with Kira and could anticipate the upcoming surrender with excitement.  Kira’s mind gave them all a chance to remember back to their own days of innocence, reliving a day when they were less jaded about sex.  The feel of youthful naïveté aroused every one of them.  
Trax dug into a pouch that hung from his waist and threw red powder into the doorway.  As they stepped through, the “magical” powder transported them from the castle and onto a different set.  The “magic” of TREE had converted the passageway that Trax had just fought his way through into an outdoor set, the top of a giant pyramid where Kira would be held.  
Kira’s mind raced to keep up with the events.  Confused, she could do little but follow the muscular boy as he pulled her across the top of the pyramid to a stone tablet that was larger than either of them.  He unfastened the cuffs from Kira’s wrists and pushed her to her knees, facing away from the tablet.  Kira finally managed to speak, “Where have you taken me, evil warrior?”
“You are at the Temple of Jonopar, where I will teach you pain and pleasure.  When we are finished, perhaps you will no longer desire to return to your father.”
Pain?  Pleasure?  Kira heard those words and couldn’t comprehend what he meant.  Not return to her father?  “Never, evil warrior,” she said with the haughtiness of a princess.  “I shall never stay with you.  No matter what you may do to me.  I will always desire to return to… my… father’s house.  That is where I belong.”
“We shall see,” said Trax.
Kira’s mind told her to run, but she didn’t think the Princess would run from danger, so she held her ground.  It was her last chance at freedom and she would soon wish she had taken it.  Trax had only uncuffed her to put another set of cuffs on her.  Behind her, thick metal bands hung from the stone tablet.  Trax grasped one and stretched it to his captive, snapping it onto her left wrist.  He did the same to her right wrist, chaining her to the stone tablet.  
The young girl looked down at her wrists and saw the ornate, bejeweled bands that encircled her forearms.  The bands were six inches long and did indeed cover most of her forearms.  Looking over her shoulder, she traced the chains back to the center of the tablet and saw that she was firmly imprisoned.  As she looked back, she saw Trax seize a third band, equally as ornate as her wrist bands.  The chain led to the left side of the tablet and Trax pulled her left ankle to drag it close enough to snap the band onto her ankle.
“Hey,” complained Kira, her knee being scraped across the rough surface of the pyramid.  The fell toward the left as Trax shifted her weight unexpectedly and the chain on her right wrist caught her.  “That hurt,” she said.  
“Hey?  That hurt?” said Trax, his way of cuing her to the fact that she was out of character.  “I care not for your petty pains, Princess.  You shall soon know even greater pain.”
Kira took the hint from Trax and quickly gathered her wits.  “I should expect nothing less from a scoundrel such as you,” she said.  Still, her knee did hurt a little now.  She managed to shift her weight by spreading her legs so that she was balanced better.  “You hardly know how to treat a Princess, do you?”
“Humph,” grunted Trax.  He stepped around the girl and affixed her right ankle to a fourth band.  To maintain her balance, she had nicely spread her legs shoulder width apart so that he didn’t have to drag her right leg into range of the final chain.  “I know well how to treat a Princess,” he said.  “I just doubt I will treat you the way you expect to be treated.  You are no longer a Princess.”  He picked up a metal ring from the ground.  It was about four inches in diameter.  Opening it up, he put the collar around her neck and snapped it shut.  “You are my slave,” he announced.  
“Never,” said Kira instantly.  “I will never be a slave to a scoundrel like you.  I demand that you release me instantly.  Do so now and I will have my father spare your life.”
“Silence!” shouted Trax.  “I will teach you the manners that a slave must have.”  He raised his hand and placed it a few inches from her head.  “Feel this!”  Again the magic of TREE assisted the rogue as blue sparks flew from his hand.  
“Aaaaaaa,” screamed Kira as pain shot from his hand and into her head.  She was learning that the TREE could do more than create visual images.  It could be used to control the actors as well.  She jerked against the chains and struggled to stay in character.  Part of her wanted to rebel.  She hadn’t opted for pain and they shouldn’t be treating their star like this.  But another part of her recalled that falling out of character would kill any chance of her stardom.  She settled for, “Don’t do that again.”
Trax raised his hand as before.  “You have no power over me here, slave,” he said.  “Do not attempt to command me.  I stand on the Temple of Jonopar, built by my ancestors when yours were still living in caves.  The power of Jonopar lives in me and I will command it as I desire.  Now hold your tongue or you will feel more pain.”
Kira bit off her desire to speak.  The pain had been abrupt and keen, striking deep in her mind, yet clearing quickly.  It was unlike anything she had ever experienced before.  
Trax expected her to be more defiant than she was.  But, he’d seen this before, too.  She’d gone numb, uncertain how to respond.  He’d broken many girls on the TREE in many different scenarios.  The true star of the show, he wanted more from his co-stars – more fighting, more screaming, and more emotion.  
The dominants who were playing the game knew what to expect.  The chance to feel Kira’s surrender from her point of view could be thrilling in its own way, but almost all of them jumped to Trax’s point of view now.  Likewise the subs who were playing jumped to Kira.  Through her eyes they saw Trax raise his hand a third time and place it over Kira’s head.  
Blue sparks flew from his hand again and Kira felt pain shoot through her entire body.  “Aaa, aaa, aaaaaah,” she panted, trying to take a breath even as the pain threatened to take it away.  The sparks and the pain stopped as quickly as they started.  “Stop it!” she shouted at him.  “Stop it!”  She looked wildly around, seeking support from unseen adults.  The director, her coach, somebody had to put a stop to this.  “Help me,” she called out to no one in particular.  “I don’t want to do this anymore.”
“Damn, she’s going the wrong way,” said the director.  He always hoped the girl would stay in character, but she almost never did.  
“C’est la vie,” said the producer.  “Still makes for a good show.”
“Yeah, Trax knows what to do,” sighed the director with disappointment.  
“Don’t want to do what?” asked Trax.  
“Be chained up,” said Kira.  “Be on this show.   I don’t want to be here.  Take me home.”
“Home to mommy?” taunted Trax.  “Little girl want to go home to mommy?’
“Yes,” said Kira, breaking into a sob.  “I want to go home.”
“Don’t want to do this?” queried the boy, raising his hand over her head again.  
“No, don…aaaaaeeeee,” she screamed as the pain shot through her again.  She looked around wildly again.  “Make him stop.  It hurts too much.”
“Make me stop?  Who’s going to make me stop?  Don’t you get it, little girl?”
“What?  Get what?” insisted Kira.  
“Everybody else knows what’s going on.  Everybody knew you were going to get tied, tortured, and fucked.  That’s why you’re here.”
“What?”
“Maybe they’ll come and save you from this?” said Trax as he reached behind her and untied the back of her tiny top.  
“Get away from there,” said Kira, squirming to stop him.  She was unsuccessful and next felt him untie the top string from around her neck.  “Don’t do that.  Get away from me.”  A wash of horror and shame swept over her as he pulled her top clear and waved it in front of her.  Disbelieving, she had to look down at her own bare breasts to know that she was now topless.  “Oh, no,” she moaned, aware that millions were staring at her tits.  
“I don’t see anybody coming to save you,” said Trax.  He pulled out his very real dagger and slit the sheer legging on her right leg.  It parted easily in his hands once the sharp blade had made the first slit.  The other legging disappeared just as quickly and easily.  
Kira was very aware of how scantily clad she was now.  The tiny panties were all that remained.  “Please,” she begged.  The realization was slowly settling in that no one was going to save her.  “Just let me go.  I want to go.”
Trax walked as far around the girl as he could, but the chains kept him from moving directly behind her.  Still, he had an excellent view of her pert, round ass.  Nothing but a tiny thong was visible.  “Nice ass, slave,” he said.  
Kira tried to twist around, to keep him from looking at her like that, but to no avail.  “You shouldn’t be doing this,” she said.
“That’s what makes it fun,” said Trax.  “I shouldn’t be.  I couldn’t be doing this anywhere but here.  And next I’m going to take off your panties.”
“Don’t, please,” begged Kira.  “Everybody will see.”
“Oh, yes,” agreed Trax.  “That’s the whole point, slave.  Everybody can see your cute little tits.  Everybody saw your perfect, tight ass.  Pretty soon everybody is going to see your bare, virgin cunt.  That’s what this is all about.”
The submissives felt Kira’s horror at the announcement.  My cute little tits.  My perfect, tight ass.  My bare, virgin cunt.  Trax’s words fell like waves of humiliation onto Kira’s ears and deep into her young mind.  All of it on display.  As Kira felt horror, the submissives felt excitement.  Yes, take her, they all demanded unheard.
What then? wondered Kira.  When I’m naked, what then?  Her eyes wandered to the bulge in Trax’s shorts and her eyes opened wide.  Oh, no, not really, she tried to tell herself.  She pulled at the chains as horror was replaced with helplessness.  He could do anything, she told herself.  Her audience of submissives thrilled as the 12-year-old felt her first surge of sexuality.  The game had faded and now she could see the ultimate goal.  
Likewise, the dominants that were playing with Trax saw the look in his captive’s eyes.  The look of horror in her innocent eyes excited them even more than the sight of her budding young tits and her nearly naked ass.  As Trax saw her eyes fall to his crotch, so did every one of the doms.  As Trax knew that she now saw the truth, so did every one of his players.  And the helpless look on her face as she struggled with her chains anew made him feel powerful, as a cat might feel power over a mouse.  But, it was more than that.  It was a dom feeling power over his sub as she first realized she was just a toy.  It was a feeling of power that shot around the globe to every dom watching.
And Trax put his dagger to the thin strap at Kira’s waist.  Kira cringed, but then froze in fear.  She wanted to struggle, but the cold steel against her flesh was very real.  She watched in horror as he slit the strap.  Her cunt twitched, wondering what a cock would feel like.  He moved the dagger around her and nicked the last vestige of her clothing.  The panties fell to the ground and he stood back to stare.  
Bound as she was, Kira could do nothing to cover any part of her body.  Her body blushed pink from her nipples to her forehead.  She looked again at the boy’s crotch.  To her surprise, the bulge throbbed.  She could see it moving inside his tight shorts.  She tore her eyes off the shocking sight and looked back up at Trax’s leering face.  
“How does mommy’s little girl feel now?” taunted Trax.  He was giving the sub audience they’re money’s worth.  Feeling small and helpless was a popular theme among the subs.  There was nothing smaller or more helpless than a 12-year-old girl, chained, naked, about to be raped, and now teased.  It was a perfect match because the feeling of power that Trax held was a popular theme among the doms.  And there was nothing more powerful than standing over a horrified, helpless preteen girl.  
Kira didn’t even think of answering the question.  She’d pleaded already.  She knew no one was coming to save her.  There were no words to express how she felt.  
Trax put a hand on either side of her head and blue sparks flew out, sending ribbons of pain through Kira’s body.  The beauty of the TREE was that the pain was artificial.  Her nerves were stimulated, but there was no damage to her body.  She could be tortured like this forever without any physical harm.  But, Kira didn’t know that.  She simply felt the incredible pain, as real as anything she’d ever felt.  
Kira threw her head back and screamed long and loud.  The pain stopped suddenly.  The absence of pain was such a surprise that she gasped.  “What do you want?” she asked.  Surely there was a purpose behind the torture.  
Trax wrapped his strong hand around her bicep.  Abruptly pain shot from his hand and into her arm.  She jerked spasmodically and screamed again, but couldn’t pull herself free from his grip.  As if in slow motion she watched him release her and grab her other arm.  Pain again.  Incredible, unstopping pain.  Then it stopped.  
Next, the boy grabbed a tiny pink nipple and pulled hard on it.  There was no need for the artificial pain this time as her tender flesh was pulled and twisted.  “Aaaaah, no, please,” begged Kira.  He swapped nipples, oblivious to her begging.  “Aaah, aaaah, God dammit!” she screamed.  “Stop it!”
Trax simply smiled at her.  Make me stop, his smile said.  He pointed his finger at her right nipple, holding the tip of his index finger two inches from her nipple.  Sparks flew and she gasped in new pain.  First one nipple, then the other, and finally both at the same time.  
“Stop it?” said Trax.  “It’s an hour long show, slave.  We’ve only been at it for 12 minutes so far.”  He stepped back from her.  “Time for a commercial break,” he said.  
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