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Chapter One
 
It wasn't a great job, but at least it was a job, and it taken her a long time to find one. 
You need the money, she told herself, fighting to loosen the ball of tension in her stomach.
Allison's parents hadn't raised her to be a whiner and feel sorry for herself. They'd raised her to be independent and pragmatic, and to do what needed doing. 
And working in Angelo's sports bar, at least for now, was something that she needed to do.
She looked out into the bar and felt the tension in her stomach tighten as she saw the half dozen waitresses moving around. Allison was dressed in ankle length skirt, boots, and a sweater, for it was cool outside. She shook her head and passed on to the locker room to get changed.
It was something of a transformation.
Angelo did not cater to the family crowd. Angelo said they took up too much time eating and were always watching their pennies. He also didn't like kids.  Angelo's was a sports bar, with huge flat screens all over the walls and a party atmosphere. The waitress uniforms consisted of ludicrously short red and black kilts – though at least they had short shorts inside, a visible black and red plaid bra, and a white 'shirt' which was really nothing but a halter designed to tie together below their breasts but which did not actually cover all of the bras.
Allison looked at herself in the mirror in some dismay. She tried to pull the skirt down lower, but it was already riding very low on her hips, exposing her to well below her belly button. The little pleated skirt only went down to a few inches below her bottom! The matching bra was a push-up designed to stick her boobs up and out. It wasn't immodest in that it at least covered her breasts, or at least, most of them, but it certainly wasn't something she'd normally have exposed in public anywhere but a beach.
The little 'shirt' covered very little. Nor was it designed to. It was short, and pulled in together under her breasts, tying off there. It served more to squeeze her breasts together and then pull them up further than to hide much.
Angelo had insisted she not wear her glasses, so she put in her contacts. Angelo also insisted that the girls' hair be loose, so she undid her pony tail and brushed her dark brown hair out so it fell around her shoulders.
Brenda came into the room and tossed a bag on the bench.
“Hey,” Allison said.
“Hey, newbie,” Brenda said with a smile.
She was wearing a denim dress that zipped up the front. With a quick yank she had the zipper down and was shrugging the dress off. She already had her uniform on underneath except for the little white halter shirt.
“Saves time,” she said to Allison's raised eyebrows. “Plus, you never know when we'll miss one of Angelo's peep holes.”
Allison's eyes got large and she stared around her.
“Don't worry. We just checked last night.”
“He can't do that!”
Brenda laughed. “Just prove its him. You have to remember, Angelo is a creep and a pervert, and get used to it. He's not all that much different than most of your customers, especially once they've had a half dozen beers into them.”
Allison nodded, the tension rising again. Brenda had warned her that she could expect the combination of teasing schoolgirl outfits and beer to combine for gropes and propositions from the customers. And she'd already been on the receiving end of Angelo's suggestive, leering double-entendres during the interview. He was a letch and a jerk. She had figured that out.
“Just remember, you can say no, but don't scream or shout it or curse people out,” Brenda had warned her. “Slap someone's hand away from your butt but don't go slapping their face or throwing beer at them like in some movie.”
This is how the other half lives, Allison told herself, trying to steel herself to going out into the bar.
It was definitely not how she intended to live! But after two years at university taking English Literature she'd run out of money. Now she was hoping to finish through the internet and part time courses. Whether she'd then be able to get a job out of that was a question, of course, one she was not comfortable addressing just then.
“Just remember,” Brenda said, “There's nothing wrong with being pretty and having men stare at you. You get used to it and hardly notice it after a while. Just do your job and you'll be fine.”
With her shoes on, and her hair brushed out Brenda was already ready to go, and Allison scurried along after her as they headed for the door.
She stepped out into the bar, her face immediately flushing with embarrassment as male eyes turned her way but tried not to look back as she followed Brenda through to where Jerry, the floor manager stood.
“Brenda, take Station Six. Allison, Station Five. Brenda keep an eye on her.”
Brenda nodded and gave Allison a wink, leading her to the far corner of the bar, and pointing out the tables she would be responsible for. They met with Randa, who was going off-shirt, and she briefed Allison on who was there, what they had, and what they owed, then took off.
Then it was up to her, and she felt woefully unprepared for it.
Not to mention woefully overexposed in her little kilt and bra top!
She resisted the urge to try, yet again, to tug the kilt lower. It was too tight around her hips to move, and if it did, well, it was already so low riding if it went lower she'd be showing her thong!
Two new men arrived and took an empty table. She hurried over to them, remembering to smile, as Brenda had told her during her little 'training session' the other day. Brenda also liked to flirt with them but that was just so not Allison's talent. Fortunately, they only wanted beer, so that was an easy first order. She smiled and went to fetch it.
It was uncomfortable moving through the bar, for at least half of the men she passed turned to look at her, their eyes roving over her lightly clad body. It made her squirm to think of what they must be thinking, and she wanted to shout out “I'm a lit major!” or something similar. It wasn't that she was totally unused to having men look at her admiringly, of course. She was an attractive young woman, after all. 
But her clothing tastes normally ran to loose trousers, ankle length skirts and modest tops. She'd never exposed this much flesh outside a beach before, and it made her feel vaguely indecent. She understood the 'business' reasons for the outfits, but that didn't mean she was comfortable wearing them and being ogled by half drunk men, many of them old enough to be her father!
The bar was noisy and crowded, with the sounds of various games mingled with shouts, laughter and sometimes cheers from the men, and women, watching them.
The women made her feel even more uncomfortable than the men. They didn't ogle her, so much as look at her dismissively or with disapproval. She had little difficulty imagining what they were thinking, for she'd have been thinking it herself if she'd ever wandered into a place like this prior to looking for employment here.
Why would you take a job wearing that kind of outfit, would be among her thoughts. Do you like having men treat you like a piece of meat? Do you like being stared at?
But she felt resentful towards those women. They'd been lucky or had connections so they didn't need to get a job like this, she thought in irritation. 
For the first hour or so she felt extremely self-conscious in the little outfit, but as Brenda had promised her, that soon began to wear off. And when four very good looking guys, perhaps athletes themselves, sat down at one of her tables, she felt a surge of something quite different as she hurried over to welcome them to Angelo’s.
It wasn't that these were the kinds of guys she usually had a lot to do with: far from it. These were men with broad shoulders and thick chests. These guys did not look like the normal educated, intelligent, sophisticated guys she preferred to spend time around. But on the other hand, they looked pretty good!
Especially the guy with the short, tousled blonde hair, the tall one, wearing just a tight T-shirt across wide shoulders.
“Hi guys,” she said. “Welcome to Angelo’s.”
“Hey beautiful,” the blonde guy said with a grin. “Can I have a Coors?”
“You surely can,” she said, surprised at her eagerness to please.
Four sets of eyes were turned on her and they were not, she was sure, all considering what to drink!
She flushed a little as she took their drink, giggled when one said he wanted her phone number, as if that was original, and then turned and headed back to the bar, knowing their eyes were on her ass.
Flaunting herself was not something Allison ever did, nor would she have imagined doing so and enjoying it, but she was feeling a strange sense of excitement as she brought their drinks, as they stared at her, wanting her, she knew, as she flirted with them, a little helplessly, and they leered at her. It was an entirely novel experience to her, and she felt a little breathless when she almost reluctantly left them to their drinks.
 It made her feel a little... cocky, and that made her feel guilty, but didn't stop the cocky feeling. It was certainly not something she expected to feel, but the atmosphere in the bar was different than anything she'd ever experienced. All the girls were dressed as she was, for one thing and it was a requirement. So none were judging each other as slutty for wearing something revealing. 
It was the uniform. That was all there was to it, and everyone knew that. So in a way, that excused her from wearing something so provocative in public. And the girls almost all flirted with their customers, or at least, were very nice to them, which helped tips enormously. So again, that was almost something expected of her, and not to be condemned by anyone.
It lent an element of freedom to behavior she, and most of her friends, would have condemned with snide, insulting comments if it had been done at school or out at some other gathering. And with the eyes of handsome men looking her up and down wherever she moved, Allison began to feel a strange sense of sexual empowerment, of something just short of excitement as she 'flaunted' herself in public.
The first time she felt a hand on her butt, of course, was a bit of a shock. She was passing between two groups of men when someone reached out and gave her ass a squeeze. She gasped and jerked forward, twisting around to stare at someone, but it wasn't obvious which one did it. Swallowing her indignation, she moved on.
It wasn't the last time, though, and sometimes she knew very well who'd done it. All she could do was scowl at them warningly. There wasn't a lot of point in getting upset. They were usually more than a little drunk, and it was, as Brenda had warned her, one of the things you simply had to put up with.
But it added to the strange sense of being a tasty lamb wandering around through a large wolf pack which eyed her hungrily wherever she went. That made her a little nervous, but in an odd way also added to that sense of exhibitionistic excitement. All that male attention might be distracting, and embarrassing, but certainly did nothing bad for a girl's ego.
She was just astonished to find she liked it.
Within a week or so she was quite used to it, and using it to her advantage. And within two weeks she was wearing a bra top which was a size too small, so as to reveal a little more creamy skin at the top of her breasts. Once again, that made her self-conscious, at first, but once again, she got used to it, and felt even more of a sense of giddy excitement at the way the guys all looked at her.
Not all the girls did, and there was a high turnover in staff. Those who stayed on seemed to take a cynical approach to the men who leched after them, willing to work it for the money.
“I guess this is how strippers do it,” Dana said one day.
“Well, I don't think of myself a stripper,” Hannah said indignantly.
“Of course not, but it's the same sort of mentality. I don't mean the ones up on a stage, but the ones who roam around flirting with the guys and getting them to buy lap dances.”
“You have a lot of experience in strip clubs?” Brenda asked with a smirk.
“No! It's just that... everyone knows!”
“Well don't give Angelo any ideas, or he'll have us wandering around in G-strings,” Hannah said.
Allison laughed, but she had to admit the comparison to strippers was one she'd thought of privately herself. And she toyed with the fantasy of herself as a stripper, up on a stage, taking off everything while men leered and shouted. It made her lower belly thrum in a hot, tight, liquid way, despite the knowledge there was absolutely no way she could ever have brought herself to do such a thing.
And after that, stripping became her favorite masturbation fantasy. She had little experience with strip clubs, never having been in one. She could see them, however, on the internet, and had seen videos and movies which featured scenes in strip clubs. Imagining herself dancing on a stage getting naked, or even more exciting, giving men lap dances, was a very hot, exciting fantasy which left her breathless, trembling and moaning in heat as she used her vibrator on herself in the privacy of her own bed.

* * *

The bar was quiet when he walked in, and Allison felt a little flurry of heat as he sat down alone in her section. It was late, and they were near closing, so her section was pretty much empty. She hurried over anyway.
“Hi,” she said in a musical voice. “We're closing in thirty minutes, sir.”
“That's all right,” he said in a deep, melodic voice. “I just want a quick drink.”
“What can I get you?”
He was perhaps thirty, had an athletic build, but certainly didn't seem like an athlete. He looked lithe and moved with a certain cat-like grace which made her lower belly hum. He was tall, had a slightly narrow face with large blue eyes, a narrow, aristocratic nose, and high cheekbones. His face was almost delicate, though his body definitely wasn't, and neither was his voice or attitude. 
He looked at her in a quick, appreciative way which didn't require ogling. She sensed he had summed her up in moments, at least so far as looks went, and liked what he saw, but wasn't going to push it. He drank a rum and coke, glancing at the screens around him in a casual fashion, but without a lot of interest. In fact, he spent most of his time on his Blackberry.
When she brought him the bill he paid in cash and tipped nicely, but he also stopped her and gave her a card.
“If you're looking for a little extra money sometime,” he said.
She frowned, instantly suspicious. But the card was an expensive one, very glossy, with gold writing in italics that said “Morgan Communications”.
“Uhm, as what?” she asked, suspicion not very well-hidden in her voice.
He gave a short bark of laughter.
“I like your stomach.”
She blinked in astonishment. “Pardon?”
“I'm a photographer,” he said. “One of my clients is a chain of health food stores. I'm always looking for smooth, healthy stomachs for modeling. Have you ever done any modeling?”
“Uhm, no,” she said, still suspicious but wondering what a picture of her stomach might get her.
He stared openly at her stomach, which made her feel both self-conscious and a little more fluttery in places south of there.
“You could use a little more definition, but you clearly exercise. Most young women have flat stomachs unless they eat too much and are sedentary, but your stomach is nicely toned.”
Allison flushed a little, flattered. But he was right. She was very disciplined about her daily exercise.
“I've never, uhm, modeled,” she said.
The truth was her interest had been more on the other side of the camera. She'd always loved taking pictures. Though of course, most of her pictures had been of things, scenery, animals, not people. 
“Don't worry. It's easy. Your face likely wouldn't be in any of the pictures anyway. It's just your stomach we like. So many women would kill for a stomach like that.”
It was weird having a guy staring at her stomach! That certainly hadn't been the part of her anatomy which had drawn the most looks over the previous month. Still, she was proud of her trim figure and flat stomach.
“You can make a hundred dollars for maybe an hours work,” he said. “Just give me a call or drop by during working hours.”
He looked her up and down assessing her, but there was something about that look which had nothing to do with the sort of sexual appraisal she'd been subjected to so often of late. It was the appraisal of a man eying something's value for a purpose that had nothing to do with his own sexual desire.
“Yes, you have a very good body,” he said.
She flushed a bit and looked around, then eyed him with suspicion again.
“I wouldn't allow any pictures of me my mom couldn't see,” she said with a pointed stare.
He grinned. “Then you have nothing to worry about. Your mom and dad could look at the pictures I have in mind and not have any problems.”
That was reassuring, but also, oddly, a bit disappointing.
She finished out her shift, counted out her tips, and then changed into her 'normal' clothes to go home.



Chapter Two
 
Morgan Communications turned out to be in an old, abandoned gas station on the industrial side of town. The faded, peeling paint on the outside did not impress her, but she walked into the office anyway. She'd taken two buses to get there, after all.
The former gas station office had been transformed. The interior had been gutted, the counter removed. It now had a nice desk, office chairs, and a blue curtain hanging across the large plate glass window. There were two computer monitors on the desk, and at least a half dozen computers on a counter running along the wall, along with numerous electrical boxes which blinked with lights.
Morgan came in from an open door and smiled. He was wearing a white silk shirt and jeans, and Allison felt a hot little flutter in her lower belly as he smiled at her.
“Hey. Allison, wasn't it?”
“Yes,” she said.
“I'm Collin, by the way.”
They shook hands, and she noted how big, and warm his hand was.
“And you've never modeled before? But you get the idea. Everyone knows what it involves. Basically I'll pose you and you hold still.  You won't have to worry about facial expressions or anything like that because your face won't be in the ad, at least not the one I have in mind.”
He led her through the doorway he'd come out of into what had once clearly been the garage. There was a hardwood floor there now, and long dark curtains hung along the concrete walls. It was now a studio, with a variety of tables, chairs, posters, shelves, and other furniture, much of it piled in a corner. There were no bearskin rugs on which a naked girl might pose, she thought in relief. There was a large, flat screen TV on the wall, just above a desk with another computer and monitor, and several tripods with cameras on them.
“I bought a few things for you to wear,” he said. “I had to guess at the size, but it really doesn't matter since we can adjust them in the back.”
There was no change room, but he did have an oriental screen for her to step behind to change. That made her quite nervous. The thought of stripping while he was just on the other side of the screen made her curse herself for nine kinds of stupid. What if he was some sort of crazed sex maniac!?
But she'd left the address with her girlfriend Mandy in case she didn't return home, just in case he was a crazy, and this was no time to get shy and refuse.
Besides, she wanted that hundred dollars.
She slipped off her skirt, feeling awfully exposed in her panties as she then removed her sweater. The outfit he wanted her to wear consisted of short athletic shorts and a tank top, the kind of jogging outfit a girl might wear on a hot day. She felt self-conscious when she went back around the screen, nervous and uncertain.
“Uhm, there weren't any shoes...”
“Your feet won't be in the shot,” he said with a smile, setting a camera and tripod down near the corner.
He guided her over before a screen, and pulled down several different colors before settling on a light blue. Then he examined her and picked up some clips from a table.
“I just need to make a few adjustments,” he said.
Allison felt his fingers on the tank top at her back, felt him tugging it back, and felt the material pressing more firmly against her breasts. She inhaled a bit, and flushed as she felt the material stuck in place. Then he came around in front of her.
“Better,” he said.
Allison looked down at the front of the tank top uncertainly. It was tight, far tighter than she'd have worn out on the street, but she reassured herself that her face wouldn't be in the picture anyway, and she supposed the ad wanted an attractive, athletic woman's body to show off.
“Now just stand there like that,” he said.
He bent over the camera, snapping several pictures.
“Turn a little to your left,” he said, before snapping more pictures.
“Now raise your arms up above your shoulders so they're not in the picture.”
He snapped more pictures, having her turn left, and then right.
“Arch your back a bit,” he said.
Allison flushed but did. She felt very odd as he snapped pictures. She wasn't wearing much, and what she was wearing was – tight, and he was just as attractive as he'd seemed in the restaurant. 
And he was staring at her body through the lens of that camera...
“Tug the shorts down a little,” he said.
“Uhm, how far?”
He laughed. “Not that far.”
She bit her lip and eased them down an inch as he snapped more pictures.
“Make sure you suck in that belly in whatever position you're in,” he said.
She frowned. She didn't have a belly to suck in, she thought indignantly.
But he wanted it extremely firm and flat in every picture, so she did her best.
“Tug the shorts down a bit more,” he said.
She eyed him suspiciously, telling herself there was no way he was going to talk her into striping an inch at a time! But she did ease them a little lower.
He took more pictures then straightened.
To her shock he unbuttoned his shirt and stripped it off.
“Wait for a minute,” he said.
He went behind the screen himself, and emerged a minute later wearing jogging shorts and nothing else. Allison swallowed nervously, but couldn't help admiring his own trim stomach. He didn't quite have washboard abs... not quite, but it wouldn't have taken much work to define them, for the shadows of those abs were clearly visible beneath his smooth skin. His biceps were similarly well-defined, in a well-toned, but not obvious way.
He went to the monitor on the wall and turned it on, then worked on the camera on the tripod before moving over to stand beside her. He used a remote control, now, to turn the camera on its tripod, to focus in and out, and to snap pictures as he stood next to her, his free arm either around her waist, or across her shoulder. The picture appeared on the large monitor they could both see, and as before, it focused on their middles.
He got a small box for her to stand on so her waist would be at the same height as hers, then lifted her up onto it without warning, making her gasp as his big hands encircled her waist.
“Perfect,” he said with a grin.
Again his arm went around her waist, and Allison was uncomfortably aware of the feel of his warm, soft flesh against hers, and how little clothing they were wearing. 
“Could you put your hand on my belly now?” he asked. 
“Uh, what?”
He laughed. “Don't worry. I showered.”
“Uhm, it's not that but...”
“I promise not to turn into a ravening animal,” he said, smiling.
“I'm not worried,” she said shyly.
He took her hand, kissed her knuckles and gave her the first actual male gaze she'd seen from him, then laid her open hand on his lower belly.
But any thoughts that might be the prelude to some sort of rude sexual come-on quickly evaporated as he turned his eyes to the monitor, positioned her hand carefully, then removed his.
He snapped several pictures, then had her move her hand a few times.
“What I'm aiming for is the sight of an obviously female hand on this nice belly. I'm sure you get the idea,” he said.
“Uh, yeah.”
But her hand flat on his belly was doing odd things to her, and giving her thoughts which had little to do with pictures and advertising.
“You're not bothered by this are you?” he asked.
“No! I mean, I'm fine,” she said, a bit nervously.
He winked and placed her hand a little lower on her belly. Allison sucked in air as he slid her fingers into the waistband of his shorts, but they weren't in far.
The camera snapped again, and she found herself watching the large monitor, looking at the image of her hand on his belly, not looking at him at all.
“Okay,” he said. “Good. Try on the other outfit now.”
Relieved, Allison went behind the curtain and examined the other outfit. At first glance it seemed to be more modest, but then she realized it was, in effect, silk pajamas, light pink ones.
She stripped out of the halter and shorts and put on the pajamas, buttoning them to the neck, then went warily back around to the other side.
“Have a look,” he said.
He was playing through the pictures he'd taken, bringing them up on the monitor. Allison knew they were of her, but was somewhat relieved to find they didn't show anything above her shoulders. They were torso pictures and most didn't even show her breasts. The central focus was clearly her stomach. She felt a little boost to her pride as she looked at how trim her tummy looked.
“You have a nice looking belly button,” he said with a grin.
She smiled shyly.
He led her back to the screen and pulled down a different color, then gazed at her thoughtfully.
“Would you mind removing your bra?” he asked.
She gulped and flushed at the words.
“No, I'm not going to suggest you bare your breasts for the camera. This isn't that sort of ad,” he said with a disarming grin. “But we do want some suggestiveness, and unless your breasts are saggy, which I doubt given your physique, they should look very nice under that top, but not graphic or anything.”
“I don't know,” she said uncertainly.
“Why don't we just see what it looks like and if you're not comfortable we won't do it.”
That sounded all right on the surface, but once behind the screen she realized that it still meant he would see her! Still, the top was completely opaque, and the blouse did button all the way down.
Which should have lent itself to some questions, but didn't.
When she came back around she had no bra on beneath the pajama top, and blushed a bit as he examined her.
“Looks fine,” he said. “The reason, I should have explained, is just so we don't get any bra lines in the picture.”
He then made her gasp by unbuttoning the lower buttons of the pajama top.
“Now remember, we're going for sexy, but we can't have any nudity,” he said. 
“Uhm, that's fine with me, believe me,” she said.
He laughed.
“Okay, unbutton the rest of the top, would you?”
She froze and he laughed again.
“Hold the shirt closed.”
She did it, a bit warily, and he opened the bottom of the shirt, lifting the sides up and clipping them back behind her while she held the thing closed over her breasts.
“Okay, you can button the button right between your breasts,” he said.
She did so quickly, gratefully, heart thumping as he took more pictures. Then there were more pictures of her standing alongside him. 
“Like this,” he said, gripping her hips and turning her slightly. “Okay, don't move.”
He snapped more pictures, then gripped her hips again, turning her in the other direction. The feel of his hands on her body through the thin pajama bottoms made her body thrum as she fought to keep her mind away from places it shouldn't be going.
He tugged her pajama bottoms down a bit more, then a bit more, and Allison realized she was filled with a kind of sexual tension she could hardly ever remember experiencing before.
And that tension rocketed up when he slipped the tips of his fingers under the waistband of her low riding pajama bottoms!
She didn't protest, though, only stared at the image of her lower belly in the monitor, staring at his fingers, his hand, watching as his fingers slid in further, until she could feel the tips against the waistband of her panties.
“Arch your back a little more, please,” he said, looking at the monitor and clearly focused on adjusting the camera.
Heart beating rapidly, Allison obeyed as the camera flashed.
She was getting extremely hot, she realized, somewhat breathless, and it wasn't due to the temperature in the garage!
The fact Collin hadn't put his shirt on again was certainly part of it, though.
The next outfit was a pair of yoga pants, very tight, stretchy and light gray. Above that she wore a little matching halter which barely covered her breasts, leaving her lower chest naked. Her entire stomach and upper abdomen were bare, of course.
He posed her, then had her turn around.
“Hey, let me give another idea a try,” he said.
He snapped pictures, and she turned her head to see that it was her behind focused in the camera.
“Collin!” she protested. “You're taking pictures of my butt!”
“You have a great butt,” he said unrepentantly. “And if there's one thing women want more than a nice smooth belly it's a nice tight butt.”
“Women, huh?”
He chuckled and snapped a few more pictures.
“Bend forward a bit,” he said.
Biting her lip, her mind swirling with indecision, but also feeling the grip of excitement tightening, she obeyed. What the hell, she thought, a little giddily, she did have a great ass!
“Nice,” he said, snapping pictures.
He had her turn a bit to the side, and took more.
“Now if you could just tug them down a bit?”
“Like all the way?” she said sarcastically.
“I don't think the health food store would like that,” he replied with a grin.
She eased the yoga pants a little lower, though they were already pretty low.
Then he had her straighten and turn so he could take more belly shots. 
He seemed so intent on his work she felt quite safe. She wondered if he was gay.
“Mind if I adjust this just a bit?” he asked, standing before her.
Without waiting he gripped the bottom of her tank top and pulled it up a bit, then up a bit more.
“Hey!” she gasped, clamping her hand down as the stretching bottom started to slide up across her bare breasts.
“Don't worry. This is not going to be a naked picture, I promise you! No breasts! The sites which carry these ads wouldn't allow it. These are not porn sites.”
She eased her hands down reluctantly, her chest tight as he gently eased the stretchy grip of the cotton up a bit more, up until just the very bottom of her breasts was bared.
Then he stepped back and took more pictures as she stood there, flustered, overheated, filled with tension and anxiety, and more than a little  frazzled. But she could see herself in the monitor, and had to admit the pictures looked awfully sexy. But she blushed as she noted the dimples of her erect nipples pushing out against the thin fabric.
She was almost expecting it as he came to pose next to her, and not terribly shocked as his fingers slipped into the waistband of her low riding yoga pants. The camera flashed, and she felt the sexual tension within her rising higher, felt her chest getting tighter.
He moved to stand behind her, then, and slipped his hand onto her belly, caressing her lightly.
“You have very soft skin,” he said, the warm air of his breath in her ear.
His fingers slipped into the waistband of her yoga shorts as the camera flashed.
“Excellent,” he murmured. “Beautiful.”
He eased his hand out and then took her left hand, placing it on her left hip.
“You hold the material there so it doesn't go lower,” he said.
She accepted that, of course, though confused. Why would her – ?
Then he tugged the right side of the yoga pants down further.
Allison gasped as she stared at the monitor, saw the right side of the yoga pants dipping down her bare hip. His fingers tugged the string of her panties with it so that her hip was bare, and the camera flashed.
Her lower abdomen was bare now, and her pulse was racing in her throat as his fingers released the fabric. Then his flat hand was on her lower belly, her very lower belly, not more than a hand-span above her pussy, rubbing lightly as the camera snapped.
“Arch,” he whispered.
He removed his hand, then took her hands, raising them above her head and pulling them back behind her neck. He deftly crossed her wrists there, and then held them with one strong, warm hand as the other manipulated the remote control. She gasped as he pulled back on her wrists, back and down, forcing her back to arch more.
“I-I think – “ she gasped breathlessly.
“Shh,” he said in her ear.
He slipped the remote into his pocket, then his fingers slid into her panties, and she jerked in shock as she felt them sliding unhesitatingly down over her pussy, rubbing lightly against her clit.
“You're very tense,” he said. “I've sensed it for some time.”
Allison was in shock, and her mind froze, unable to respond. The sudden sensations he was rousing as his finger rubbed lightly along her clit were stunning, and knocking the breath out of her as she felt his lips on the nape of her neck. Her arms jerked convulsively, but his hand held them firmly, wrists crossed behind her neck.
She stared at the monitor on the wall, watching his hand disappear into her pants, seeing the movement of his knuckles against the material as his fingers moved up and down against her.
She felt him pushing against her from behind, felt the hardness in his jogging shorts as it pushed against her buttocks, and moaned low in her throat.
Oh my God!
His lips were moving slowly along the nape of her neck, and she gasped as his hand pushed in harder, staring at her jogging pants pushed down below her crotch now as his fingers rubbed lightly and very skillfully against her.
“Beautiful,” he whispered, his lips on the nape of her neck.
Her hips jerked and trembled as the sensations flooded her body and mind, and she saw her overheated skin flushing red as he quite deliberately turned her away from the camera. His hand came away from her groin and both hands gripped her wrists, then pulled them apart, pushing them forward, then down, and very smoothly pulled them back behind her.
“Oh!” she gasped, as he raised her wrists, forcing her to bend over at the waist. He pulled her wrists together again, lifting them almost straight up as her jogging pants slid down to her knees.
Then his free hand slid in under her buttocks, squeezed them, then slid between her trembling thighs, rubbing up and down along her warm, throbbing sex.
“C-Collin!” she gasped.
His foot came down on the material of her jogging pants between her legs, forcing it down around her ankles.
“Step out of them,” he said in a firm voice that brooked no resistance.
Nor did she consider resisting. Allison pulled her left foot out of them and felt his knee against the inside of her thigh, pushing her legs apart. Her mind was swirling with heat and emotions, still completely flustered at this sudden shocking turn of events. The heat was overwhelming her good sense, overwhelming her natural shyness and hesitation.
She felt his fingers ease back, then gasped as something else pushed against her there. She was bent over at the waits, and turned to stare up between her legs at the sight of his cock, his thick, hard, long, swollen, hard cock, rubbing up and down along the moist length of her pussy. Dazed, she stared at it, watched as it pushed into her, felt, as well as saw it spreading her open – wider – wider still, and then groaned helplessly as it pushed into the mouth of her sex.
Oh my God!



Chapter Three
 
Allison was hardly a virgin, but nor was she particularly experienced. She'd had the usual fumbling introductions to sex during her teens, followed by one boyfriend who'd lasted no more than three months, then a second who'd lasted only a few months longer. The sex with them had been... fun, exciting, a little embarrassing and uncomfortable, sometimes awkward, and tense, at least on her part, for she knew how inexpert she was.
None of it had been like this! She'd rarely felt this degree of wild sexual tension, her insides swirling and churning so much she could hardly think. And she'd never done anything this... sudden, this shockingly wild! She'd certainly never contemplated going so far with a man she barely knew! And he was an older man, not old enough to fall into the category of 'old' like teachers and parents but certainly a decade or so beyond her.
Allison had never dated a 'man' before. She still considered her contemporaries to be boys, and yet here she was letting this man she barely knew drive what felt like an enormous cock deep into her belly! And not in some soft, gentle, romantic meeting of souls either! No! This was wild, raw and carnal! It was like nothing she'd ever felt before, and a part of her was aghast at what was happening.
She was standing up, bent over like some... some... and she could see through her own legs, upside down, that his own legs were spread wide as he maneuvered himself in against her. His cock pushed forward, forcing its way through the soft, moist folds of flesh within her, spreading her wide as it burrowed deeper. Her mind was reeling as she stared dazedly at the upside down sight of his cock disappearing into her body.
She was trembling, wide-eyed with shock, and all her attention was fixed on the sensation of his thick cock making its firm, unstoppable drive into her now over-filled belly.
“Oh! Oh! Wait! Wait!” she gasped she felt the aching sensation build, as his cock moved simply too far for her to accommodate.
But he didn't wait, and she discovered her body could indeed accommodate the size of his shaft as he drove it deeper still. Then his hips were pressing firmly against her upraised buttocks, and she, helpless, panting, moaning, felt him beginning to grind himself against her, felt his cock moving, twisting within her.
“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh!”
He drew back slowly, and the ache faded from within her. The taut lips of her sex still felt stretched, straining around the thickness of his girth as he drew his shaft slowly back. Then he pushed forward again, and she felt the ache deep inside her grow, peak, and then fade as he drew back.
Panting, gasping, she stared upside down, then dropped her head, staring at the floor, unable to move, to straighten, as he held her crossed wrists high above. His cock moved in and out of her, slowly at first, but as her body adjusted, its movements quickened.
She gasped again as his free hand cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it firmly. Bent over as she was, her breasts hung below her, full and heavy, the nipples aching as his fingers dug into the sensitive flesh. His hips moved and circled even as he moved in and out, and now he was thrusting against her hard enough to jar her body, to knock her hips forward.
It was all so overwhelming! Allison could hardly think, could hardly believe what had happened, what was happening! His cock was thrusting faster still, his hips slapping against her buttocks now even as he held her so firmly in place. Her insides burned and throbbed as  her breasts began to wobble. He pinched one of her nipples, plucked at it, then crushed her breast in his hand again as he drove himself into her.
Abruptly, his right arm swept in under her belly as he jerked her arms further forward. She yelped at the ache in her shoulders. It forced her forward and down, and she would have fallen but for his arm beneath her. He held her, lowering her to the floor, his cock still inside her. And then she was kneeling, he kneeling behind her. He released her arms, and she gasped in relief as they dropped to the floor. An instant later she felt his hands on her hips, jerking her bottom up.
She yelped as he slapped her buttocks sharply, then he gripped her thighs, jerking them apart. A moment later his hand pushed down on her rising back, forcing her head and shoulders to the floor.
All the while the thrust into her with a firm, quick stroke that had his thick shaft churning her insides into a hot, seething stew of sensations that swept through her body and mind like a continuous storm.
Gasping, moaning, she was overawed by it all, even as some part of her was gripped by a sense of shocked delight at the raw, carnal thrill of being taken so firmly, so strongly, and ridden like... like an animal!
Another slap to her bottom made her yelp, followed by his hands on her upper thighs, jerking them up and in, spreading them wide, positioning her as he desired. She started to raise her chest, only to feel his hand between her shoulder blades, pushing her firmly back down so that her breasts pillowed out beneath her. And all the while his hips slapped against her buttocks as he drove himself into her.
The ache and strain was still there, but it didn't seem to matter as wildfire sensations of an intensity she couldn't ever remember experiencing swept over her body and through her already dazed mind. She felt akin to a lost child standing in a field battered by a howling storm, only this storm was one of pleasure that had her goggling in shock. She couldn't move, couldn't think, could only experience it as Collin continued to drive himself into her with powerful strokes that now drew a startled cry from her open mouth with every thrust.
She felt the intensity rise and sharpen, and then the orgasm flooded her mind and body and she gave herself to it with a mixture of exultation and regret. Exultation, for the orgasm was clearly going to be massive, she could tell just in the first instant; regret, for the intensity of the pleasure would then abate.
Yet as the orgasm rose in power she knew it was worth it, and it was all she could do not to scream, to howl, as the power tore through her. And then she couldn't even restrain herself that far, as her throat ached to her half repressed cries of passion and pleasure. The orgasm went on and on, far longer than any she could remember, shocking and delighting her, for she wished it would never end.
The drumbeat of his hips against her buttocks pounded her throughout, as did the deep aching thrust of his cock within her. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body trembled and shook even as he clamped his hands around her waist to hold her in position. Her upper torso writhed and jerked, which caused her breasts to be ground against the carpet below.
Her nipples burned!
It hurt and yet... and yet it hurt in a dark, thrilling way, as if any sensation would merely add to the storm of pleasure engulfing her. And so with barely a thought she exaggerated her movements, grinding her breasts, her nipples, against the carpet below as he continued to drive himself into her.
The orgasm faded, finally, leaving her chest heaving, gulping in air, realizing that somehow she had forgotten that most elementary bodily function of breathing. Nothing had mattered but the pleasure, and breathing had not been important.
She all-but lay limp, panting, moaning eyes slitted, hair spilled over her face against the floor. Yet her bottom was still raised high, her knees apart, as Collin held his tight grip on her waist. His cock was still deep within her, still just as thick and full and hard and hot.
And he had slowed down now, still thrusting, but more casually. His hands pulled away from her waist, sliding up and down her back and then under along her ribs. She moaned weakly, her body starting to sag, and a quick slap to the bottom and a jerk on her hips corrected her, reminding her to not move that part of her body.
Allison couldn't bring herself to resent this, not in the state she was in. She simply accepted that this was a requirement, and, groaning, tried to get her bearings as his cock continued to move in and out of her, and his hands roamed her body. He peeled the tank top up over her head, down along her arms and then tossed it away. Then his elbows came down on either side of her, and she felt the warm flesh of his belly and chest press firmly but not heavily against her back.
She felt his breath against the back of her neck, then his hands combed her hair away to make room for his lips. She was still recovering, still panting heavily as he kissed and rained gentle bites along the back and nape of her neck.
“You're so fucking gorgeous,” he whispered. “And I could get off just on touching your skin.”
His tongue slid along her neck, then his jaws closed on it more firmly than before as he began to suck lightly. 
Allison felt... taken... felt the deeply instinctive wildness of being ridden by a large, powerful male. Then his hands pushed in beneath her chest, filling themselves with her breasts. She moaned as his fingers began to knead them, even as his hips continued to grind and roll, his cock held deep within her belly.
“Hot little slut,” he whispered.
It should have insulted her, but it didn't. Instead she felt a rush of pride, of ego arrive with her returning sanity. He was a man, after all, and a large, powerful one. And he seemed honestly, intensely aroused by her. By her! It was not the sort of thing bookish Allison had a lot of experience in. 
Her time at Angelo's, brief as it was, had certainly clued her in on the fact that men found her to be attractive, especially when dressed in those short little outfits Angelo had them put on. That was no surprise, really. But that was a theory, and this was the practice. She'd gone from being self-conscious to being somewhat smug, and even titillated by the obvious appreciation of her as a woman she'd experienced there.
This, however, was something far more intense, and brought home to her with a jarring rush what hunger she could rouse in a man – without even trying! That was heady stuff for Allison, and something she was still struggling to wrap her mind around.
Nor was this the time to focus her mind on anything complex, for she was wrapped in a cocoon of satisfaction, of languorous pleasure in the afterglow of that massive orgasm. She could barely open her eyes and wanted only to lay there and recover.
But she couldn't. For he wasn't finished! And only now did it come to her. He wasn't finished!?
A moment later he eased up and back, and then she yelped as she felt him gather her hair in a thick mass, and in the next instance, pull upwards. It wasn't a fast pull, nor a sharp one, but it was inexorable, irresistible, and it forced her abruptly up onto all fours.
His hands released her hair, then cupped her breasts as he began to thrust more sharply. Allison's eyes widened, and she swallowed and tried to brace her body, spreading her fingers wide, and pushing her arms forward as his hips began to slap against her buttocks with more authority.
God! She thought.
His finger pinched her nipples sharply, and she yelped, but then they released them as he ran his hands up and down along her ribs, then back under once more to knead her breasts. His hips moved faster, that mighty cock driving into her more powerfully. Then one of his hands slid along her belly, in between her legs, and she moaned as his fingers sought out her clitoris and began to rub against it.
The sensation was uncomfortable at first, then twisted into something else, something which sent rapidly increasing sensations sweeping up her spine and through her body.
His other hand gathered in her hair and began to pull, but not like before. Now he jerked back each time he drove forward, until Allison's body began to move in tandem with him, her bottom rutting back to meet his strokes, redoubling the impact to jar a gasp with every deep thrust.
“That's it, baby,” he growled, low in his throat.
Allison was pleased to hear the hunger and the breathlessness in his voice.
“Gorgeous little slut,” he said. “Move that ass, baby. Move that beautiful ass.”
She squirmed and moaned, the sensations his fingers were rousing in her building so rapidly they left her shocked. She felt the pressure building around her even as he thrust harder, even as his hips began to pound against her buttocks once again.
And then another explosive orgasm flooded her mind and body, and drove her body into near convulsions as he rammed himself into her. She cried out again and again as he jerked back on her hair to hold her in place, rode her through it like a wild, bucking mare, and ground his fingers relentlessly into her swollen clitoris.

* * *

The blushing came afterward.
She barely knew the man, after all! And as Allison finally collapsed to the floor, got her breath back, and then rolled over, she stared up at the man buckling his jeans on and looking down at her, and awareness came flooding back to her. She was naked, practically spread-eagled on the floor before this … man! She sat up, suddenly feeling shy and guilty, and her eyes darted about in search of her clothing.
He grinned and bent over, offering her a hand. Blushing, she took it, and he half lifted her to her feet, and almost off them!
He kissed her, smoothly, softly, but fully, his arms sliding around her, caressing her back, then her buttocks.
“Beautiful nymph,” he said. “Let me get you a drink.”
“I-I no, it's...”
But he ignored her, still holding her hand, leading her over to the corner.
Well, she could use a drink, given what she'd just gone through! It had all been so... overwhelming!
And yet, she was blushingly aware she was still naked, and despite what she'd just done, or at least, what they'd done, she still barely knew this man!
Allison had never really been comfortable naked, not even around her boyfriends. Sex had taken place in darkened rooms, usually, and she'd dressed soon after. It was bright in the room, and here she was walking across the floor naked!
He handed her a drink, and she tried to cover her breasts a little while taking it. He led her to the sofa and she sat down on the end. He sat next to her, then lifted her and turned her, pulling her up so she was sitting across his lap and her breasts were on a level with his face.
“You have incredible breasts,” he said.
He ran his hand over them as he said it, and she blushed anew.
“Of course, it's pretty easy for you young girls to have great bodies. It's a little harder for men,” he said, grinning as he ran his hand over his own washboard abs.
“You must exercise a lot,” she said shyly.
He smiled and drew her hand in, rubbing her fingers along his belly. He released it but Allison continued to caress his stomach, enjoying the sensation of the firm muscles beneath the soft, tanned skin.
“You get into a routine, and have to maintain it. I wouldn't do it but for the pictures,” he said. 
“Do you model a lot?” she asked.
“No. I only model for me. I take pictures of women, but sometimes there needs to be a guy in the picture too, and since I'm not too ugly, I use me.”
He caught her nipples, suddenly, rubbing them lightly between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers.
'You have really nice nipples,” he said. “Have you ever considered getting them pierced?”
“P-Pierced? Uhm, no,” she gulped.
“Your breasts are very firm, so rings would look very erotic here,” he said, pressing a little harder squeezing her nipples as he tugged at them, stretching them a little.
He released them and dropped a hand to the table, getting his drink, taking another sip. Allison remembered her own, and took a cautious sip. It was a vodka and tonic.
His other hand dropped between her legs.
“Spread your legs,” he said.
It wasn't said harshly, but it was almost in the form of a command which had Allison obeying with hardly a thought.
His fingers traced the line of her sex as she blushed again.
“Everything about you is so photogenic,” he said admiringly, “even your pussy.”
“My pussy?”
“Firm, light colored lips, a nice shave, thought laser hair removal would be better and smoother. Yes, this would look excellent on camera.”
“Uhm, no thank you,” she said.
He chuckled. “Remember what I said? We won't put any pictures on the internet you'd be worried about your father seeing.”
She frowned and felt something like relief.
“But... How could you – ?”
He grinned. “Your face doesn't have to appear in the picture, you know. Do you think if I was to take a picture of your pussy right now and put it on the internet, anyone would recognize it and say to themselves . “Oh what a slut that Allison is!”
She giggled a little at his falsetto voice.
“I've known women who've found it extremely exciting to do all kinds of things before the camera, even to deliberately post them on the internet, as long as their face wasn't shown. They love the idea of hundreds of thousands of men staring at their bodies, getting aroused by looking at them. Yet they don't have to worry about anyone they know recognizing them.
“Why would they want to do that?” she asked, a little breathily as his fingers continued to caress her.
“Don't you get off a little on the attention you get at the restaurant?”
“Get off? No.”
“You're aware of the attention you get in those little costumes.”
“Well, yeah but – .”
“And that isn't kind of an exciting thing sometimes?”
“Not – exciting exactly... ”
“But it's an ego boost.”
“Well, kind of.”
“Now imagine doing it completely naked.”
“I'd never do that!' she said.
“I didn't say that. I said, imagine it,” he said.
“They'd be groping me like crazy!”
“But imagine they couldn't. And they wouldn't be saying anything rude either, no come-ons.”
“It's hard to imagine that,” she said with a sniff.
“But if you could walk around naked, everyone hot for you, wanting you, staring at you, yet you'd still be anonymous, as if you were wearing a mask.”
“You're a pervert, you know,” she said.
“Yup.”
But the idea was kind of interesting. Walking around naked, wearing a mask so nobody could see her, and nobody could grab her or anything. That would be so kinky!
He winked. “Let me show you something,” he said.
He set her down and then stood up, going across the room. He returned with another camera on a tripod, and she blushed, crossing her arms across her chest as he set it down and focused on her. He didn't object, and then the image of herself appeared in the large wall screen across from her.
“Colin!” 
“Don't worry. It's not recording.”
He sat down again, then lifted her up onto his lap. Now that she was raised up she could see that the image in the screen stopped at her neck. That was a relief!
He took her wrists and pulled them away from her breasts, then kissed each in turn before raising them up and back, then crossing them behind her neck.
“Collin!” she whined in protest.
“Shh. Don't worry. Trust me.”
She fidgeted and squirmed a little, but as he held her wrists against her neck there was little she could do. And besides, the image on the screen now stopped at her upper chest.
She felt him gathering in her hair behind her neck, then he pulled back and she gasped as she had to raise and pull her head back, arching her back.
“Now,” he said. “Suppose daddy was looking at this on the internet? Would he know who it was?”
“N-No!” she gulped.
His right hand had pushed between her thighs, and she'd spread them almost by instinct. She gasped as his fingers rubbed lightly against her clit.
“Wider,” he said.
She obeyed, biting her lip as she stared at the screen.  There was something horribly kinky and thus horribly exciting about this. Staring at herself on a TV screen was a wild thrill, especially as his fingers began to rub against her clit again.
He paused in his movements, and used the remote to adjust the camera once more. 
Then his fingers traced the line of her sex and pushed into her. She stared at them, first by looking down, then by looking across at the screen. She felt herself becoming aroused again, and stared at the screen, watching his fingers as they rubbed, watching them as they slid in and out of her glistening sex. It was so wild seeing it like that up on the big television!
He stopped with a chuckle, leaving her somewhat breathless. Then he set her down again and stood up.
“Let me show you something anonymous,” he said.
He went across to a large chest of drawers and opened a few, then pulled out something, no two somethings. He returned and she gasped as she saw a large black dildo in his hand.
“Oh no!” she said.
“Tssh,” he said, dismissing her objection.
He tossed it on the sofa, then showed her the other thing. It was a mask, sort of like a ski mask, but with no eye holes, and made of some soft, stretchy nylon fabric not unlike panty hose. She would have objected under other circumstances, but with the camera still on she felt that something over her face might not be a terribly bad idea!
It slipped over fairly easily, and drew in firmly around her throat. There was only a hole over her mouth, but she could see through the material. 
The camera moved as he operated the remote, and her shoulders, then her head came into view. But as she stared at the TV she saw nothing of herself above the shoulders but the black nylon – and her mouth. She again felt a sense of relief as his fingers stroked skillfully across her clit.
“Now no one would even guess it was you,” he said.
He pulled her thighs wider, lifting them up and apart, then picked up the dildo and placed it against her pussy. 
Allison's hand reached for his, to fend it off, but he ignored it, and she wasn't really willing to put up a fight. She gasped a little as the thick dildo pushed against her. She was a little sore, but it still felt – nice – as he penetrated her with it and pushed it slowly into her belly.
“Wh-why do you keep things like this around?” she asked.
“I take a lot of different kinds of pictures,” he said with a smile, “And some require different props than others.”



Chapter Four
 
It didn't take Allison long to understand what he'd said.
“Y-You mean porn!” she gulped.
“No, erotica. There is a difference, my sweet.”
Allison gasped as she felt the thick sex toy spreading her open, felt it sliding into the moist, tight interior of her body, and stared, transfixed, at the image on the television. He pushed the dildo in quite deep, so that only an inch or so protruded, and his fingers began to caress her clit again as he pulled back on her hair to arch her back.
Allison moaned, her breathing becoming more ragged as the heat flooded her body. She stared at herself in the camera, seeing the deep flush spreading up her chest as her hips began to spasm and jerk, her muscles spasming, the intensity of the sensations growing more powerful.
Then he stopped.
“Don't you think that looks erotic?” he purred.
“It looks... kinky,” she said, panting.
“Kinky?”
“It looks like porn!”
Not that she was so desperately opposed to that at the moment.
“And what defines eroticism?”
“I don't know,” she gulped. “It just looks like... a girl hiding her face is all.”
“But a mysterious girl, perhaps, a mysterious woman indulging in deep, dark, carnal fantasies.”
He released her wrists and then stood her up, standing as well. Allison reached for the mask but he took her hand, pulling her after him across the room into the corner.
“Let us try this instead,” he said. “And you tell me how erotic it is.”
He drew her wrists out and kissed both, then raised them high. “We will change you from a mere girl hiding her identity to a fantasy creature.”
Allison gasped, staring up above her as he held her wrists together, then slipped a leather strap around them. The strap was attached to a chain which hung from the ceiling, and it took her a moment to understand his intent. It took her another moment of shocked realization to decide what, if anything to do about it, and by then the strap was tight around her wrists.
“Colin!” she gasped in protest.
“Remember, you are masked. No one can tell your identity.”
He moved back, and she found herself bound in place on the balls of her feet, the leather strap tight around her wrists. The shockwave of this rippled through her mind again and again even as the heat and arousal deepened. Oh yes, anxiety and uncertainty, embarrassment and wariness were there, but the heat overcame them as he picked up a camera and examined it.
He snapped a picture, then another.
“Look down and to your right,” he instructed.
“You can't ...”
“Do not fear. Our deal is still that no picture you don't approve of can be saved. All else must be deleted. Besides, I need your agreement to use them for anything profitable.”
“But – !”
“And you are entirely masked so no one can recognize you.”
Which was true but still! Allison felt her heart thumping, and was blushing under the mask as he raised the camera.
“Down and to your right.”
She reluctantly obeyed, and he snapped more pictures, moving rapidly around her.
“I'll use black and white film,” he said, “to get the contours of your body.”
That was vaguely reassuring, at least in the sense he was attempting to take 'erotic' pictures, rather than porn, but Allison was still anxiously shifting her weight from one foot to the other, blushing and uncertain as he snapped her picture.
He knelt and took pictures from knee height,  then climbed on a short stepping stool and took pictures downward.
“A little extra prop,” he said, going to the cabinet.
He returned with what she thought was another strap. On closer examination it looked like a strap with a black ball attached to one side. 
“Open your mouth wide, my dear,” he said.
He pressed the ball against her mouth and Allison was forced to open almost in self-defense, her query about what he was doing muffled. The ball was soft, pliable, and his thumb pushed it between her teeth as he squeezed it into a more narrow shape. Once past her teeth, however, it expanded once again, and she felt another shockwave roll through her as she understood it was a gag.
Her eyes, invisible behind the mask, were enormous as she felt the thick ball expand within her mouth. Colin drew the strap around her head and it locked firmly together behind her with Velcro.
She could hardly protest as Colin moved about her, snapping pictures again.
“Head back now, stare up at the ceiling,” he said.
Anxiously, nervously, her body charged with sexual electricity, Allison complied, as the camera continued to snap pictures. 
He moved away and used a wire to attach the camera to the computer in the back. Then pictures started to flash on the big TV, and Allison stared at them, memorized. Was that her!? She had to admit they looked awfully erotic! He had made her body look so incredible! So sexy and taut and firm!
She had to admit to herself that the ones with the gag in looked even kinkier. It was like.. like it wasn't even her, not even a girl, just a body with a mannequin’s head or something! 
He moved behind her as the pictures flashed on the screen, and his hands slid around her, caressing her breasts, rolling her nipples as his lips came down on the nape of her neck. One of his hands slid down her body and his fingers began to stroke against her clit as she moaned and ground her buttocks back against him.
“I could sell these pictures,” he said, “If you wanted to make more money. No one would have a clue they were you.”
The idea was both appalling and strangely exciting. She looked so hot in those pictures! But of course, she would be humiliated if anyone saw her face. But they couldn't! She was as anonymous as could be! 
She tried to ask how much, but was reminded that she was gagged. She could say nothing, could only gasp and moan as his fingers moved over her body and her hips began to roll and grind in helpless arousal. Her body writhed against him and she felt herself beginning to approach orgasm.
Then he pulled away, leaving her gasping. He walked away, did something over by the cabinet, and returned, holding another black dildo, this one gleaming. She stared at it, more than a little dazed, not understanding as he twisted her around and bent to suckle and chew on her nipples and the surrounding flesh. He sank to his knees, hands gripping her buttocks, pulling them apart so she had to balance precariously on her toes. His lips and tongue began to caress her clit, though, and any protest she might have had died stillborn under the flood of excitement and sensations.
Then, as she moaned helplessly in thrall to the churning pleasure and heat, she felt one of his hands come free of her buttocks. A moment later she felt a pressure – there – and gasped as she twisted her head around, trying to see, then stared down. She could not see what his hand was doing but certainly felt the pressure as the other dildo pressed against her back passage.
She tried to tell him no! She tried to shake her head, but his lips were on her clit, his eyes inches from her belly. He wasn't looking up, and she could do nothing as the dildo pressed inward, dipped, withdrew, pushed again, easing itself up into her ass!
Allison again felt that sense of being overwhelmed by circumstances and unable to influence what was going on. Her initial fear of pain slowly faded as he took his time working the sex toy into her bottom, and the heat and churning sexual vortex which had enveloped her reasserted itself as she lost herself to the heat.
She groaned at the pressure inside her, from both dildos now. The sense of fullness was like nothing she'd ever felt before! And with his tongue on her clit she had little chance to focus her mind on anything but the sheer, raw pleasure sweeping through her system.
That was before he left her again, on the brink of orgasm, standing with a cheeky grin, and picking up his camera. She moaned and twisted, pulling against the strap around her wrists as she stared through the thin mask, imploring him with her eyes – though she knew he could not see them – to make her come.
She blushed as he snapped pictures behind her, from his knees, then yelped as she felt the straps tightening around her wrists. She felt them pulling on them, and with a gasp, she felt her toes pulling free of the floor! She was hanging free, the pressure around her wrists close to painful as she swung slowly below them, her toes and feet twitching and reaching for the ground only an inch or two below.
“Excellent. Your body looks so tight and taut and stretched out like this,” he said from behind his snapping camera.
The dildo protruding from her pussy was jammed in tight by her thighs, which squeezed the lips of her sex around it. The one he'd shoved into her bottom was squeezed even tighter between her buttocks.
She kicked her feet helplessly, but movement just jerked her around on the line so she tried to hang still, panting, moaning into the gag, staring at him as he snapped pictures.
He put down the camera and returned for more props. The next one was a studded leather collar he slipped around her throat, and fastened behind her. Then a pair of restraints around her ankles. He considered her as if from an artist's perspective, then nodded as if settling some inner dispute.
He returned for another prop, and then showed her something which widened her eyes enormously. It was a whip! Fear rose in her and she jerked against the straps even as he laughed.
“Don't worry,” he said. “It's not a real whip or anything. See? Feel.”
He swung the thing against her. It was more of a flog than a whip, with long, thin laces which spread out as it flew through the air, then struck her across the chest. There was no pain, however, for there was no weight behind them at all, and she sighed in relief.
“It's a prop. But watch what I can do with it,” he said.
He took the fake whip over to the corner and pulled out a plastic jar of something, then dipped the long thin strands into it. He pulled them out dripping wet with some sort of red liquid.
“Red dye,” he informed her, letting the excess dribble into the jar. 
He shook it a little until nothing else was falling off, then came back to her. He drew back his arm, swung the 'whip' forward, and as before, the thin strands spread out and struck across her chest. This time when they fell back, however, they left behind eight or ten thin red lines across her pale flesh.
“See? To a camera, it will look like you've just been deliciously whipped,” he said with a grin.
He proceeded to 'whip her' bringing the flog down across her chest and belly several more times, then dipping the strands into the jar again to whip her back. Then he took a number of pictures while Allison contemplated how on earth she had come to this when all she'd intended doing was posing for a few tame pictures!
He began to flash the pictures up on the TV again, and she stared once more, shocked at the sight. The collared, gagged woman there who looked like she had been whipped was so... kinky and darkly erotic! It was an astonishing thought that it was actually her!
And thank God no one who knew her would suspect for an instant!
Allison had never thought much of bondage, but she'd never seen such excruciatingly erotic pictures before, and knowing they were of herself gave her a glow of delicious pride and heat.
Even if her wrists were aching!
The strange facelessness of the pictures was not merely comforting but oddly exotic. Was it the ultimate in objectification, she wondered? For there was no person there, merely a body. Yet the nylon mask was tight across her face so that she could see the shape of eye sockets, nose and jaw. There was a person there, but it was such an anonymous person, and the contrast with the brazen nudity of the body was jarring!
The graphic sight of the dildos protruding from that soft, pale body was even more breathtaking. Their darkness stood out so clearly, and she didn't have to imagine what it felt like with the rest of them driven deep into her body. Would a viewer of these pictures know what it felt like? Would they imagine it? Would it arouse them?
Her own body throbbed around the dildos, and her nipples stung with their tender hardness, so rigid that she longed to feel fingers, mouths, even teeth against them. The stripes across the anonymous girl's body spoke of cruelty, and yet aroused some dark side of her mind to breathless hunger and a swirling, churning fantasy of herself as some sort of helpless sex slave and prisoner!
A prisoner of Colin, a man she yet barely knew, but who she was starting to feel a measure of comfort around. With him moving around her in just his jeans, his lithe, powerful body constantly drawing her eye, she would have been in a constant state of heightened sexual tension even without all the rest of what was happening! With it, she could hardly think of anything but him using her, as he had before, plunging himself into her, their gasping breath and moans joining into a seething chorus of raw sexual power!
He moved behind her, his hands stroking her buttocks, sliding up and down her back and then her hips and ribs, moving around before her to cup and knead her breasts. She cried out into the gag as he seized her nipples, pinching and plucking them, yet the dark heat threatened to overawe her merely from the pinpoint stings of her aching little pink buttons!
Grinning, as if he could sense the arousal gripping her, he pinched her nipples and stretched them up and forward so that her body actually leaned into him, her back arching as she instinctively tried to ease the sting on her nipples. She moaned into the gag, staring at him helplessly.
He released them and she groaned as her stinging nipples throbbed more dully. But a moment later his big hands caught at her ribs and he bent, taking the center of her left breast into his mouth, sucking lightly, rhythmically as his tongue teased her still-throbbing nipple.
His hands slid down to her waist, all-but encircling her, and he lifted her upwards, shifting his mouth onto her other nipple as both burned with dark, aching pleasure.
He drew back, releasing her, and then arrogantly undid his jeans. Her eyes jerked down to his groin as the jeans slowly opened, then slid down his legs. She felt a hot surge of excitement, for he was just as beautiful below the waist as above, and his cock sprang up like a spear of flesh, thick and hungry for her.
He stepped out of them and grinned at her, then moved closer, wrapping his arms around her, cupping her buttocks as he pulled her in against him. Then he drew back and gave her body a twist. She yelped as she began to swing on the end of the chain. His hands reached out, spinning her again, keeping her twisting and twisting for long seconds.
Then he halted her abruptly, with her back to him. Breathless, dazed, gasping, overheated, and now a trifle dizzy, Allison was incapable of rational thought as she felt the dildo in her bottom pulled back, then out. Almost immediately something almost the same and yet – different, slid smoothly up into her body. She knew from the warmth and the feel it was no dildo, and moaned helplessly as his hands crushed her breasts and his warm hips pushed in against her buttocks.
Anal sex was not something she'd ever thought much about, and yet now she could feel the long length of him up inside her belly. And it didn't hurt at all!
His hands slid down her body, gripped the inside of each thigh, and pulled her legs wide as his hips began to grind, then pump against her. Allison shuddered and moaned, swept by sensations from all directions, her emotions swirling and churning as heat burned deep within her body and mind.
His cock was moving smoothly up and down inside her, and she felt a dark, erotic excitement at the sensation of its movement. It was so kinky and wild! All of this was so kinky and wild! It was almost impossible to believe it was happening to her!
His big hands had spread her legs wide apart as he used his grip to pull her back against him with each thrust. Her body simply swung in and back on the end of the chain, and she stared helplessly at the television, realizing that as the black and white still pictures had come off she was still front and center on the screen. Only it was living color, and live, the camera a little to the side and behind her so that it could easily see the graphic evidence of Colin's big cock pushing up into her ass again and again.
His hands shifted in closer to her groin, and then his thumbs pushed out, caught her clitoris between them, and began to grind it between them. At first there was a sense of aching pain, and then she felt the swelling upsurge of sensation that exploded into a massive orgasm. She screamed into the gag, at first helplessly, and then with unrestrained pleasure.
There were no words to describe it. She'd been astonished at the force and duration of the orgasm she'd had earlier with Colin, for it had so totally outdone anything she'd ever felt before. This one was far more intense, almost frighteningly so. It took her and overpowered her, body and mind and soul, and she felt nothing but an incredible sense of being totally possessed by the raw power of it.
His hips slapped against her buttocks harder and faster, and she swung in and back in the grip of his powerful hands. That deep, jarring thrust of his cock into her belly was one of the focal points of the  screaming sensations tearing through her. But her clitoris was another, and yet every part of her body seemed to join in to produce a total meltdown like nothing she'd ever imagined.
It was so intense, so shocking, she could not withstand it, and the howling force of it took her from a blinding, mind shattering storm of sensation to the calm of blackest night.



Chapter Five
 
Allison stared at herself in the mirror. She looked normal enough. She looked just like she had yesterday. She looked like a fairly ordinary girl. It was flattering to her ego to consider herself an attractive girl, and she conceded that most agreed. She had a nice, fit body, though of course, there were areas she thought could use improvement. The glasses were not out of place on her attractive but not amazingly attractive face.
It was hard to imagine her having gone through the things she had gone through that day. The sort of women who did that were – different. They were in another league entirely. They were a sleek, confident, sexually provocative group. They were the ones who wore low cut blouses and flaunted themselves in public. They were the ones who were unafraid of sex and sexuality, who swaggered arrogantly because of their sexual power.
Yet she had led, by her lights, such an ordinary life, that what she'd done – with Colin – was a body blow to her self-image. A part of her castigated herself as a slut. But that was a small part. For she was still somewhat infatuated with the sleek sexual hedonism and dark eroticism of her experience with Colin. And the wild, raw, intensity of the sexual firestorm he had lit in her still lingered like an echo in the back of her mind.
He had redefined sex for her. He had redefined orgasms. And he had redefined, in some way, who she was. She just wasn't sure how much or how good that was. 
She felt strangely coy and cocky about it, as if she had become more sophisticated, more mature. And she felt, to a far greater degree than she ever had before, a pride in her beauty, in how attractive she was to men. The pictures were a big part of that. And she was still shocked she had given him permission to use them, to put them on the internet.
Oh, there was no danger in it since her face was completely covered. But the thought of men all over the world staring at those graphic, erotic pictures and getting aroused, by her --- by me, she thought, was still startling. Was she that beautiful, or had Colin's camera merely flattered her?
Certainly it hadn't been any trick of the camera which had aroused Colin. And he was no boy. He was a very attractive, well-built man, and one with a lot of experience in his past. Yet she had driven him into a hot, throbbing passion of hunger and sex without even trying!
And for the first time, as she posed for the mirror, she began to think of herself as a woman, and not as a girl. Oh, she'd recognized intellectually that she was at least physically mature, but now she began to feel it emotionally, that at the ripe old age of twenty one she was a woman, a woman of some sophistication even.
Allison did not own any short skirts, nor low cut tops. She did not own anything revealing, or designed to make her look provocatively sexy. That had never been an ambition of hers, and she had sniffed disdainfully at those who wanted boys to stare at them. Oh, she'd wanted to look nice, to look attractive, even to look attractive to boys, but she'd never wanted to overstep and draw criticism (and likely ridicule) from her female friends for trying to play the vamp.
The outfits she wore at the restaurant had been embarrassing, at first, and had made her nervous and self-conscious. It was true she'd gotten used to them, and even felt a little flirty pride at the attention she got. But that had been relatively guilt-free. It wasn't like it was her idea, after all, and dressing in a provocative uniform was not the same as willingly choosing and wearing something like that out on her own.
She stripped before the mirror, imagining it was Colin standing there, trying to see herself with his eyes as she posed. She ran her hands slowly up her body, cupping her breasts, fingering her still-sore nipples, then down between her legs, feeling a little sense of breathlessness at some of the remembered things they'd done.
She turned her back to the mirror and ran her hand down along the curves of her bottom, shuddering a bit as she remembered him taking her there, fucking her there!
Wow!
And he had given her a hundred dollars for the initial photographs, and three hundred more for the erotic ones!
That was certainly money which would come in useful!
He'd also said he would have more work for her, if she was willing. He'd promised that her identity would not be revealed, however, and Allison couldn't imagine what picture he could take which would be more graphic than what he'd done already.
“Porn star,” she said to herself in a soft voice, smirking a little and vamping for her mirror.
Her doorknob rattled and she felt a shock of alarm as she leapt away from the mirror, whirling to cover herself with her arms. Thankfully, the door was locked, and she darted to the bed, snatching up her robe and pulling it on, then drawing it tight and wrapping the belt around it. She opened the door and scowled at her younger brother.
“Don't you believe in knocking!?” she demanded acidly.
“Why? You afraid I'll see you naked?” he taunted.
“What do you want, you little creep?”
Of course, at seventeen virtually all boys were creeps, she thought in irritation, and perverts.
“Mom says to go downstairs and help her sort laundry.”
She tsked in irritation and rolled her eyes. But there was nothing for it. Until she made enough to get out and get her own place she could hardly refuse to do her share of chores. Yet this was what kept her feeling like a girl and not a woman, she thought glumly, drawing on jeans and then pulling on a bra and top.
She stomped down the stairs, resentful. She was a grown woman, after all, and shouldn't be treated like a child who had to do her chores! If she had her own place... but of course, she hadn't the money for her own place, unless it was a dump in a terrible area. Allison didn't like bugs or rats or dirty people. She liked her comfortable home, and didn't want to leave it except to go to another such comfortable home.
Though she told herself now she would settle for considerably less if she could get her own place and do whatever she wanted.
“Sort them first, whites and colors, then sort – .”
“I know how, mother,” she said in annoyance.
Boring drudgery, she thought. She imagined herself as a model – though of course, not a naked model – with everyone admiring how beautiful and sexy she was, and her living in a big penthouse. It was silly, of course, but she needed to aspire to more than being a waitress at a sports bar and having a bunch of middle aged guys staring at her tits.
At least if she was a model they'd be paying to stare at her tits!
The next day she went back to work at the restaurant. She still felt like a changed woman, and now she felt a sharper tinge to her previous sense of ego at the way the men were looking at her, watching her. She was hot, she knew. They all thought she was hot! She giggled a bit, imagining what they'd think if they knew what she'd done the other day, imagining them scrambling to buy the pictures!
The thought of thousands of men, maybe millions, staring at those obscene pictures of her on the internet was a little daunting, but they couldn't know who she was, so it was safe enough. She wondered if she could find out where the pictures were posted, and if anyone had made any comments about them. Such comments were liable to be obscene, of course, but it would be exciting to read them.
And as she thought that she realized she was more than a little aroused. Wearing the skimpy outfit as she moved in and out amongst the tables filled with men, knowing their eyes were on her, knowing what they wanted, it all left her a little breathless. She had felt a deep sense of her own sexuality since the other day, and so now amidst all those men she was constantly reminded of her status as a hot and desirable female that all these males wanted! 
That made her feel self-conscious but also a little giddy as she moved around them. A hand stroked up along her inner leg as she stood taking an order, and she felt a hot rush of heat even as she eased casually aside. Later, a hand squeezed her bottom as she passed through a group and she felt, instead of indignation, another hot rush of excitement. 
She flirted with the men more, and that increased her tips, which made her happy, as well. All in all it was a good day, and it passed fairly easily, though she felt at least mildly aroused almost the entire time!
She called Collin near the end of the day, eager for either more modeling or more sex, or both, and was disappointed to only get his answering machine. She wondered if he was busy taking a picture of another girl, and felt a twinge of jealousy. Or was all that about using her for more modeling just a phony way to get her to take off her clothes? But no, she had seen the pictures. She had looked hot!
Colin had said she could look better, though, if she toned up. It was true she exercised already, but she determined to put more effort into it now, and to concentrate on toning her stomach. Colin's stomach was hard and firm, and she wanted hers to be, too.
She jogged home, though usually she took the bus, and then went into her room and unrolled her yoga mat. She locked her door and then rummaged in the closet for the book of Pilate exercises she'd once tried out. She had lapsed, it was true, but now she felt a resurgent need to be fit and firm.
She called Colin several times in between exercises, and finally he picked up, and she tried not to sound too anxious.
“Sure, I'm always willing to take pictures,” he said. “But I don't have another ad campaign at hand. So it's just the others. There's always a demand for those sorts of pictures. After all, there are hundreds of web sites, and most don't have their own models.”
“How much do they, uhm, pay?” she asked.
“Depends on the site. Also depends on the model. You're a really pretty girl with a nice body. You could be worth a lot, but the problem is they'd want to see your face.”
“No way! What if my friends saw them!?”
“Well, we could do more bondage ones, then. That way your face is hidden. We could also do some amateur shots and videos.”
“Uhm, amateur?”
“Lots of amateur sites out there. I can shoot pictures like it's a college girl in her dorm or something. Men like that. But again, the lack of a face makes them worth less. How do you feel about videos?”
She bit her lip a little anxiously. “Wh-what kind of videos?”
“Ones without your face showing.”
“Uhm, maybe,” she said nervously.
Those didn't sound very 'artistic' at all. They sounded like porn.
Porn star!, she thought. The idea made her pussy throb wildly even though a part of her recoiled from it.
She agreed to come down that evening, and was breathless from that moment on, her nipples hard, her pussy thrumming with anticipation. Having another wild sex session with Colin was fantastic enough, but on top of that she'd get paid! She was anxious, but almost giddy with hope for a wild time that night.

* * *

“Hey. Come on in, beautiful.
He kissed her, wrapping his arms around her, and Allison immediately felt the hot echo of the other day affecting her, felt herself becoming aroused even as their lips touched. His hands moved down onto her bottom and squeezed and massaged her through her jeans, then he eased back a little.
“Want a drink?”
“Yes, please,” she said, all too eagerly.
She was nervous, but trying to cover it as she accepted the drink, watching him over the rim as he went to the computer, and did something to it.
“How uhm, much money would I make from these … videos?” she asked cautiously.
“Depends on the subject matter, and the quality of what emerges. Honestly, if you showed your face you'd be extremely popular. But I can understand your reluctance. But in bondage, we can do things which explain that away with a mask or hood. It'd be harder in any other kind of videos or photographs which are in demand.”
He rose and crossed to her, kissed her lightly, gave her breast a soft squeeze, then passed by and slapped her bottom.
“Get naked, girl,” he said.
Well, that certainly wasn't very romantic! But then again, this was not a romantic liaison, though she had some hopes that it might develop into something more. Colin was a little old for her, but he was handsome and well-built. She wondered how much money he made with his photographs and videos.
She blushed as she got undressed, for he was still fully clothed. But she was feeling a rising sense of sexual hunger and arousal, and so this time didn't even bother to go behind the screen. Colin kissed her on the forehead, and she flushed happily, but then when his hand slid between her legs he said. “You really should get this lasered,” he said. “It makes for really great close-up shots.”
“I just shaved it,” she said, chastened.
“Yes, but nothing looks as smooth and soft as having the hair removed.”
“I can't afford that anyway.”
“It's not that expensive,” he said. “And you could write it off on your taxes.”
“I could?”
He grinned. “Cost of business for a model. Of course, that presumes you're intending to report your income.”
She hadn't, of course, intended doing any such thing.
He slipped the collar around her throat, and she felt her nipples burn. He fastened the leather restraints around her wrists and ankles and her pussy throbbed. Then he slipped the hood on with a wink. It was not the same hood, though. This one was thicker, and it was much more difficult to see through it. All she could see beyond a foot or so were shadowed shapes. 
“I can't see very well through this one,” she complained.
“It's a little thicker because with video we would run the risk of the shape of your face showing through too clearly,” he said by way of explanation. “Anyway, you don't need to see much.”
He ran his finger along her lips. 
“Open, slave girl.”
She flushed and obeyed, and the same ball gag as before went into her mouth, and then he told her to get on all fours.
“Now, this will be video, with sound. But don't worry. You don't have to act. You only have to follow instructions. Do whatever I tell you. And be prepared for me to use nasty language and a harsh tone. I'm acting, remember, for the microphone and camera. I also will probably smack your beautiful little ass here and there, and even snap at it with a quirt or something else light. It will sting a bit but only a bit. Just act like a proper, obedient little sex slave nympho and you'll be fine.”
Allison started at that. But she remembered him slapping her bottom the other day, and felt a little reassured. Besides, by then she was feeling a crackling sexual power gripping her, a hunger and excitement that made her willing to try anything! Sex slave nympho!? Her!? Of course, it was just for the video...
“Sit on your heels. Now spread your knees wide apart. Wider,” he said. “Keep your back straight and head back. Good.”
He drew her arms together behind her back and she felt the restraints lock together.
“Now I'm turning on the camcorder. Don't move. Don't do anything except what I tell you and when I tell you. And remember, I'll be more than a little rude. You're my little sex slave, after all, and I'm training you..”
She saw him bring over the camera on its tripod and set it up. Then he moved away, getting changed in the corner. She turned her head a little, but she couldn't watch him without turning completely around and she couldn't do that because the camera was recording her. She did her best to seem like a poor sex slave, but wasn't entirely sure what that meant.
A sex slave!? That sounded deliciously nasty and kinky!
He returned and she felt her eyes widen. He was wearing tight leather pants, low slung, revealing most of his powerful, naked torso. He had a kind of harness on which criss crossed his powerful chest, and she licked her lips appreciatively at the size of his shoulders. 
He wore a mask, but it was like those lone ranger things over his eyes. It gave him a slightly dangerous look, though, and she felt a desperate urge to reach down to her pussy, then was reminded she was unable to do any such thing.
“Have you been waiting patiently, slut?” he growled.
She gasped, but any thought to speak was silenced by the gag in her mouth.
“Let us start your training,” he said.
He picked up a long, thin looking leather quirt, which she looked at nervously.
“I want your face against the rug, right now, and that tight little ass up in the air and ready for a cock,” he growled. “Right now, slut!”
He made no effort to undo her wrists, so Allison was forced to awkwardly fall forward onto her shoulder, then roll herself properly and raise her bottom into the air. She got a quick, snapping bite from the quirt across her buttocks anyway, and yelped at the sting.
“Higher, slut! Raise that ass! And spread your knees farther apart.”
Another sting lit into her bottom and she gasped and rushed to obey.
“Bring your knees forward a few inches. And keep that ass high,” he barked, accompanying the order with another stinging blow.
She obeyed, though, gasping, wide eyed behind the mask. Then she felt his fingers at her sex, felt them rubbing against her, slickly, as if he had coated his fingers with something. She moaned softly as his fingers eased into her, dipping into the mouth of her sex, then pushing deeper still. 
“This cunt looks like it's ready for an army to come inside it,” he growled.
A sharp slap to her bottom made her wince and jerk in reflexive pain.
“I can tell it wants a cock inside it,” he said, his fingers plunging deep.
His fingers withdrew, and something else pushed against her, something which made her moan and gasp, something thicker, and yet... she soon realized it wasn't Colin, or at least, it wasn't his cock. It must be one of the dildos, she realized. He pushed it deep, pumping and twisting it, slapping her bottom on occasion, especially if her knees shifted or her bottom lowered.
Then his finger prodded against her back opening, and she cringed, but did her best to not clamp down with her sphincter as his finger pumped in and out, slippery and slick. The other dildo pushed into her, as his fingers caressed her clit, and she moaned and rolled her hips back as the dildo pushed deeper.
“Nasty little slut,” he said, slapping her bottom.
She gasped and moaned as he jammed the dildo deep, jammed both of them deep, but then he unfastened her wrist restraints from each other, straightened, and moved back. He returned, snapping a chain to the back of her collar, then pulled her up onto all fours.
“Crawl, slave. Nasty little bitch animal!” he growled. “Crawl beside your master!”
He walked back and forth across the carpeted floor, holding the leash tightly, and Allison crawled along at his heel, gasping whenever the quirt nipped her bottom, modifying her position at his harsh instructions until she could crawl exactly as he demanded.
This was so deliciously perverted!
She could feel the fullness inside her of the two dildos, and when Colin extended the quirt and rubbed it up and down against her clit she moaned and rolled her bottom up helplessly.
“Filthy little slut,” he said. “Just like a bitch in heat.”
She gasped at the sudden pull on her leash.
“Sit back on your heels, animal,” he growled.
His growled words drove a hot flood of emotions through her. She was naked and crawling like an animal before a camera! And Colin looked incredibly hot! This was all ridiculous! It was perverted and nasty and it was making Allison all-but tremble with heat.
She obeyed, body suffused with heat.
“Hands behind your head, slut!”
Again she felt a short, sharp shock of heat between her legs as she arched her back. He loomed over her, looking dangerous, and the tip of the quirt rubbed against her hard nipple, then snapped against it lightly.
“You'll have to learn how to obey faster than that, slave,” he growled. “I expect obedience out of you before your sold to your new master.”
He slapped lightly at her other nipple.
“Lay on your back, slut!”
She fell back onto her back, chest heaving, staring up at him excitedly.
“Spread your knees wide. Wider, whore!”
She obeyed and he moved to the camera, adjusting it.
“Now use that dildo in your hot, buttery little pussy. Let me see you masturbate for the audience, slave.”
The words shocked her, and she hesitated.
“Do you need to be whipped?” he demanded.
Gulping, her trembling hands moved down to the dildo protruding from her burning pussy, and she moved it slowly in and out.
“Rub your clit, whore. Masturbate for us all. You know sluts like you can't keep their hands off their pussies. Show us how hot you are.”
Allison felt awkward and embarrassed, because even if she was supposed to be acting, and for the camera, well, Colin was there, as well. And despite what they'd done, despite what he'd had her do, this seemed even kinkier and nastier. But she tried, tried to act, and before very long her own arousal took over.
She told herself Colin would think she was merely acting for the camera, but the more her fingers stroked across her clitoris and the more she pumped the dildo in and out the more breathless and excited she got. Her hips began to grind and her head began to roll and she began to gasp and moan through the mask as she thrust the dildo into herself. And all the while she was amazed, shocked at herself for doing something so private in front of a man she hardly knew! 
The camera, well, that was different. She was invisible to the camera, or at least, her face was, so that was just kinky and exciting. It was doing it in front of Colin which was daunting.
Her arousal deepened to the point she hardly cared, however. Or rather, his eyes upon her made her feel so incredibly hot that she only wanted to come, even if it was in front of him, even if he'd know she wasn't acting!



Chapter Six
 
“That's enough, slut! On your belly. Right now!”
She hardly heard him, and he had to half roll her with his booted foot before she dazedly complied. She had been very close to climax, and was half dazed as the quirt snapped across her bottom.
“Raise that ass, slut! Higher!”
Moaning, Allison rolled her hips up, and gasped as the quirt slid between her trembling thighs and sawed across her clit.
He straddled her from behind and jerked her arms back together, then locked the wrist restraints. Another pull and he had her back up on her knees, sitting on her heels. Then he pulled the gag out of her mouth and pushed his cock into it.
“Suck my cock, you nasty little sex slave,” he growled.
She moaned around his cock, staring up at him, nearly feverish with the wild heat of it all as she sucked and licked eagerly at his thick shaft. He gripped her head, pulling her in deeper, and she half gagged as his cock pushed deep into her throat.
“Swallow my cock, slut,” he said. “I want every inch inside your hungry little mouth.”
He pulled on her head, and before she'd even made the decision to do so her throat had enveloped the head of his cock and he was pulling her in against his groin, his cock pushing straight down her throat! Her wrists jerked helplessly against the restraints but of course, could not pull free, and then her face was jammed into his groin.
“That's it, sex slave. This is what you were made for. This is what your hot little slut body is designed for.”
He pulled slowly back, then pushed in again, forcing her lips down to the base of his shaft as her chest burned from lack of air, and her head pounded. He pulled slowly out again and she gasped for breath, gulping in air as he squatted next to her, his hand sliding between her legs. She let out a helpless cry of pleasure as his fingers found her clit, her head jerking back convulsively as he rubbed her there.
“Do you want to come, slut? Do you?” he purred.
“Y-Yes!” she gasped.
“Beg. Beg to come.”	
“P-Please!” she moaned.
“Please master,” he growled.
“Please, master!” she gasped, panting and moaning, her hips grinding helplessly.
She gasped as he pushed up harder on the dildo, which was already jammed deep inside her.
“You need to beg harder, slave.”
He drew his fingers away and then jerked on her arm so that she half fell forward onto her belly. Then he stood before her, pushing his booted foot out towards her face.
“Show me how submissive you are, slave,” he said. “Clean my boot with your tongue!”
She blinked at his foot, more than a little shocked. But a hot miasma of sexual energy was entwined around her brain, and she was starting to feel herself falling deep into the kinky role of a sex slave. The thought of licking his boot was shocking! And that shock ran almost straight down her spine to her pussy and made it crackle with excitement!
She moaned as he nudged her face with the toe of the boot. She was lying on her belly, and her arms were still bound behind her. She raised her head, gasping, moaning as she stared at it through the thin black nylon over her eyes. Yet the boots were probably very clean, and what a wicked, wicked thought it was for her to degrade herself like that!
Of course, it was for the camera... or so she told herself even as the first guilt and embarrassment swept over her.
She extended her tongue, licking at his boot.
And then he extended something else. At first she thought it was the quirt, but no, it was thicker, longer, and when it touched her between the legs she let out a helpless cry of heat and pleasure as the sensation flooded her.
“Lick, slave!” he growled, taking it away.
It was a vibrator! A very long vibrator! Or so it felt like as she desperately leaned in and licked at his foot. The more she licked the more he ground the thing against her pussy as she began to writhe and twist on the floor. She licked wildly along the top of his boot, gasping and moaning and whimpering as the heat rose. She barely noticed as he drew his foot up and back and she licked at the bottom of it, most of her attention on the intense heat enveloping her.
But then he abruptly pulled back. She felt his hands on her hips, jerking her up onto her knees. She gasped as his boot came down between her shoulder blades.
“On your face, slave! Keep that ass high!”
“Ow!” she gasped as the quirt snapped across her bottom.
It snapped down again, and again, and again, and again, as Allison gasped and moaned and writhed helplessly, drawn reluctantly back from the edge of what she had just known would have been a powerful orgasm!
“Ow! Please!”
“Master,” he said. “Say master.”
“Please, master!” she gasped.
Another blow, and another, and she gasped and whined, but the heat was still intense, and she was still gulping in air, her head still frazzled by the overpowering force of arousal.
He raised his foot, and then unlocked her wrist restraints and jerked her up onto all fours.
“Crawl, slave. Obey your master! Quickly now!'
Another stinging blow from the quirt followed as she felt her collar jerked forward. She knew he had attached the leash again, and crawled dazedly beside him as he led her around the round on her hand and knees.
He dropped the leash.
“Sit on your heels, slave!” he ordered.
She sat back on her heels, gasping as the quirt snapped against her breast. It was a light blow but it still stung!
“Don't!” she gasped.
“I expect you to move instantly to obey my orders, slave! Now spread those knees wide! Straighten that back!”
Allison obeyed, and then he snapped the quirt against his thigh and pointed at the floor.
“On all fours. Now, slave!”
She half fell forward onto all fours, and gasped as the quirt slid between her thighs from behind, slapping lightly at them.
“Spread those legs, slut!”
The quirt rubbed against her engorged clit, and then prodded at her breast before snapping across her bottom again.
“Head up and back!”
She jerked her head up. 
“Face on the floor, bottom high, knees spread wide! Go!”
She dropped herself low while keeping her bottom high, and shifted her knees wider. She still got a stinging blow to her bottom as he ordered her knees forward more.
Again and again he had her shift into different positions, and she had to move quickly and get the position right to avoid the sting of the quirt. Allison felt breathless and more than a little resentful. But she knew she was playing a role, a sex slave being trained, so after all, what he was doing was perfectly in keeping with that.
And besides, she wanted the money, and this bondage stuff was the best she could get without showing her face. 
Still, she was resentful. 
The arousal was still there, tempering everything, and adding a dark tinge of sexual excitement, but she was still forced to jump at his command to avoid the stinging blows of the quirt, and this was rather more exercise than she was used to! She had expected the video to be of hot, kinky sex like the other day, not this tiring jumping about and posing!
“Would you like a drink, slave?”
“Yes,” she said, panting.
That drew another sharp blow across the bottom and she yelped.
“Yes, master,” he said.
“Yes, master!”
He set a bowl down before her.
“On your elbows and knees, slave dog.”
She lapped at it like a dog, feeling the heat flow up to her throat. Then she felt his hand between her legs, felt the palm pushing against the base of the dildo in her pussy as the fingers rubbed against her. She moaned, gasping as sensations of both pleasure and pain flooded her groin, but kept drinking for long seconds before raising her head and arching her back in helpless response.
“Nasty little slave animal,” he purred.
He picked up her leash again and walked her around in circles, then put her through the different positions he liked, urging her on to faster and more instant obedience with the application of the quirt to her bottom.
After that, she had to lick his boots again, then rise on her knees and open his leather pants. She mouthed each of his balls before taking his cock into her mouth and deep into her throat
He gave her throat a half dozen deep, slow strokes that buried every last inch in her throat and ground her face against him before pulling out entirely. He pulled over a chair and sat down, then ordered her to crawl to him.
Again she had to lick at his boots before taking them off, then pulling his leather pants off. 
“Stand up, slut,” he ordered then.
She stood and he guided her atop him, so she was straddling his largely nude body. Then she sank down slowly, gasping at the pressure put on the end of the dildos jammed inside her.
“You want a real cock inside you, don't you, slut?”
“Yes, master,” she gulped.
He was rubbing the head of his cock against her clit, and Allison moaned helplessly at the rising sensations.
She felt his hand on the dildo inside her, and then groaned as he pulled it free. She sank down, feeling his cock push up into her tight belly in its place, and sighed with relief when he was fully inside, and she was sitting straddling his thighs. 
“Ride my cock, you nasty little sex slave,” he ordered.
And so she did, gasping and moaning as he caressed her bottom and sucked and chewed on her breasts, hardly paying any attention now to the camera which must be watching. She rode him excitedly, bending, grasping his hair, kissing him deeply, their tongues sliding together as she rode up and down and ground herself against him. 
She could feel the orgasm rising within her, could feel the power growing as she rode more frantically, and then it hit and she cried out in wild pleasure, bouncing and jerking, her head lolling back bonelessly as the pleasure took hold of her body and mind. The orgasm tore through her like a storm, and she reveled in it, a distant part of her wondering if it was possible to become addicted – to orgasms.
Because nothing in the world mattered just then but the all-consuming pleasure of that incredible orgasm burning through her. She plunged down onto his cock again and again, and the fact it hurt, that it ached each time she jammed herself so deeply atop it, every time she impaled herself on its long thickness, only seemed to make the orgasm more intense!

* * *

“Two Buds and a bowl of nachos.”
“Yes, sir. Coming right up,” Allison said.
The way the two men looked at her made her feel a hot little tingling between her thighs as she turned and headed back for the order desk. She wondered if men had always looked at her this way, or if she simply hadn't recognized the look before. Maybe she had, but had ignored it. The heightened sense of sexuality she felt now seemed to make her far more conscious of the way men felt about her, perhaps because she was feeling a lot more interested in them as well.
God! She was such a slut!
But she could hardly go more than a few minutes without her mind bringing her back to the wicked things she and Colin had done, and the wild thought of them being on video and going out over the internet!
These men all thought she was a sweet and ordinary girl. Imagine, she thought, what they'd think if they knew the kinds of things I've done, and the kinds of things I will do!
Would they attack her like wolves attacking a sheep?! Would they jump her? Or would they simply all crowd around trying to persuade her to go off somewhere with them so she'd do those wicked, nasty things with them! One thing was for sure, they'd think she was a slut, and that a girl who would do such things on the internet would do anything with anyone.
But that was her secret, her wicked little personal secret no one would be able to guess at.
She, Allison McArthur, was a porn star!
Well, sort of.
She wasn't exactly a star, and Colin hadn't even paid her yet for the video. He said it would depend on what he was able to sell it for.
But, she thought, it had only taken about an hour. And it was an hour of wild, kinky sex that had ended in an incredible orgasm. The idea of being paid for that made her giggle. If only Colin knew that she would have been willing to pay him! He was just amazing! Yet she was the one being paid! And if it was even a hundred dollars, well, that was a hundred dollars an hour! Yet Colin had suggested it would be more like a three or four hundred dollars! There were people who didn't make that in a week!
For something which was not work, at all, but an incredible, exciting, sexual romp!
If only I could do that all day, she thought.
She felt a little smug about her 'second job' around the other girls, but did her best not to let it show. They were such girls, after all, with their push-up bras, and their fawning over men for a few dollars in tips. They'd never be able to do the kind of things she'd done with Colin!
And they didn't have her body, she thought smugly.
She sashayed back and forth among the tables, trying to repress a sense of egotism which was rising the more wild things she did with Colin. But it was hard. She felt intensely --- sexual, almost all the time now.
She was exercising more, trying to tone her body better, and even that made her feel sexual. Of course, the fact she was doing her Pilate exercises in the nude didn't help.
After work, she went down to the salon Colin had recommended. She was a little nervous, but they were very professional. She had original asked about her legs, but once she was inside with the girl in the room she asked, somewhat casually, about her 'bikini line' as well, and the price was far less than she'd have expected.
Enduring it was something else again, but her new-found confidence in her looks, in how attractive her body was, and in the sense of maturity she now felt helped greatly.
Porn star, she thought excitedly. How wicked! How wild! How incredible!
Not that anyone else would know, of course. But that was the good part. She could still be her, ordinary old Allison, and no one would have a clue what she was doing on the internet!

* * *

When he'd said he was going to torture her, Allison had no idea it would be this!
The evening had started out poorly. It seemed that he had a buyer for the scene they'd shot the other day. But the buyer insisted that it had to be done in a more homelike setting. He wanted the story behind it be a husband training his wife. So they had to do the whole thing over again! She got to go to Colin's home, though which she found fascinating.
It was a condo, but a very nice one! That suggested he was making good money. And there was no sign any woman lived there with him either! That was even better news!
But then he had made her go through all the same scenes as they had the previous night, and used the quirt freely any time she didn't respond quickly enough or position her body in exactly the right position. The only change was that she was not allowed to ride him to orgasm. Instead he pushed her off, and had her crawl over to the corner, her pussy practically dripping wet!
He locked her arms together behind her, laid her on her back, then raised her legs and spread them apart, locking the ankle restraints to chains which in turn were set into rings in the walls. He gagged her again, and then brought over a narrow pipe which he inserted into the floor somehow a few inches below her crotch.
He crouched below her, and worked a thick dildo into her bottom, then what she took to be a second one into her pussy, forcing them both achingly deep. The one in her ass was thick and black. The one in her pussy was blue and curved and dimpled. And there was a sort of slim branch near the base which slid up across the top of her pussy and jammed down against her clitoris.
He eased them both back a few inches, then, and did something which locked the base of each of the sex toys to the side of the upright pipe. Then he plugged the one in her pussy in, and it turned out to be a vibrator. Or at least, the little branch at the base was.
He hummed to himself as he stood up, then reached high above her. From her angle she couldn't really see what he was doing, but suddenly, two small cords dropped onto her chest. He crouched again, and she saw the cords were leatherish, with small round loops in the end. He pinched the base of each of her nipples so that they stood out, then slipped the loops around them and tightened them until she squealed into the gag and bucked helplessly.
Then he straightened, pulling the cords upward and fastening them off when they were taut.
“Have fun, slave,” he said.
Hardly even looking at her, he then left her alone, with two cameras trained on her.
Since he hadn't given her any instructions in what to do, she did nothing. She lay on her back, or on her arms, as it were, her legs spread so wide the tendons in her thighs were straining. The dildo up her bottom was full and thick, but the one in her pussy with that buzzing part against her clitoris soon caught most of her attention. 
Her body was overheated from the wild evening, and the short time she'd been allowed to ride his beautiful cock, and so with the vibrator purring away, and her belly stuffed, she was soon grinding herself against it as best she could. 
Of course her movements were greatly restricted. But that was what made it so kinky and exciting! She had to use her aching thigh muscles to draw her up closer to the pipe, to, in effect, push her pussy further down the shaft, but each time she did, each time the narrow branch atop it slid over her clit the buzzing sensation nearly blew the top of her head off!
Of course, in order to work herself onto it she was forced to further impale herself on the dildo in her ass, and that caused aches and cramps to ripple through her belly. She also had to pull her nipples  harder against the loops which were already taut, thus stretching and straining them so that they stung and burned. Yet those sensations too, only aroused her further.
Colin wasn't there to watch her, and she'd grown used to the cameras, and the heat poured over her as she began to grind herself helplessly against the vibrator. A part of her was aware of the cameras watching, and that played a part in the dark heat enveloping her, but it was the bondage, the perversity, the kinkiness of it all combined with the wild sensations from the buzzing vibrator which swept her into a world of sensation.
She bucked and ground against the vibrator more and more energetically, gasping and panting, flushed with heat, trembling with the intensity of the sensations pouring through her body. Her eyes were wide behind the mask as she twisted and ground herself more desperately, and then with the sharp, sparkling stinging of her nipples adding a delicious counter sensation to the deep, dull ache in her belly from the dildo up her ass, the orgasm hit her with explosive force.
She cried out in pleasure, writhing and twisting, arching and sobbing as the sensations rolled over her. Nothing mattered but the pleasure, the wild dark pleasure, and she could barely remember or care about anything to do with cameras or money. The orgasm was wild and raw and lashed her senses with its power until she finally collapsed, chest heaving, moaning in dazed relief.
She groaned at the continued sensation and jerked her body downward somewhat until it stopped, then lay there atop her bound arms gulping in air as she recovered from the orgasm.
But such was the cleverness of the devices she could not quite escape those sensations. 
The vibrator was screwed to a small spring arm on the pipe, thus pushing it into her so that the small vibrating branch continued to press lightly against her clitoris no matter what she did. The sensations were unpleasant, just then, overpowering, given how sensitized her clitoris was in the aftermath of the orgasm.
She moaned unhappily, trying to draw further back, but that was useless. The overpowering sensations clawed away the soft, languorous ease of the afterglow. But the unpleasant sensations did not continue for long. The sensations within her began to change within her, shifting as if along different wavelengths, until the vibrations again began to stir her inner juices.
Allison's hands pulled against the restraints, and she moaned, her head rolling from side to side as she looked about the small room. She noted the two cameras on their tripods, but little else, as the buzzing continued to set her body to trembling. Irresistibly, her body roused and she began to push back against it, thrusting her pussy harder against the vibrator. That only increased the vibrations, of course, as well as setting her nipples to stinging and her insides to aching.
The next orgasm took longer, but was more powerful for the time her body took to heat up. The absence of anyone there with her and the gag in her mouth seemed to free her from a self-imposed emotional restraint, and her cries of pleasure grew to screams of unbridled passion as she twisted and arched and writhed in the fiery heat of the orgasm.
And then she was still again, save for her heaving chest. But not for long. She could not ease back far enough to escape the insistent buzzing of the vibrator, and she squirmed as her muscles spasmed and twitched. Her stomach muscles were still aching from the previous orgasm when the heat rocketed abruptly upwards and her body began to twist and buck once more.
She thought the lighting dimmed in the room, though it was hard to tell. And then she heard voices of passion, hunger and pleasure, and realized it was her own voice being played back to her. Her mind was too frazzled to consider how or when, but the sounds were a strange and heady background music which led her into another gut churning orgasm that left her gasping exhaustedly on the floor, gulping in air and trying to still her pounding heart.
Her own voice, her own sounds of hunger swept her mind with images and memories even as the vibrator continued to buzz away. Her nipples were on fire, sparkling like live wires as her hips rolled helplessly up against the vibrator and she was pulled into another swirling, churning vortex of sensation and need.
Orgasm after orgasm swept over her until she was exhausted and sweating, trembling and shaking, her mind dazed and battered. She had no idea of time, no sense of self. She was adrift on a foaming sea of sensation which took her where it would, and so there was no point in thinking, no point in considering. All she could do was try to cope with the sensations which swept over her again and again and try to survive the storm.



Chapter Seven
 
Allison wondered, as she moved numbly about her room, whether it was possible to be traumatized by something good, as well as something bad. If something were terrible enough it could leave one shaken and emotionally unstable or damaged, could the same be said of something wonderful?
Or perhaps there was another word, the opposite of traumatized? Was there one?
Certainly she felt shaky, if not shaken. She also felt exhausted, and sore, as if every muscle in her body had been snapping and popping for all too long. Her fingers trembled, and her insides ached. She could hardly even bring herself to touch herself between the legs. She was that sensitive!
More than that, though, that long, seemingly endless stream of orgasms, the intensity of the pleasure, and it's length, had left her almost shell-shocked. She caught herself, several times, staring off into the distance, unthinking, as if her mind were elsewhere. Yet it wasn't. She had little to remember from that evening, after all. That is, nothing that was said, or done, words spoken, music heard, or anything seen. 
Only sensations.
But then she recalled that there were words, riding softly amongst her own recorded gasps, moans, and cries of pleasure. They were words spoken, she thought, by Colin. Words like “Slave” and “Sex slave” and “Sex toy” and “Slut” and “Whore”. They were not words, as she recalled them, which had been said in an insulting or accusatory fashion. Rather, they were words spoken softly, almost in a complimentary fashion.
She wondered what the video would look like, blushing to think of Colin viewing it and, she presumed, editing it. For while no one else would ever guess it was her, he knew, of course.
She felt somewhat raw, and over-sensitized down there, so that it triggered unpleasant and powerful sensations whenever she touched herself. It was as if her nerves were overworked, or still twitching from the long period of contact with the vibrator.
Yet it was hard to keep her fingers away, for her mind continued to be filled with images of sex and pleasure and dark eroticism. It was as if all this bondage stuff had opened a door in the back of her mind and let something dark, and yet wonderful out.
Her nipples ached even more than her pussy. They were hot and sore and red, and yet, just as with her pussy, she could hardly keep from touching them, from brushing them with her fingers, or even lightly rubbing them with the pads of her fingertips. And even though they stung every time she did so the stinging felt somehow almost pleasurable!
Colin had given her five hundred dollars for the previous day's scenes. That seemed an amazing amount given how little time and effort they had taken on her part. She wondered what she would get for today. Imagine being paid to lie on her back and experience that kind of endless pleasure! It was ridiculous!
At this rate she would soon be making more money than she did from her job, and in far less time. Added together the money might soon allow her to move out and get her own place!
Porn star, she thought excitedly. Slut! Whore! Sex slave!
How darkly, exotically exciting! How wild and thrilling!
She found herself wishing she dared do the videos without her face masked. That would open up a whole world of possibilities not limited to mere play-bondage. But the thought of people she knew seeing them was horrifying, so she never seriously considered it.
She gazed out the window, noting her parents out by the pool, her father working at the barbeque. Her brother was still at football practice. She slipped off the small, thin nightie she'd been wearing, and paraded through the hall to the bathroom naked, then turned on the water.
She had seen herself naked many times, of course. Why, then, did it make her catch her breath each time she spotted herself in the mirror now? Why did it make her pussy buzz?
She got into the shower and let the water pour over her. Her nipples throbbed, and she turned the water a trifle cooler, then trembled a little as it slid down her body, poured down and around her breasts, then down her flat, smooth belly and over her sex. She moaned at the ticklish sensation against her throbbing clitoris, turning away and soaping herself up.
She brushed ever so lightly across her breasts with her soapy hands, then ran them down her belly and arms and back, saving between her legs for last. She hissed at the sensation, quickly withdrawing her fingers. Her hands slid back up her slick body, kneading her breasts, then squeezing them more strongly. She rubbed at her aching nipples, pinching them between soapy fingers, and felt the breath catch in her throat.
She stepped under the water, letting it rinse her off, thinking about Colin, and when she might return, what he might do to her. 
It was a dark thought which caused her to reach up for the shower head and pull it off its clip, to draw it down to spray water over her back and shoulders and then, draw the thing down between her legs.
She cried out at the intensity of the ache as the water spat up against her sex. The pain and force set her stumbling back into the corner of the shower stall. She jerked it away, but could not keep it away. She jerked it back, gasping and clenching her teeth again. It hurt! Why was she holding it there when it hurt!?
And yet it hurt in a dark, sensuous way that thrilled her. And soon the discomfort faded, and brought up an entirely different sensation. The heat pumped into her as though it were blown from a heated forge, and felt her eyes glaze over as her legs slid apart and she began to pull the spitting head of the shower in closer. She  let the water batter away at her sensitive sex as her head pulled back and she stared sightless at the ceiling.
Then the orgasm hit with a long, undulating cry of pleasure that left her desperately relieved she was the only one in the house.

* * *

Colin had something new waiting for her the next evening. They were boots like she'd only ever seen on the internet; thigh high black leather stilettos, and shoulder length gloves. She felt instantly hyper sexual when she pulled them on, and stared at herself in fascination as the camera showed her image up on the big screen.
The collar and restraints soon followed, and he had her stand, legs well apart, as he raised her arms up and chained them in place, then did the same to her ankles. She flushed red as he slowly worked a thick butt-plug into her, then slapped her bottom.
She looked nervously at the image of herself on the wall TV, deeply aroused, but anxious that he might be recording her face, though he assured her not. She was relieved when he slid the hood over her head and pulled it down over her face, though it seemed even darker than the other day. Then a ball gag was pushed into her mouth, the strap pulled flag across her cheeks and then around behind her.
Helpless, and in her own world, she listened intently, gasping at each touch as he circled her. His hands slid across the surface of her body, caressing and teasing.
“We're going to whip you today, slave,” he said. “Don't worry, though. It's not for real. The whips will sting a little, though, just to get your body to react appropriately. 
“It's time for your punishment, whore!” he growled, in a suddenly changed voice that made her shudder.
She knew he would be recording now!
“Remember that your body belongs to me now. I can do anything I want to it! Slave!”
Fingers caressed her sex, and she moaned, her hips grinding against them. She was still sensitive there, even more than usual, and his fingers seemed soft and incredibly nimble as they stroked and caressed her there.
A moment later a long-handled vibrator pressed against her, and her hips jerked back at the intensity of the sensations. She could not escape it, however, and as the vibrator ground up and down against her she felt the pulsing heat turn into a throbbing, burning need.
“Slave!” he growled. “Slut!” 
And then she yelped and jerked violently at the sting across her back.
It did not really hurt. It was the startlement as much as the pain which caused her reaction.
“Whore!” he growled.
The whip struck her again, across the back, just below the shoulders and she felt a surge of heat imagining the scene in her mind.
It struck again, harder, and she gasped, jerking, flinching, and reminding herself she was supposed to pretend it hurt.
His fingers spread her sex open, and she groaned as something pushed into her: a dildo, she thought.
It was quite thick, almost uncomfortably so, and slid up deep. 
Then his fingers brushed across her clit before withdrawing. A moment later the whip cut across her back again, then again, harder than before, forcing a reaction from her as she bucked and twisted and cried out.
“Sex slave!” he growled.
The whip cut across her right side, curled across her chest, and bit into her breast. She cried out in shock, jerking, twisting, gasping, wide-eyed. But again, the sting was more in the surprise than anything else. Still it did sting! Her breasts were full and throbbing and sensitive!
The sensation came without warning, again and again. And no matter how she tried to brace herself, she could never know when and where it would hit, so that she yelped and flinched at every blow. No doubt that was what he wanted, however.
Another across the back, then one across her buttocks, making her hips jerk forward. Another curled around her waist, then one curled down across her hip to snap at her lower abdomen and almost her pussy! The force of the blows were light, as were the stinging sensations, but they began to add up, and to frazzle her nerves. More, the heat and eroticism of the idea that she was shackled and whipped made her body pulse with hunger and excitement.
At each blow, his voice would lash out, as well: Whore. Slut. Slave. Bitch. Tramp. Sex slave! Slut animal! Bitch whore! Each word was growled in a suitably dramatic voice which she knew was mere acting but which played on the growing fever within her.
And then she felt his mouth on her down there, felt his lips sucking lightly, rhythmically on her engorged clit. The whip had just hit her there, and she was sore. At first she thought this was almost an apologetic thing. But the tongue which followed and the light suction began to pull at her insides so that she felt her hips actually pushing eagerly forward.
Her breathing became ragged as the dildo began to pump in and out, and his tongue began to lick across her throbbing clit.
The whip curled across her chest and snapped at her breasts.
“Slut animal!” he growled.
She writhed and moaned.
The whip snapped across her back.
“Whore!”
The whip curled around her belly.
“Slave animal!”
It took her frazzled, battered mind long seconds to understand. He could not be wielding the whip behind her, barking out words, and still be before her on his knees, sucking and licking at her clitoris!
Her eyes bulged, and she stared downward, trying to see through the darkened mesh. But all she saw was a slight shape of someone there. She could make out no color, but... did it seem smaller than she recalled!?
She tried to say something, but of course, she could not. She was gagged. She pulled against the restraints, but of course, they were unbreakable.
Of course.
She was helpless.
Of course.
The tongue was lapping hungrily at her clitoris as the dildo pumped steadily in and out, and Allison moaned as her helplessness swept through her. And yet, rather than fear, she felt a wild dark sense of thrilling sexual exultation. 
Sex slave!
It was almost as if she was one!
She could not protest, could not resist, could not escape. She felt a shock of humiliation at the knowledge someone else was there, someone seeing her, touching her. Yet the face that her face was so tightly covered robbed that humiliation of much of its affect. There was a strange sense of comfort in being hidden, in having her face disguised. 
“Filthy slut!” he growled as the echoes of the stinging whip faded.
“Slave animal!”
She writhed and twisted, breathlessly gulping in air, her hips bucking frantically as fingers dug into her buttocks and a hot mouth devoured her. The orgasm tore up through her body like an explosion and her head was blown up and back as she screamed in pleasure. Every muscle in her body spasmed as she twisted and writhed in the grip of a wild storm of sensation.
“Whore!” she heard behind her. “Sex slave!”
The orgasm lashed her senses and set her body thrashing as convulsions wracked her body. Then she was left half-hanging by her wrists, gulping and panting and moaning as he... as they moved away.
She groaned as the grip on her wrists tightened, and then she felt her feet leave the floor! She gasped at the tautness of her body as she was pulled upward against the hold of the restraints around her wrists. She was held immobile, rigid, and moaned weakly.
They neither touched her nor spoke. She hung in place, gasping, moaning softly, her frazzled mind beginning to shake off the effects of the massive orgasm.
Then she sensed movement before her, and gasped in pain as the dildo was shoved up harshly. A moment later she heard the buzz of a vibrator, and then felt it being played across her clitoris. She could do nothing, she thought again, somewhat wonderingly, but receive whatever sensations were given her.
Her wrists ached, and her arms soon, as well. But she had no means of protesting. Nor desire, if she were honest with herself. She was quite embarrassed and daunted by the presence of another guy there, no doubt staring at her, lusting after her. But since she could not see him and he could not see her she felt a strange comfort, an almost sense of protection from the shame she would otherwise feel.
She moaned as the vibrator played back and forth across her clitoris, her breathing starting to go ragged once again.
“You like that, don't you, slut?” Colin's voice growled.
He was there before her now, down between her legs. She wondered anxiously where the other guy was. Had he left?!
The whip cracked across her back and she cried out weakly.
“Whore!” another voice growled.
It was a woman's voice.
A woman's voice!
It was deep, and intimidating, but still distinctly female. Flame ran through her face as a fresh storm of shock ran through her. She felt doubly ashamed for some reason, that it was another woman. And then realized it was a woman who had licked her, who had touched her, and squirmed because of that.
A woman had licked her to orgasm!
The whip cut across her lower back.	
“Slave!”
The vibrator buzzed powerfully.
Allison moaned and quivered and trembled.
The whip struck again, but this time from in front, cutting directly across her breasts.
“Slut animal!” the woman growled from in front of her.
Crack! The whip sliced into her soft breasts again.
“Sex slave!” the woman growled.
The vibrator buzzed, and the dildo began to pump in and out.
It was all completely insane! And Allison wondered if she herself would go insane!
Then her shadowy vision was blocked by something in close; Colin.
“I'm going to fuck your hot, tight little pussy, sex slave,” he whispered.
She moaned as she felt the dildo pulled back, quivered with the absence of the dildo. Then she felt his cock sinking into her, pushing up through the trembling folds of her overheated sex, filling her with its stiff warmth.
His arms encircled her, then his hands grasped her buttocks, digging into the soft flesh as he ground his pelvis against her.
“I'm going to fuck you, slave girl,” he growled into her left ear.
A moment later she felt the butt-plug being pulled out of her ass, then something else, thick, long, slick, pushing up into her, pushing up deep as she gasped and her eyes bulged.
“I'm going to fuck your ass, slave girl,” the woman's voice growled into her right ear.
Her face flamed behind the hood, but she was helpless, and as Colin thrust into her from in front and the woman pushed up into her ass she felt their bodies pressing against her. Colin was bare chested but for the harness, and the woman was bare breasted, and big breasted, as her breasts pillowed out against Allison's naked back.
She felt strong hands, soft hands, slide along her ribs, and up under her breasts, then squeezing her breasts as a mouth bit into the nape of her neck on the right. Her mind squirmed again knowing it was another woman, and yet there was also something oddly erotic about that soft body pressed against her own, of those full breasts pillowed out against her back.
Allison had never seriously had any sexual thoughts about women, but nor did a woman's body repulse her, of course. The woman's hips, with some kind of straps attached, ground against her buttocks as she worked her... her cock... dildo...  a strap-on dildo of some kind, she thought – into Allison's ass. There was no pain, as such, for the butt-plug had worked her sphincter into relaxation. But there was a deep sense of fullness, and an aching sensation whenever the woman thrust the dildo all the way up inside her.
The dildo was thick and long and she could feel it pushing up deep into her belly. At the same time, Colin's big cock was driving up into her in tandem, so that she felt a strange sense of being churned and pummeled on the inside. It ached, but there was no real pain. She squirmed and moaned into the gag, twisting and writhing against the restraints which held her spread-eagled as Scott and – the woman – worked their cocks inside her.
They were both chewing and licking and sucking on opposite sides of her throat and neck, as well, and Scott's hands were kneading her buttocks as the woman's hands – and that thought made her both squirm with discomfort and sent a flickering sense of darkly shocked excitement through her – kneaded and squeezed her breasts.
“Whore,” the woman whispered into her ear.
“Slut,” Colin growled into her other ear.
“Slave,” the woman said as she bit into the nape of her neck.
It was bizarre, and shocking! Sensations poured through her from all over her body, from their hands on her, from their bodies grinding against her, from their lips and teeth, and from the cock and dildo pumping in and out of her, twisting and jerking and jamming up achingly deep again and again!
She could see little more than Colin's shape in front of her, so her focus was overwhelmingly on those sensations as she stood helpless between the two. The mere face of what was happening still had her in the grip of shock, while the sensations poured over her the crackle of fireworks interspersed with the deeper boom of more powerful explosives.
“Bitch slave,” Colin growled.
“Sex slave,” the woman said a moment later.
Her belly and her mind were both churned up into a frothing, steaming, explosive stew of burning sexual lava, and when it erupted she jerked and thrashed and gurgled in helpless delight as convulsions tore through her.  It was glorious! She reveled in the intensity of the sensations flooding through her, thinking of nothing but the sheer, wanton delight  of so much pleasure, and wanting it to never end.

* * *

The woman was gone by the time Colin removed her restraints and mask and gag, and let her sit and rest as he worked on the video in the computer. Allison felt more than slightly shell-shocked by what had happened, but could not find it within herself to really complain. She should have, she knew. She had not agreed to anyone else joining them. Yet her anonymity had been preserved, after all. The woman had no idea who she was. Still, she was indignant and resentful. Complaining would seem churlish, however, and phoney, given her reaction.
She felt somewhat sore inside, but it was a good sore. She wondered, letting her imagination swirl, what it would be like to have sex with a woman. Technically, she supposed, she already had. But did that really count when she'd been essentially motionless and blind? She didn't think lesbians got off on using dildos on people. Where was the pleasure for them? Was she even capable of doing that, of giving pleasure to a woman? 
Her mouth twisted a little in distaste at the thought of how such things were to be done. So far as she knew that meant performing oral sex on the woman, and she didn't think she would want to do that. She had to admit, though, that the woman certainly had done a superlative job of it on her!
Even that made her squirm a little, in discomfort.
Porn star, she thought to herself, both guiltily and excitedly.
Yet she hadn't exactly been acting. She supposed she should have. She should have done her best to exaggerate her orgasm like she'd seen in some of those videos – not that she'd seen many of them. 
Of course, she'd been gagged, so there hadn't been a lot of acting for her to do.
“Do I get to see the video?” she asked.
“Tomorrow,” he said. “I'd like to edit it a little so you see it as the customers will see it. The raw footage won't be nearly as exciting.
Allison didn't protest. She wasn't even entirely sure she wanted to see the woman. She felt more comfortable not knowing who she was or even what she looked like. But a part of her needed to know, or at least, wanted to know.



Chapter Eight
 
Eight hundred dollars! It seemed like a fortune as it sat in her hand, and Allison stared at it delightedly. She was making a huge amount of money for these videos! Combined with what she'd made the last few days she could practically buy a car, well, a cheap second hand car...
She could certainly buy a very nice big screen TV. But no, she was supposed to be saving for college. Her parents would not be happy if they saw a big flat screen appear in her room. And that would be a waste. No, as much as she liked the idea of immediately buying something nice, the smart thing to do was to put the money in the bank so she could build up her account faster. Then she could quit work and go back to school.
She went to the bank the next day and did just that. She resisted buying anything – mostly. But the bank was in a large shopping mall, and there were some nice stores there, and she did have some time to kill, so she wound up trying on a number of different things. She found she had a delight in sexy clothes, but could not quite bring herself to buy them. It was one thing to appear masked in movies, and another to appear in a 'costume' at work. But it was something entirely different to walk around the street wearing something slutty.
At least, it would be if anyone saw it. Buying sexy lingerie was different, of course, and she did pick up a few naughty things she would have to make sure her mother didn't spot in her lingerie drawer. 
Or her little brother!
Oh, they were nothing particularly shocking, just bra and panty sets. But they were either very, very small, or very very lacy (and see through). They were not the sorts of things she wanted her mother wondering about when she was doing the laundry!
She went on to work later, and flirted shamelessly with her largely male customers. She was getting bigger tips of late, and that pleased her even more than their attention. And that set her to brooding a little.
You're turning into a slut, she told herself a bit sourly as her shift was coming to an end.
There were no pictures or videos that evening. She dressed modestly, and went to the library to find a book  on sixteenth century Renaissance literature. She didn't like the idea she was turning into some sort of avaricious porn star nymphet who only cared about physical pleasure.
Even in the library, though, she couldn't keep her mind away from the sense of raw sexuality and sensuality which seemed to hover around her all the time now. The girl behind the counter in the Classics section was clearly a lesbian. She was too short, and, Allison thought, too young to have been the one who had – acted – with her the other day, but the sight of her in her very short, butch hair reminded her with jarring suddenness of what she'd been doing a scant 24 hours earlier.
Of course, there was a sort of cliché about librarians, she knew, as she walked past the girl and in among the shelves. But she herself was far more like the cliché. That is, if she unbound her hair and removed her glasses, and then perhaps undid a button or two, it would be just like a porn film librarian. She imagined herself sprawled across one of the desks or tables with a man thrusting into her, and cameras looking on...
But no, she was not going to be doing that sort of thing. She had to stick to the bondage stuff so that her face could remain hidden. Still, the thought of herself doing such a scene was more than a little exciting.

* * *

“Shouldn't there be more of uhm, I don't know, a story or something with these videos?” she asked Colin the next evening.
“Have you watched many porn videos?”
“Well, no, but they do talk and uhm...”
“There's not much story to any of them. Anyway, we're not shooting a porn film. We're shooting videos, erotic videos. Yes, they're graphic, but you'll see what I mean. And the viewers aren't interested in a lot of background. Take your clothes off and we'll set up for tonight's shoot.”
“But... uhm, you were going to show me the video from yesterday.”
“And I will. But first, let's get you set up.”
“That woman isn't coming back, is she?”
“No.”
He helped her on with the stiletto heeled boots again. The pressure of them squeezing her thighs so near her groin made her squirm a little with anticipation even as she pulled on the long kid gloves.
“What's this?” she asked, as Colin led her over to a strange framework which had not been present the other day.
“Something for the shoot.”
There were two metal posts standing upright, with a third going across between them at about waist height. There were two more metal posts a few feet across from them, but they were was no metal post going across the top of them.
First, however, he put the collar on her, then the hood, before having her get down on all fours. At least it was easier to crawl now, with the long boots on! 
She knelt, then lowered her chest to the floor, letting her breasts pillow out beneath her, squeezed tightly by the weight of her chest. With her bottom raised high, she spread her knees, drawing them slightly forward, then. It was an obscene position, but it aroused her, as it always did, because of the very outrageousness of assuming it. She was so lewdly displayed!
And it wasn't just him, either, for she knew the camera would be staring right at her there! It was a submissive, and demeaning position, that turned her into a sexual receptacle for whatever or whoever wanted to use her. And that was still so far from her self-image that her mind squirmed with both embarrassment and excitement every time he put her into it!
She felt his fingers sliding over her buttocks, caressing the rounded contours of her body, then the cool, liquid touch of a lubricated dildo against her anal opening. Swallowing a bit nervously, she tried to keep her back muscles from clamping down as the dildo pushed down into her, eased back, dipped down again, and worked ever deeper. She gasped as he slapped her bottom to distract her, and the dildo slid in deeper.
She let her mind think of all those men who would be watching eagerly, excitedly, their cocks hard. Perhaps they would be masturbating. The thought was disturbing and gross, but her anonymity again let her feel a dark thrill at it even as she began to ache inside her from the deep penetration of the dildo.
He let it alone for a moment, and then she felt a similar cool, liquid touch to her obscenely displayed pussy. The dildo pushed in more easily here, pumping in and out, then sliding deep as his finger idly stroked across her clitoris. 
Allison felt her breathing becoming more ragged as he worked the two dildos in. He left the one in her pussy alone, then worked the other one, then switched, then did both until they were so deep inside her she was aching.
“All right, slut. Up on all fours,” he ordered, as she felt a pull on her collar.
He led her around the room, crawling, and they again went through the same position changes as she had on the previous occasions. Just as then, he snapped something stinging down across her bottom whenever he was slow to respond, or position her body improperly. It stung a little but it was exciting anyway!
Besides, she had a better idea of the positions now, and didn't make mistakes as often. She wondered why he was doing it again, though. Surely they wouldn't pay again for the same video, even if she was now wearing thigh length boots and long gloves in this one! But he wasn't selling to only one customer, she knew, to only one web site. So doubtless he could do it as often as he could find web sites to buy the videos.
On her hands and knees, then her elbows and knees, legs spread wider, then on her chest, arms spread out wide, knees wider still. She quickly rose from that, sitting on her heels, knees wide, hands on thighs, then shifted again at a barked command, hands behind her neck, back arched, head back. From there she fell back onto her back, knees raised, then spread wide apart. Another barked command and her heels were flat on the floor as she forced her hips up high, legs spread. 
Again and again she went through the positions as he barked out commands, to the point she was gasping tiredly, and confused about the repetition. But she at least had the positions down properly, and was able to snap from one to the other the instant he spoke the instructions. 
And there was more than the sting, this time. He had a long wand-like device, a vibrator, in essence, and each time she shifted into a position properly he'd slide it between her thighs and let it stroke back and forth across her sex. Given her already elevated state of dark arousal the effect was intense, though she still had to maintain whatever position he'd had her take.
Finally, he seemed satisfied. He had her crawl over to the frame he'd placed in the center of the room and then pulled her upright.
Colin had her spread her legs apart, then strapped her ankles to the base of the two closest metal posts before bending her forward over the horizontal bar. He slipped the restraints around her wrists over her gloves, then attached chains and led them forward and out to either side to clip to rings in the other metal posts.  She was thus bent over ninety degrees and unable to straighten. 
He pulled her hood off, much to her surprise and consternation
“Colin!”
“Don't worry. I'll edit this out.”
“But – !”
He had what she thought was the usual ball gag in his hand, but as he gripped her hair and pulled her head up and back a little, and her mouth opened, she realized this one was somewhat different. Instead of the ball, it had a hard plastic ring which forced her to open her mouth wide. The ring nestled between her teeth, but did not block her mouth.
A moment later he slid some sort of plug into it, which served that function. Allison would have liked to have asked why the change, but of course, was unable to.
She watched him as he squatted down low next to her, and recognized the leather cords with the loops around them even before he pinched the base of her nipples, then slipped the loops around them and tugged them tight – painfully tight.
She squirmed and moaned in complaint, but there was little she could do, and her body was already beginning to thrum with excitement, which took the edge off her stinging, throbbing, burning nipples.
He pulled the cords down, and she gasped as she was forced to bend further forward. There was a ring set in the floor, and he attached the cords to it, then straightened and moved behind her.
Allison realized the cords were not actually leather, for they were elastic, at least, somewhat elastic. They could stretch a little, but pulled tighter on her nipples when they did. He combed her fingers out with her hair, then brushed it out behind her and she felt him pulling on it, twisting it, twining it together into, she thought, a loosely braided tail. 
He took some time at it, then she winced as she felt her head forced back, as she felt her hair pulling against her scalp until she was looking straight ahead. She could feel him attaching her hair to something, binding it with cord. The she felt the pressure on her tailbone as he wrapped the end of the cord around the base of the  dildo he'd pushed into her ass!
How bizarre!”
He produced a soft, black silken scarf which he wrapped carefully around her head over her eyes. The black silk did little to blind her, though it did shade everything around her. But it was so thin she could see through it fairly easily even as the television in front of her on the wall came to life.
He did something with the computer, then she saw her own image come on the monitor, seen from a camera on her left. She felt her pussy spasm instantly at the sight. She watched as he picked up the camera and moved around her, seeing what he saw, seeing what the customers who bought the videos would see.
And that made her squirm!
The camera showed her from behind, bent over perfectly, her abdomen across the horizontal bar, her bottom elevated because of the stiletto heels.  She saw that the dildo was quite thick and almost buried inside her pussy. The second, the one in her ass, only had about an inch protruding, and that awed her, for she knew how long it was and was somewhat amazed he'd gotten it almost all the way inside her.
There was a cord tied to the base, and running up into and through her braided hair. The camera moved to the side, and she saw her breasts hanging down, her nipples stretched out. She saw, more to the point, and to considerable relief, that as thin as the black silk scarf was it completely hid her identity. Perhaps it wasn't quite as perfect as the hood, she thought anxiously, but no one would know it was her, especially given the thick gag which also went over her mouth, covering her from just below her nose to almost her chin.
Her image came up on the TV in startling clarity, and now changed. It was her from yesterday. She was entirely nude, and dressed just as she was now except for the addition of the hood over her face. Allison felt her pussy throbbing with anticipation.
On the TV, she was standing, spread-eagled. She saw the angles shifting, changing as the camera moved slowly over her body in an intimate but erotic panorama which showed her from many angles, including from below. She saw the base of the two dildos protruding, saw her stiff nipples, saw her chest's rise and fall, and then the camera moved back.
She saw herself being 'whipped', and her excitement rose as she watched her body flinching and jerking. It looks so real, she thought delightedly.
She winced but her pussy squeezed and pulled at the dildo Colin was now pumping in and out. She watched herself writhing to the whip and became quite breathless, moaning softly as Colin stroked his fingers across her clitoris.
He moved before her, or at least, off to the side, so that she could still see the video. His fingers pulled the plug from her mouth, and his fingers slid in, slowly pumping in and out, stroking across her tongue.
“Slave,” he whispered into her ear.
Oh God! And there was the woman! Allison stared at her image, gasping, face flaming as the woman moved up behind her bound body. 
To Allison's surprise, she too wore a hood. She was a tall woman, with wide shoulders and hips, and big breasts. She looked strong and athletic, and aside from the hood, she was entirely nude.
The woman slapped Allison's bottom, then moved around her and knelt. The camera followed her as her thumbs spread open Allison's pussy lips. Then her mouth moved in, her tongue long and skillful as it began to stroke and tease the bound woman. Allison's mind squirmed as she saw her body writhing and bucking, as she heard herself groaning and gasping through the gag.
Colin moved behind her and pulled the dildo out, then his fingers began to stroke and massage her so that she could hardly keep still. In fact, she couldn't. But the tight bondage kept her from doing much even as her muscles spasmed and jerked in heated response. 
Colin slid into her, and she groaned, staring at herself being whipped, watching her body react to the whip and the woman's tongue. Her inner heat baked her mind as a fever of sexual hunger and passion began to rise within her. Colin's cock thrust deep and started to pump in and out. His hands slid along her hips, along her ribs, then under her to squeeze her breasts.
Allison moaned, her body jerking, pulling against the cords bound to her nipples as Colin pumped harder, faster. She stared at the screen as the woman took up the whip, then as Colin thrust into her. She watched as the woman, the strap-on dildo now attached, moved up behind her. God! It was so big! She stared, transfixed, as the woman forced that long thick dildo right up her ass, pressing her own Amazonian body against her from behind.
She could hear their voices as they called her names, as they taunted her. She could hear her own muffled moans and gasps and groans as they used her.
And then her view was blocked as Colin moved around in front of her. Her eyes flicked up as his cock pushed into her open mouth, and another shock-wave tore through her.
For Colin was still thrusting into her from behind!
And yet, he clearly wasn't! Could it be the woman after all, despite what Colin had said!? She knew almost before the thought tore through her that it wasn't. She could tell the difference, now, between what a dildo felt like and what a real cock felt like inside her. And besides, the body slapping and grinding against her upraised buttocks felt male, somehow.
He had brought in another 'actor' and hadn't told her!
Her face flushed red, once again, and she pulled futilely against the restraints to no avail.
But the heat he had roused in her, or the other man had, or her own video had, was too deep, too suffocating to be overcome. With a cock pounding into her, and her nipples burning, with another cock pushing into her mouth, and the wild erotic thought of being taken like this, helpless, by two men, one in her pussy and the other in her mouth, well, it was all just too much to resist. 
Allison felt herself sinking into a dark hunger as torrid as she had felt the other day with the woman. She grunted and moaned and gurgled around Colin's cock as he pushed it in and out, then as he thrust himself straight down her throat. Her body was jerking and shaking between the two men, her nipples being tugged against the cords again and again.
She felt a sense of utter helplessness, causing both a sense of fear, and, strangely, of freedom. She could do nothing, so there was no point in thinking about what to do. She could not resist, could not break free. Therefore, there was nothing to do but hold her position (not that she had a choice) and accept what they did to her.
It was a sense of submission to reality which she had always accepted as a part of herself. There was no point in getting excited about things you couldn't change, as her mother often said. Of course, she hadn't considered this aspect of her philosophy.
And all she could do was focus on the cock in her mouth, in her throat, because that required careful attention to ensure she didn't gag or throw up! The thick, hard cock, veins protruding, pushed slowly in and out of her mouth, driving frequently into the depths of her throat so that her neck bulged and her gag reflex threatened to erupt.
The sensations which flowed through her were all secondary to her need to focus her mind on that task, on managing her reaction to the cock Colin had shoved down her throat. That wasn't to say she didn't feel them all, didn't feel her nipples aching and stinging as her body jerked against the cords, her pussy throbbing wetly as someone rammed his cock into her, or even the thick, aching fullness of the dildo in her ass.
And given her already heightened state of arousal her body took very little time to explode into an uncontrollable storm of orgasm that blasted at her mind like a howling storm. For much of it she simply trembled and shook, eyes glazed over behind her mask as her body was hammered by the gale force sensations howling through her. Then she sagged, gasping, moaning, eyes going glassy.
Yet the men continued to use her, their cocks thrusting into her from either direction.
When they stopped, it was without warming, leaving her gasping and moaning, then yelping as she felt the strap crack across her buttocks. A few seconds later, it struck a second time, then a third, then again. She jerked and shook and cried out helplessly as the strap cut into her soft buttocks, but the blows continued, until her bottom was flaming hot and aching.
Suddenly, she felt something thrust between her thighs, the long wand of the new vibrator. It rubbed sensuously up and down against her clitoris, and she shuddered helplessly. It pressed in firmly against her clitoris, jamming it back against the dildo which he'd driven inside her. The intensity of the sexual arousal deepened, spread, and then, just as it threatened to explode again, the strap started to cut across her bottom once again.
The sudden stinging blows pushed back the sweltering heat, but could not hold it in check. As the vibrator continued to rub and grind against her clitoris, the shock-waves of the blows mattered less and less, and then she was exploding into orgasm again, even as the strap fell faster and harder.



Chapter Nine
 
Another eight hundred dollars! Allison felt rich!
The air puffed out of her as she did her sit-ups. She did them naked, on the yoga mat in her room, grunting as she forced herself up again and again. She'd been at it a while, hoping to further tone her stomach, which, after all, was what had attracted Colin to begin with.
She'd been upset the other day, when she'd settled down from the wild dark pleasure which had forced her through multiple orgasms, when she'd finally caught her breath and fit her shattered mind together. The other 'actor' had been gone by then, and Colin had talked quickly to assuage her indignant  accusations. 
He'd also let her take pictures of him naked. Well, of course, she'd always loved photographing things, but people were another thing. Nor had she ever taken pictures of a naked guy! And it was true that Colin was a very photogenic man with a very photographable body! He'd showed her how to switch the filters so that she got black and white or color pictures, and posed in a number of pictures which showed off his lithe, muscular body.
She'd had to perform oral sex on him to get him hard again, but once hard he had stayed hard for an impressive time as she'd taken a number of pictures. And while he'd guided her, he'd also let her direct him as she'd snapped away. He was completely comfortable naked, and not the least concerned with who saw him! Of course, with his body, she supposed, he had little reason to be embarrassed.
And he'd returned the favor by performing oral sex on her when she was done – or pretty much done, which had forced her into yet another shuddering, gasping orgasms.
The man was a sexual wonder!
And afterward they went out to a late night dinner, and she'd called home to say she was staying over at a girlfriend’s place. It was her first sleepover with him, and she thought it marked an important milestone, and made her more than just a 'model' to him! Their lovemaking – and she was surprised she still had the interest, let alone energy – was soft and gentle, and quite satisfying.
The next day, she went back to the salon for another treatment to remove her hair, and then took some pictures in the park, and of people on the streets, wondering if there was a market for pictures of people with their clothes still on.
Did she want to consider a career as a photographer? Perhaps as an erotic photographer? She didn't think her parents would approve of that! She wasn't sure, really, what she'd had in mind for a career after college. There weren't a lot of careers for English Lit majors, unless it was teaching at university. That would require she get at least her masters, and more likely her doctorate.
She had a shower, dressed, told her mother she was staying at a friend's for the weekend, and left, feeling guilty about her lies, but knowing there was no way to be honest.	

* * *

When she arrived at the 'garage' that afternoon Colin was packing things up.
“We're going to shoot outside today,” he said.
“Outside!?” she exclaimed, anxiety filling her.
“Nowhere near where there are any people,” he said with a laugh.
“I'll still be wearing a mask, right?”
“Your entire face will be covered,” he assured her.
“Uhm, will there be anyone else there?” she asked suspiciously.
“Maybe,” he said with a grin.
“Colin!”
“You know Mark, the guy from yesterday?”
“No! I don't know him! We've never met!”
“Well, you know he's got a big cock and knows how to use it.”
“I like to know more about men before they fuck me!”
“Come on. He has no idea who you are, and you'll be hooded again. Besides, this is a special request. You'll get a full fifteen hundred for it.”
“Fifteen hundred?! Dollars!?”
He grinned and nodded.
Wow!
“Uhm... well...”
“It'll only take maybe an hour of filming, probably half that.”
“Okay,” she said, reluctantly, mind squirming.
They got into his SUV, and some part of her was grateful the windows were tinted as they pulled out. They drove for almost an hour before driving down a dirt road that ended in a field behind some trees. They got out, Allison looking around anxiously, but they seemed to be quite alone.
“Get undressed.”
“What if someone comes!?”
“They won't. This is private property, and the owner is in another state. I've rented it for the week.”
She was still quite anxious, but there didn't seem to be any choice. She quickly undressed, looking around at the trees nervously and ready to jump into the car at the first sound.
“Oh come on,” she said as he brought the hood over to her.
It wasn't the normal hood, the nylon thing which merely covered her head. This one was made of rubber or plastic, and was shaped like a dog, right down to the floppy ears. The eye sockets were actually small, clear round plastic which were made to look large and brown like a dog's eyes. The nose was small, but shaped like a dog.
“Let me hear you bark.”
“This is ridiculous! How is this erotic and not porn?”
“Fifteen hundred bucks doesn't loosen your definition?”
“Well, a little I suppose but still. Come on!”
“Hey, it does the job of concealing your identity completely.
He slipped it over her head, and she allowed it, reluctantly. He added a collar, then produced special mittens. They were strapped tightly around her wrist, and had no fingers. Instead they were furry, like paws. She got down on all fours and he wrapped a strap which was drawn into a figure-eight around the base of her breasts, squeezing them out plumply and tautly below her.
“This is so sick,” she said.
“Position for use,” he barked.
She almost didn't have to think about it before her body reacted, dropping her chest to the grass and raising her bottom, then shifting her knees. This time, with her breasts squeezed, the pressure on them felt greater, and they ached as she put her weight down. 
She felt the now familiar sensation of dildos sliding into her body, though, and rolled her eyes nervously towards the road as she held her position. When he brought her up to all fours he showed her an image of herself in the video cameras screen, and she blanched at the image of herself as a dog.
But she could not deny how horribly sexual and exotic and nasty she felt as she stared at it.
Colin had two cameras on tripods recording as he put her through her paces once again, alternately snapping at her bottom with the thin quirt or sliding the vibrator between her thighs to rub against her clit.
“Bark,” he ordered.
She stared at him in consternation, then yelped as the quirt snapped lightly against the side of her breast.
“Bark.”
“Whoof! Whoof!” she said, feeling silly.
“No, lighter, higher toned.”
Blushing behind the mask she barked like a dog, barking whenever instructed as he led her around on the leash, back and forth before the cameras, posing in shameful and lewd ways.
“Up and display,” he ordered.
Panting, she rose on her knees, arching her back, then drawing her hands back behind her neck as she pushed her chest out.
“Nasty little bitch dog,” he taunted, running the thin crop he'd picked up over her swollen breasts.
“Look at these stiff nipples,” he said. “What a slut you must be!”
The tip of the narrow crop was a flat finger of leather, and he slapped it lightly against her nipple, then again, then repeatedly, so that the thing blurred.
She gasped and moaned, but it only stung a little. He wasn't swinging with his arm, but merely his wrist, to send the tip slapping lightly and repeatedly against the center of first one nipple, then the other.
“Filthy little slut puppy,” he said. “You're a sexual animal!”
She gasped and moaned as her nipples burned and the center of her breasts reddened.
Then she fell onto all fours at his command and he walked her back and forth again.
And then suddenly there was another man there! She gasped in shock, immediately trying to twist away and cover herself – not easy without useable hands!
Like her, he was wearing a hood that made him look like a dog. He wore a leather harness across his chest and powerful shoulders, and crawled forward, naked, his cock dangling below him.
And then he barked!
She wanted to laugh as she stared in disbelief. This was ridiculous!
But she couldn't bring herself to say a word. She was too embarrassed at him seeing her like this, though the fact he was built, if anything, even better than Colin took the edge off her shame, especially as he was naked and crawling like her.
Colin removed the leash from her collar and slapped her bottom.
“Run and play,” he said.
Was he kidding!? She stared at the other man, frozen in place as he crawled forward. She backed away a little, anxious, stomach fluttering wildly, chest tight, breathless. Then he growled.
Despite herself she turned as if to flee, but he crawled rapidly forward. She was just starting to rise when he grabbed her hips and yanked her back down onto all fours. Then he was atop her, his chest pressing against her back as his arms framed her body. He growled again, and she was caught!
This was ridiculous! But the same time she was starting to feel an incredible sense of raw animal heat as his big hands gripped her hips and adjusted her firmly beneath him. His hands came up to firmly squeeze her breasts as she felt his hot breath on the nape of her neck. Then his tongue ran across her shoulder before he eased back.
She felt his tongue sliding down her spine as his hands (and why didn't he have to wear gloves?!) slid down her body. She felt his big hands gripping her thighs, jerking them apart, then his mouth on her sex, his moist warm lips sucking at her clit as he raised her hips higher.
Then he rose up behind her, slapping her bottom, jerking her into position again, and yanking the thick dildo out of her. A moment later she felt his chest sliding up her back, then his breath on the back of her neck, then he was pushing into her, his cock thick and hard against her moist opening. She couldn't help gasp and moan as he slid into her, as he filled her and plunged deep. 
Then he started to ride her, to take her like a bitch in heat, grinding himself against her whenever he was deep, then pumping hard and fast, only to stop and grind again as Colin moved around with one of the cameras.
He rode her hard, powerfully, plunging into her again and again, occasionally growling like an animal, using her roughly but without being brutal. 
Using her like an animal!
He rode her to a powerful orgasm, then, as she sagged, breathless, continued to ride her until her body reignited, and then rode her even more savagely, until she thought she'd lose her mind.
But at some unspoken signal, he pulled out and then dropped onto his back, gripping her and guiding her over him. She straddled him as he lifted his stiff cock up, then sank down onto it, groaning in pleasure as it pushed deep into her belly.
He yanked his mask off and then pulled her down by the collar to crush her lips against his. One of his hands slid behind her head while the other cupped her breasts, then slid behind her, squeezing her buttocks. She rode and ground against him, growing feverish with the wild intensity of the bizarre sexual stunt, wildly aroused despite herself, and hardly able to control herself as she plunged up and down against him.
Colin disappeared briefly from view, then she felt pressure behind her, a strong male hand on her buttocks, on her hips. She felt the dildo sliding out of her back passage, then a stiff cock pushing in to replace it.
She felt her mind swelling with excitement at the presence of two cocks inside her. She'd been darkly thrilled before, with a dildo and a cock, or two dildos. But nothing matched the raw excitement of two real cocks plunging in and out of her tight abdomen!
She'd already had a powerful orgasm but her mind was swimming in a howling flood of sensations as the two men plunged into her at the same time. And then Colin moved around in front of her, just off to the side. She stared stupidly at him until he knelt, pulling her head around, and pushed his stiff cock into her mouth.
Her head jerked convulsively against his grip, but he held her firmly in place.
There was another man behind her! Inside her!
Shock ran through her, but it was as if the storm of sensations had surrounded her mind, as well as her body, in a crackling halo of sexual energy which could not be pushed away. Despite a new, flooding sense of shame she felt a screaming dark sense of shocked excitement at the presence of a third man, and as the two big cocks plunged back and forth inside her, and Colin drew her mouth onto his cock she felt a sense of acceptance and submission, as she had before, and let her mind ride the erotic heat as it pulled her into another massive orgasm.
She was the centerpiece of soft heat and need crushed between and against hard, powerful male bodies. She saw herself as helpless to their lust, though it was her own which rode her just as powerfully. A sense of masochistic excitement swelled within her as she let them use her, let them ride her, let them pound her and grope her and use her, and grind their hard, yet soft and warm male flesh against her She'd never felt quite like this, either emotionally or physically, as three stiff cocks plunged in and out of her body.
The sensations and the intensity of the sexual heat were more than she could resist as they rode her, as they pawed her and groped her and slapped her and drove eager cocks into her panting, trembling body. And even after another orgasm shattered her mind they continued to use her, until she was barely able to stay on her knees.
It was the first man, the one who had taken his mask off, who tore hers off. She felt a shock, but was too aroused, too feverish to resist as he crushed his lips against hers.
Colin can edit this part, she thought dazedly.
But she flushed hot as his eyes beheld her truly naked for the first time, her face uncovered. She dropped her eyes, embarrassed, but her body continued to rock to the hot, hard pumping of the three men.
They pulled out together, as if by some signal she hadn't heard. Then the leash was snapped back on her collar, and Colin made her walk, crawl back and forth. He handed the leash to the first man, Mark, wasn't that his name, and he did the same. And when she started to say something, to protest her lack of a hood or mask, the quirt snapped stingingly across her bottom.
“Animals don't talk,” he growled.
“Nasty little slut animal,” Colin said with a grin.
“Hot little fuck puppy,” came the voice of the third man.
And now as she turned to crawl back she saw he was Black, and just as powerfully built as the other two, his skin gleaming in the sun, his cock hard and projecting straight out, hairless, just like Colin as she was led, crawling up before him. He took the leash, and he walked her now, and she trembled with the heat as she crawled.
“Lick,” he growled as he stopped her before Colin.
She flushed red, but she knew what the order meant. 
She bent and licked at his feet, at his ankle and along the top of his foot.
A jerk on the leash had her crawling again, to stop before the next man.
“Lick.”
The order was worse for some reason, for she was used to the sexual games Colin came up with. This man, she didn't even know. But a snap of the crop and she bent and licked at his feet, then did the same to the Black man himself.
He dropped atop her, then, pushing himself deep into her ass. Then he rolled over so she was lying atop him, and Mark came forward, kneeling, gripping her thighs to lift and spread them wide.
He pushed himself into her, and she shuddered, crying out in soft, helpless little gasps and moans as Colin moved around her, holding a video camera.
They rode her into another powerful orgasm, one which left her barely conscious, then Colin hog-tied her and put her in the back of his SUV for the ride home.



Chapter Ten
 
The cage was new, and deliciously perverse and nasty and dark. It was a large cage, but still one she couldn't get out of, nor stand up in. She had to lie on her side, or back, with her knees pulled up. She still had the strange, fingerless paw-like gloves over her hands, which left her unable to do much with them other than scratch her nose a little. And there was nothing in the cage aside from a dildo.
She wanted to protest but there was no sign of Colin. He'd left her here then went out, it seemed. Allison slept for a bit, then wakened to find herself still alone, still naked and caged. It was a dark, heady sense of erotic helplessness which made her pussy throb – along with the fact that the TV on the wall was playing scenes of her perverted sexual games.
It took some effort, after she'd maneuvered herself onto her back, to grasp the dildo between her 'paws' and place the head against her pussy. But then she was able to apply enough pressure to slide it into herself. She pumped it in and out  as she stared breathlessly at the screen, grinding the edge of one of her 'paws' against her clit as she drove herself into orgasm.
She hadn't seen the cameras on their tripods aimed at the cage, so ubiquitous had they become.
There was a round hole at one end of the cage just big enough to slide her head through, low down. There was a bowl of water on the other side, and she licked thirstily, again, as the camera looked on.
When he finally opened the door she scrambled around. “Colin!”
He stopped and shook his head. “Master,” he said. “I'll come back when you remember that, slave animal.”
And then he turned, went out, and closed the door. She stared after it, slightly dumbfounded, and then disappointed when he didn't immediately return.
She felt somewhat indignant as she lay back down. Does he think I'm really his slave or something, she thought, irritably.
Then she noticed the cameras, and flushed. Had he seen her masturbating? Probably. He'd seen it before, so had the cameras. But now she had no hood to hide behind. Of course, he could probably edit her face out.
He returned, a good twenty minutes later, which seemed like an hour.
“Master,” she gulped.
“No speaking, slave. You'll speak only when spoken to,” he said sternly.
By which, Allison decided, he was still taping this for sale. Of course, her face was uncovered and she started to say it, but then he cautioned her with a finger and by opening the door again, threatening to leave. She bit her tongue, deciding she could insist he edit her face out later.
He let her crawl out of the cage, then slid the dildo into her again before having her crawl across the room. He opened the refrigerator and took out what looked like meatloaf, then heated it in the microwave as she licked and sucked on his balls.
Then he set it down on the floor.
“Eat, slave-animal,” he ordered.
The smell was making her stomach throb. She hadn't eaten in quite a while, so with hardly any hesitation, she dropped her mouth down onto the meatloaf and began to chew and swallow as the cameras looked on.
After that, he led her, again crawling, into the bathroom, where he brushed her teeth for her, before putting the gag in once again. Then it was back into the main room to go through the different positions, shifting and posing and moving as he called out commands until she was breathless and sweating and exhausted.
Back into the bathroom, he had her kneel on all fours as he wet her down, soaped her up, and cleaned her, then rinsed her off and dried her, brushing out her hair. From there it was off to bed, where he finally took the gag out but cautioned her again.
“Don't speak unless spoken to, slave,” he said, finger on her lips.
He had removed the gloves, but now her wrists were bound behind her as she lay there. His lips moved over her mouth, her cheeks, the nape of her neck, then slowly, patiently, down her body until he was kneeling between her spread knees and driving her insane with the skill and talent of his tongue.
He was atop her, then, forcing her legs up and back as he plunged deep into her pussy, riding her into another powerful orgasm as she cried out again and again.
She slept with him beside her, her wrists still bound, his arm possessively across her torso. It was strangely relaxing. She had intended asking him to remove them, but forgotten and fallen quickly asleep.
She rose with him in the morning, of course, or rather, to his hand between her legs, and the throbbing hunger it had already roused before her mind came fully awake. Soon his fingers were inside her and she was sopping wet, groaning and wriggling against him as he stroked his thumb across her clit and leaned over to suck and chew at her aching nipples.
And then he rolled atop her, and with a delicious feeling of helplessness, she drew her knees apart and then groaned as he plunged into her and rode her to orgasm.
It was certainly a more pleasurable way of waking than she was used to!
“Let's go get breakfast,” he said.
She groaned and sat up, hair tousled, a pleased feeling overall. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up.
“Are you going to remove these?” she asked.
He grinned. “No, I don't think so. Why not have business and pleasure together? I'll set up the cameras in the kitchen and see what they get we can use.”
“But my face...”
“Ahh yes, we can take care of that.”
Taking care of that was a hood, but not the nylon one. This one was thicker, leather, and she couldn't see a thing out of it.
“But I can't see!” she protested.
“All the better to feel, my dear,” he whispered.
At the same time his fingers slid down between her legs and she gasped, her hips bucking from how sensitive she was from her recent orgasm. He chuckled, then she heard a click, then a pull on the collar she'd almost forgotten she still wore.
“Colin!” she moaned protestingly.
“Don't worry. I won't run you into anything.”
So she moved forward, pulled by the collar, blindly, anxious but feeling a quiver in her lower belly which presaged good things to come.
She didn't know where the stairs were. Suddenly, she felt his arm around her, then she gasped as she was lifted up to fall across his shoulder. Her head hung down as he turned and headed down the stairs, carrying her. Then she felt herself set back on her feet, and the familiar pull from the collar led her forward.
“Kneel slave,” she heard him say.
She knelt, feeling the cool tiles of the kitchen under her.
“Knees apart. Now, relaxed kneel. And stay.”
She had little choice. She knelt in place, being sure to keep her back straight. Kneeling meant sitting on her heels. A 'relaxed kneel' meant basically shifting her feet further to the sides so she wasn't sitting directly on them, and the backs of her feet were pressed to the tiles. It eased the pressure on her knees as well as her feet, and could be held for much longer without pain.
She heard the sound of his return, then felt her collar pulled upwards.
“Kneel,” he said.
She rose up a bit at the pull of the collar, then as it eased, she eased back down to sit on her heels. But she felt the pressure against her sex immediately as she sank onto something – a dildo, she realized quickly. She sank easily down onto it, for it was lubricated, and she was still moist. Then she felt the collar pulling her forward, bending her somewhat. 
Another pressure, this against her back opening, and it was forced wider and wider, then at the point of pain, the thing he was pushing in abruptly narrowed, and was sucked up into her body.
A butt plug.
She felt the collar pulled back once more until she was kneeling, sitting on her heels, back straight.
“Relaxed kneel.”
She shifted her heels slowly apart, gasping a little, for that lowered her pussy and eased her down further and further onto the thick dildo. By the time she was in the proper position it was deep inside her, almost buried in her. She heard him puttering around the kitchen, and then his voice from across the room.
“How do you feel?”
“Hot,” she said, a little breathlessly. “This is really kinky and perverted.”
“But in a good way.”
“Yeah. Do you have the cameras on?”
“Set up but not turned on yet.”
“What are we going to do today?”
“Well, I'm going to fuck your pretty little brains out for a start.”
“You already did that,” she said with a smile.
“And will again... and again.”
“I won't have any brains left,” she said with a giggle.
“Maybe that's the idea.”
“Do you think you're going to turn me into some sort of mindless sex toy?”
“A sex toy? Hmm. Definitely. Mindless, no. What good is a sex toy without a mind? It's the mind that's most important.”
His voice came closer and she heard a chair pulled out.
A moment later she felt something touch her between the legs, warm skin but.. not quite familiar. Then she realized it was his foot, his toe rubbing lightly against her already swollen clit.
“Tell me what a hot little slut you are.”
“I am,” she said, a little breathlessly.
“Tell me.”
“I'm a hot little slut.”
“Again.”
“I'm a hot little slut!”
“Say, I'm Colin's fuck-toy.”
“I'm Colin's fuck-toy!” she said enthusiastically.
“Again.”
“I'm Colin's fuck-toy!”
“Hmm, I like the sound of that,” he said, his toe rubbing harder.
“I'm Colin's fuck-toy!” she moaned.
“I'm Colin's sex slave,” he said.
“I'm Colin's sex-slave!” she said, excited by the words.
“Lay back, sex-slave. Lay back and spread your knees.”
She gasped weakly, then obeyed, falling back awkwardly. She put her feet flat on the floor, then spread her knees apart, drawing them back as his toe continued to rub against her clitoris.
“What are you?”
“I-I'm Colin's fuck-toy!” she moaned.
“What else?”
“I'm Colin's sex-slave!” she gasped, her hips rolling and grinding against the constant rubbing.
The ball of his foot pushed downward on the dildo, and she gasped as the nose was forced even deeper. His foot began to press down with a rhythmic sort of pressure even as his toe rubbed insistently against her clit, and Allison moaned and arched, gasping for breath as the heat and sexual pressure spilled through her nervous system.
“Fuck me!” she moaned.
“Beg.”
“Please fuck me!”
“Say, please fuck me master.”
“Please fuck me, master!” she gasped, her entire body suffused with heat.
She was mildly amazed at how quickly she had become so intensely aroused so soon after he had already given her an orgasm, but it was certainly not a cause for concern!
“Keep begging. Maybe I'll decide to grant your wish.”
“Please fuck me, master! Please fuck me, master! Please fuck me, master!” she moaned.
The chair moved as his foot came away from her, but instead of his hands on her body she felt him walk away, going across the room. She moaned weakly, drawing her thighs closer together to rub them against the base of the dildo protruding from her overheated sex.
“Uh, uh, uh. Legs apart, slave,” he called from across the room.
She moaned but obeyed, waiting, chest flushed and rising and falling rapidly knees spread so far apart the tendons in her thighs stretched and ached.
His step told her he was returning, then there was the sound of something, plates, bowls, perhaps, being set on the table. A moment later she felt his hand on her arms, raising her up, practically lifting her up, pulling her to her feet, then over and around and.
“Spread your legs.”
She had no idea what was happening, but obeyed, and felt him pulling her back. Then she realized he was sitting behind her, and spread her legs wider as he pulled her down. She felt his fingers between her buttocks, then felt the butt-plug pulled free and out. Almost at once she felt his cock against her there, and she sank down on it, gasping and moaning as his stiff shaft pushed up into her belly.
He pulled her firmly down, eased up a few times, then pulled down again until she was fully impaled. The head of his cock was giving her cramps deep inside, but they did nothing to force aside the heat within her as his lips slid along the side of her neck.
“Breakfast time,” he said.
She could smell it. It had been too fast to make anything complicated so he must have used the microwave or a toaster. In any case, it smelled very much like eggos or waffles or something similar. 
“Open your mouth, slave girl,” he said.
She obeyed, and a moment later a fork slid in. She closed her lips and felt the warm syrup on the waffle as she chewed and swallowed. His other hand cupped and massaged one of her breasts, then dropped between her legs, rubbing very lightly, teasingly, against her clit.
“Open.”
She moaned as he fed her another piece, then another. It was the most bizarre, but most exciting breakfast she'd ever had! She wiggled atop his shaft, feeling it still very hard up inside her, and groaned every time his finger brushed against her clit.
“Open, slave.”
She opened her mouth, but this time it was his fingers, sliding in, depositing the piece of waffle. She sucked on them as they slid back out, then chewed and swallowed. He did that repeatedly, sometimes pinching and rubbing and twisting her nipples, sometimes rubbing at her clit. Several times she came close to climax, but her movements and gasps caused him to stop what he was doing.
“Say, I like it in the ass, master,” his voice growled into her ear.
“I-I like it in the ass, master!” she gasped.
And she did, she realized! It was so kinky and nasty and exciting!
“Again, slave.”
“I like it in the ass, master!” she panted.
“What? You like what in the ass, slave?”
“Your cock!”
She felt her nipple pinched.
“Master,” he chided.
“Your cock, master!” she gasped.
“What about it, slave?”
“I-I... I like it in the ass, master!”
Another pinch.
“Say the whole thing, slave.”
“I like having your cock in my ass, master!”
“Only like?”
“I love having your cock in my ass, master!” she groaned.
“Maybe I should fuck your tight little slave girl ass then. Maybe you should beg for it, slave.”
“Please fuck my tight little slave girl ass, master!” she moaned.
Allison was alive with the heat and wickedness of it all, of the delicious erotic fantasy of herself as his slave girl! She writhed and moaned as his fingers danced over her body, and found it impossible to keep still as he teased and taunted her.
“What a nasty little slut you are,” he purred, fingers pinching her nipples.
“I'm a nasty little slut, master!” she gasped.
She heard the sound of dishes being moved, then he stood, his hands under her thighs to lift her as well. He set her feet down on the floor but quickly bent her over, and she moaned as she felt her breasts pillow out against the wood of the table. He jerked her body to one side, and she gasped as he spread her legs.
She was not tall enough to support herself perfectly like that, with her legs spread and bent over, and he had placed her on the corner of the table, so that the rounded corner pressed up into her groin, both grinding against her clit and also putting pressure on the base of the dildo now almost completely buried in her pussy.
Rising on the balls of her feet, the pressure against her sex on the corner was eased but still there, and then he started to thrust into her. He drew back, and thrust in, slowly, using the full length of his long shaft. But her sphincter had already become quite relaxed, and he soon picked up the pace, his hips beginning to slap against her upraised buttocks.
Of course, the movement also ground her clitoris harshly against the corner of the table, not to mention the base of the dildo impaling her, not to mention her breasts below her, but none of that seemed to matter as the heat within her soared and she began to gasp and moan and then cry out with every deep, powerful thrust.
She had almost reached orgasm when he halted, just the tip of him inside her.
“Do you want it, slave?”
“Yes! Yes!” she gasped breathlessly.
“Beg for it, slut.”
“Please fuck your slave girl's ass, master! Please fuck your slave girl's ass!”
And then he did, his hips pounding against her until the table below shook violently, and her cries became helpless undulating howls of pleasure as the orgasm tore through her and convulsions wracked her body. There was pain, as well, as that most sensitive part of her anatomy ground against the corner of the table, as the pressure of her jerking, grinding movements rammed the head of that dildo against the deepest part of her pussy and ground it there, but all of that seemed to merely increase the pleasure and drive her climax higher.
Afterward, as she lay gasping and panting, and his softening cock slid out of her, she moaned as she felt her head lifted up and back.
“Thank your master, sex slave,” he growled.
“Th-th-thank you for fucking my ass, master,” she groaned exhaustedly.
“Just the start, sex slave. Just the start,” he said.
After recovering, he let her drink milk from a cup he held, then set her on her feet and again led her blindly up the stairs and into the bathroom. He brushed her teeth for her, gave her mouthwash, then brought her in the shower with him. The water poured down, and then his soapy hands began to move over her, gently but thoroughly.
“What about my hair?” she asked.
“Don't worry about it for today,” he said, his voice sounding amused.
“But it's probably awful under this hood! I've been sweating!”
“But it's going to stay under that hood for today.”
She blinked behind the hood. She was to be hooded, and blinded, all day!?”
“Oh but you can't keep – .”
“Shhh,” he said, his fingers going to her lips. “Not only can we take videos freely but without sight your other senses will become stronger, and you can feel more. Besides, you're going to be sweating again very soon.”
His voice sounded all-too amused, and Allison swallowed nervously.
After drying her, he bent her over, then slid a dildo, a thick one, deep into  her ass before he had her kneel while he dried himself, then, perhaps, dressed. She couldn't really tell. The pull on her collar drew her to her feet, then she was walking up the hall. She heard a creaky door open, then up another flight of stairs as heat grew greater around her. The floor now felt dusty and wooden underfoot. She was in the attic!
Then she was pushed back against something, something narrow and wooden. A post of some kind. 
“Kneel, slave.”
She knelt, chest tight, wondering what was going to happen. She felt the wooden post, flat, and perhaps four or five inches across, running down her back.
“Good,” he said softly.
He leaned her forward, then unclipped the restraints around her wrists from each other. He pushed her back to the post and raised her arms above her high.
“Rise a little,” he said.
She grunted with effort, squatting, then pushing herself up a bit. She heard sounds below her, then he pushed against her belly, pushing her back firmly against the post.
“Down,” he said.
She gratefully started to ease down but felt something under her, or rather, under her pussy. It felt like a narrow wooden branch projecting straight out from the side of the post.
“But I can't – .”
She gasped as she felt his hand around her ankle, lifting it up and back. Most of her weight came down on the all-too narrow 'branch” now as he fastened her ankle to the side of the post behind her. Then he raised her other ankle up and strapped it in place, as well.
The post felt no more than an inch or two wide, but Allison was able to use her arm muscles to ease her weight on it, though as she was angled back against the post she felt that pressing against the base of the dildo he'd pushed into her ass. And that dildo was entirely too long!
“Colin!” she moaned.
“Don't worry. You won't be like this long. It's for the video. Trust me. You look really hot.”
A moment later his fingers forced her mouth wide, as a gag was pushed into her. It was the one which was hollow. He had called it a ring gag. It kept her mouth wide so that he could slide his cock into it. But instead he pushed in a plug to gag her growing moans.
“I'm going to leave you here for the rest of the day, slave,” he said in a harsh voice. “As punishment for being a nasty little slut!”
She moaned, half indignant, half excited, but knowing he was playing to the camera.
Her ankles were up behind her, strapped to the post, and were no use in supporting her. Entirely too much of her weight was on that narrow horizontal wooden thing pressing achingly against her pussy! She could ease that considerably by using her arm muscles, of course, but already they were starting to get tired from holding herself up.
She was also squirming awkwardly to keep from pressing back too hard against the post because the dildo inside her was already giving her cramps, and too much pressure against the post was making those cramps a lot worse as that jammed the nose of the dildo up deeper.
Then, just to make matters stranger, she felt a sharp pinch against one nipple, then the next. She yelped in pain, twisting and writhing as her nipples burned! The burning slowly eased into a dull, throbbing ache, but the ache redoubled as she moved, and she quickly realized he had hung something from each nipple, something which swung and bobbed as her body moved, tugging on her aching nipples.
God, he was such a pervert! This was all so wicked and nasty and sick!



Chapter Eleven
 
It was difficult to tell how much time had passed, but enough for her pussy to ache terribly! Yet she was still wrapped in a wicked sexual fever so that the sensation of pain was intertwined with the throbbing heat and hunger within her. She was no longer really able to use her arm muscles to pull herself up as they had become too sore, too exhausted. She could use her legs a little, but they too were becoming sore.
The grinding of the dildo deep in her ass was making her moan helplessly as the aching grew, and her nipples were sharp little pinpoints of fire as whatever he'd hung tugged and jerked on them with every small movement. But she couldn't keep still. The discomfort between her legs was such that her body was continuously trying to adjust her 'seat' on it so as to ease it a little. 
Then the plug was removed from her gag. She gasped, and started to speak, to beg to be let down, but a cock quickly slid through and over her tongue. She moaned around it, sucking helplessly as  it slid in and out. He had fucked her twice this morning. Could he really already be this hard?! She felt a wicked realization that it might not even be his cock! It might be Mark! Or that black man, what was his name, Paul, or... or anyone!
It was as if she really were a kind of sex slave, available to anyone who wanted to use her!
The cock pushed into her mouth and she gagged, but swallowed as more of the shaft slid through her lips and over her tongue. Then her face was being ground against his groin – whoever HE was!
“Slave,” Colin's voice said. “Sex slave.”
She moaned weakly, excited by the words. Yet even more darkly excited by the fact they came from low behind her! She wondered whose cock was buried in her throat!
Fingers against her clit now, then the low, intense buzzing of a vibrator as the cock in her throat slowly eased back and slid across her tongue. She gulped in air, panting for breath as the cock pulled free. Then it pushed forward again, sliding back and forth across her tongue before pushing down into her throat once more.
“Slut,” Colin cooed. “Slutty little fuck-toy.”
She moaned as the cock pumped in and out of her throat, then came free at last, allowing her to gulp in air. It drew slowly out, completely out, and she gasped for breath, her chest pumping. But before she could get enough breath to speak it slid into her open mouth once more, a mouth she could not close, and across her tongue.
Only it was completely dry, and not as thick. She moaned as she sucked, and her mind flared as she realized it was another cock, a different cock. What was he doing to her!?
She sucked nevertheless, torn between shame, anxiety, heat and a wild, almost animalistic sexual fever. She sucked and licked as the cock slid down her throat, then as it came back up. It pulled free, and then it... no... it was a thicker cock, but slick, so the first one, yes, it slid into her and she sucked blindly, moaning around it as she felt her arms given strength by her rising excitement, as she felt her pussy grinding against the wood beneath.
The cock came free, and another pushed in. It was just as big, perhaps bigger, barely able to slide through the ring, but bone dry until she started sucking. Was that a third man!? Was it Colin!? She had no idea!
I'm losing my mind, she thought dazedly.
She was losing her breath, as well. However many cocks there were, they were robbing her of breath again and again. And while they pulled out, each time, before she became truly desperate, her head was pounding, and she was having a hard time focusing her mind on anything.
And her pussy was on fire! And not entirely in a good way!
The cock in her mouth came free. Fingers were at her mouth, then the gag was removed. She moaned in pain initially, but after working her jaw it faded.
“Beg to be fucked, sex slave,” Colin said. “Beg for it and I'll take you down and fuck you.”
“P-Please fuck me, master!” she moaned dazedly.
She felt whatever was attached to her nipples raised up, being tugged sharply up and out so that she cried out.
“Again, slave. Let me hear you beg.”
“Please fuck me, master!” she cried.
A part of her mind squirmed in embarrassment at talking like that in front of perhaps two other men, but another part burned with dark arousal.
“Again, slave. Put your heart into it.”
“Please fuck me, master!” she cried.
Strong hands lifted her up off that awful wooden thing and she almost cried out in relief as the pressure finally came away from her pussy. Her arms were unlinked, but held firmly, then drawn back behind her back, before being raised up high between her shoulder blades. She felt the restraints locked to the back of her collar, then.
She felt herself carried, then sat, sat across someone's lap, she thought. Colin?
“Spread your legs,” the man said.
It wasn't Colin!
She moaned but obeyed. She gasped as her head was pulled back, forcing her back to arch.
Then a light touch against her clit. She hissed in pain, her thighs clamping down.
“Spread your legs, slave!” the deep male voice growled.
Whimpering, she obeyed. The finger brushed lightly across her clit, then again, then again, and the pain, while it continued, seemed to shift and change, to transform into something darker, and more glitteringly bright at the same time.
She felt hands seizing her legs, spreading them wider, then something pressing firmly against her, something which caused pain at first, but as it penetrated her, as it slid deep into her body, she groaned in dazed pleasure to be so filled once again.
“What are you, slut?” the male voice demanded. “Tell us what you are.”
Her nipples were pinched.
“I-I'm a sex slave, master!” she moaned.
“What else?”
“I'm Colin's fuck-toy, master!”
The finger brushed teasingly at her clit, then the clips were pulled from her nipples. She cried out in pain at first, but then the deep throbbing eased, and her nipples began to tingle with pins and needles. She was bent back further, and a mouth covered the center of one breast, a tongue licking at her tingling nipple as he began to suck. 
His finger brushed harder at her clit, and the orgasm exploded within her.
She was lifted, passed to someone else, sat across someone else's lap. She could tell by the thickness of the legs and the fact this one was wearing shorts.
“What are you?” he demanded as his finger rubbed at her aching, swollen clit.
“I'm a sex slave, master!” she moaned.
He too soon brought her to orgasm. Then she was across another man's lap, then another, or was it the same? She had no way of knowing. Orgasms made her writhe and twist and buck and cry out again and again.
Finally, she straddled someone, not sideways, but facing him, and groaned as the dildo was removed and she sank down on his thick cock.
“Ride my cock, slut,” he ordered.
She needed no urging, and was soon riding and grinding, panting and moaning, until strong hands seized her hips, her buttocks. The dildo impaling her was pulled slowly out, and another thick cock pushed up into her ass. She shuddered, expecting a third, and it soon came, filling her mouth as she tried to ride the first, and the second drove in and out of her ass.
“Slut,” a voice said.
“Sex slave.”
“Fuck toy.”
“Whore.”
They didn't shout the words, didn't snarl them, didn't even use an insulting tone. Their voices were different, almost crooning the words as Allison slipped over the edge into another massive orgasm that seemed to rattle her brain within her skull.
She was barely conscious when they dragged her off, and then turned her over. She groaned dazedly as she was raised upside down, her legs spread wide. The dildos were pushed into her again, a vibrator attached, and she was left in place for some time. 
The day passed in a blur, or less than one since she was blind the entire time. She was fed by hand again, but didn't know whose hand it was. She was bathed again. Then she was hung by her wrists, dangling dazedly, moaning blindly, body sweating in the hot attic, toes twitching just above the floor as the energy drained out of her.
More cocks in every orifice. Then more food, then bathed again, and finally, she wound up in his bed, naked, the restraints still holding her arms behind her. Still blinded, and gagged.	She was so exhausted she slept deeply for long hours. 
She woke to Colin's tongue on her still-sore, bruised pussy. Yet while it ached at first, the sensitivity of her pussy now soon had her crying out in wild, helpless pleasure as his tongue drove her through an intense orgasm.
Breakfast was the same as the previous day, except she didn't have to be prompted to append 'master' to every sentence. It came quite naturally, though her mind was still rather foggy.
He put her through her paces, and she rapidly shifted positions and movements as he barked out commands. When she was on all fours, she was mounted and ridden hard. She didn't know who it was. She only knew it wasn't Colin. But there was little shock to that any more, and she grunted and moaned contentedly as she was ridden.
Then she was hog-tied, placed in the rear of his car, and driven somewhere. She was carried out and then stood. Her arms were unlinked, then raised up and out to either side. Her legs were similarly spread, and she found herself standing, spread-eagled. A moment later a tightening of the chains raised her up and she groaned as she was hung helplessly by her wrists.
The hood came off, and her hair spilled in a tangled mass around her face. She closed her eyes against the light, then squinted painfully. She had been blind for almost a day and a half and it took long seconds for her eyes to adjust. She recognized Mark, holding the whip, and then to her relief saw Colin holding a camera.
“Sex slave,” Mark growled. “Time for your whipping.”
She cried out as her head was yanked back, and rolled her eyes to the side as the Black man, Paul, grinned at her. “Then I'm going to fuck you, slut!”
There was a sense of relief, oddly, that she knew them, though 'knew' was a stretch.  Then a hand squeezed her breast and her attention jerked to the side, where another man, a complete stranger stood, grinning. Behind him was another.
“Then we're going to gang bang you, slave girl,” he said.
A hand between her legs pushed up against the thick dildo there, and another hand pushed up against the one in her ass. She writhed and moaned helplessly. They moved back, and Mark drew the whip back. Somehow she knew it wasn't the toy it had been the last time.
It snapped across her back and she cried out in pain. She was shocked, yet at the same time relieved, for the pain was really quite bearable. Perhaps it was the wild sexual fever which had twined itself around her mind and through her nervous system.
The whip cut across her back again and again, sliced into her ribs, into her soft breasts, then cut into the tender flesh of her thighs and pussy before she was dangling dazedly, moaning, eyes slitted, body covered in welts.
They lowered her, and then, as the stranger had promised, they began to use her, two and three at a time, as Colin circled with the camera. Their cocks plunged into her as their hands roamed her body. She was twisted and turned, lifted and positioned, and used for a time she could not even measure. There seemed more men than she'd seen, but she could never see them well enough to count since there was almost always someone's groin in front of her face with a cock pushing into her mouth.
She crawled before them, posed and positioned herself lewdly, begged for their cocks, and cried out as she got them, losing her mind to the hedonistic fire of sexual passion, hunger and depraved pleasure.
She slept in Colin's bed again that night, bound, but clean, exhausted, drained, half dead, and bruised all over. She woke to his tongue, then his cock, and then started the day anew, bound, but at least able to see now. After breakfast, she was knelt before the TV, impaled on a monstrously thick cock, watching the shocking events of the previous few days in bright, intimate color.
The sight of herself being used, the sight of what she had not seen the previous two days, the shocking intensity of it drove her into repeated orgasms, and forced her to ride down further and further on the thick dildo, impaling herself on it as the passion and sexual fever caught at her mind.
“Slave,” she heard over the sound of her own screams on the TV, over the sound of her own live screams. “Sex slave. Fuck toy. Slut. Whore. Slave girl.”
It didn't matter what Colin did to her. It didn't matter who did it. All that seemed to matter was the wild, raw pleasure that burned within her, and her desperate desire for it, her helpless addiction to it. More men came for her, and used her. Then it was women, three of them. She was shamed, humiliated, but helpless, in thrall to her own passion and dark sexual fantasies.
They used her, licked her and fondled her to the edge of orgasm, then forced her to please them in turn. They taught her how to pleasure them, and then one, a slim young woman with little hair, managed to get her entire hand up inside Allison's quivering pussy and the powerful orgasm that tore apart her body actually drove her unconscious.
It seemed pointless to go back to work. She soon moved in with Colin, and the faceless, hooded videos and pictures on the internet were soon joined by others, for she was too intoxicated on the thought, on the wild fantasy of being a sex slave to care. It was not really a fantasy any more, of course, but somehow, she continued to think it so.
Colin's cock tore her apart with orgasms that seemed far stronger than they had ever been before. And when she was given to other men – and even women – he looked on, taping it, and she knew she was more than his model, more than a porn star, she was his, to do with as he chose. And the thought of that whipped her on to ever greater heights of passion that turned her into a sexual animal.
Why would she care about anything else with such passion, such pleasure? Why would she want to do more than as she was told, when it brought such ecstasy?
Perhaps one day she would wake up from this dream, from this fantasy, but for now, it was a life like none she had ever even considered, and one she could not bear to think of leaving. When she was old, or at least, older, she could do those other things. She could go to school again, go out and find a job, perhaps explore the world. But for now, she was young, and alive, and nothing mattered but the wild, feral heat within.
 

THE END
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