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Warning







This book contains adult content that may not be suitable for some readers.




This book is intended for adults over the age of 18.  All people depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older.


Preface

Usually I write longer stories, this is something different.  Each story is only 300 to 500 words, some are excerpts from other books.  Each is accompanied by an image that helps to set the scene.  They are intended to be a jumping off point for your imagination.







The sexiest organ is the brain and your own imagination . . . . 


Source Unknown





Tara
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Tara didn’t know where she was, she’d been kidnapped and taken to this place against her will.  For the last three months she’d lived like an animal, trained as a pony girl and forced to run, day in, day out.  She couldn’t believe that this training session she’d been left unshackled outside a rest halt while her owner went inside.  She’d taken the opportunity to escape and run into the desert.

Now she understood why,  she was bound and gagged, there was no water or food in this God-forsaken place. And even if she found water and food, she couldn't get the gag out. Slowly she accepted her fate, she turned round to make her way back to the ranch and to a life of slavery.  Her lips were cracked from lack of water and her exposed skin was starting to burn. 

Tara knew she’d be severely punished for the escape attempt, but it was better than being dead. Her handlers had let her escape on purpose, she’d been tracked via a device in her harness,  she would never have been allowed to escape, but of course she didn’t know this.

Every pony had to experience this. They were far more docile after learning this lesson.


Ellie
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Life on a plantation was hard for everyone, well, everyone except the owner of the plantation and his family.  For them it was all about gathering and displaying their wealth, from the size of their home, the productivity of the land or the lavishness of their clothes.  For the slaves it was about survival, submission to the will of their owner and hard work.

The owner could have acres of land, a grand house, a lavish lifestyle, but nothing displayed wealth as much as a dedicated team of pony girls to transport him from his ranch into town.  It was nowhere near as fast as a traditional horse drawn team, but everyone would stop to look as his team pulled up outside the bank or saloon, the sweat dripping off their bodies, admiring their bodies and the leather that they were forced to wear.

Once in town the owners could go about their business, leaving their ponies shackled and hobbled.  No one gave any consideration to them, after all they were just animals.


Anna
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Anna knew she should have known better when she came for the interview, the restaurant was cheap, the tables nothing more than IKEA’s value range.  The kitchen staff were grimy, the food looked awful but the place was full of single men ‘dining’ and good looking girls serving them.  The girl’s uniforms were different, just black silk negligées.  The interview consisted of trying on a uniform and carrying a plate.  What could she expect?

The first day she’d realized why it was so busy, food wasn’t the only thing on the menu.  The diners would come in, order, pick at their food then pay the outrageous bill before taking their ‘waitress’ into the back for ten minutes. 

Anna unlocked the door at lunchtime, the line was already twenty deep, she put on her fake smile.  “Hi,” she said, “Welcome to Jamie’s.”  The man in front of her just smiled.  Never a good sign.  She took his hand and lead him to the first table, another girl took her place at the front of the line.

It was just a job.


Siobhan
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Siobhan stood motionless on the auction block, it had been months since she’d been taken from her village in Ireland after being raided by the Vikings.  Initially they kept her for their own amusement, but they’d quickly got bored as she ceased to resist.  She didn’t know how many times she’d been sold since then, nor even where she was.  She didn’t speak the language, but she could understand the gestures.

In the last two weeks the beatings had stopped and the quality of her food had improved as her current owner readied her for sale.  Her long red hair had been washed and combed as she was bound to command a high price for her current owner.

She knew by now that she had to stand motionless as the gathered men bid on her.  Initially she was clothed but as the auction slowed she knew she’d be stripped and touched to encourage the maximum price for her.  It had happened too often.

The man at the desk banged his gavel and a series of hands were raised.  The auction had begun.


Carmen
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Carmen was a brat and she knew it.  Every time her Daddy had to work late she felt neglected and lonely, he wasn’t paying her the attention she craved, it was almost like she had ceased to exist for him.  It was simple to get his attention, all she had to do was push his buttons and irritate him.  She started by turning the sound up too loud on the TV, it interrupted his Teams call and he had to leave to turn it down, so she did it again and again, each time turning it up a little louder.

When his work day was finally over she was delighted, she knew she’d be punished, but that was what she’d aimed for, it meant she could go to spend time with her Daddy.  But he had other ideas.  He made her stand naked, facing the wall, arms folded behind her back, a dime between her nose and the wall.  If the coin fell she’d be ignored and put in her cage for the rest of the day, if she kept it up for an hour she’d be beaten as a punishment, and a reward.

Carmen was determined to not let the coin fall.  Anything to have her Daddy focus his time on her.  She was looking forward to being spanked or whipped with his belt.  To feel his touch on her skin, to have his undivided attention.  Once she’d taken her punishment she’d get to suck his cock, always her pleasure. 


Laura
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Laura couldn’t explain what drove her to act the way she did, why she craved humiliation and degradation.  So when she was contacted on the net by a stranger who gave her orders, she obeyed without question.  Today’s task was simple, go kneel in the restroom of the local dive bar and obey any order given for an hour. 

She walked into the bar nervously, and into the men’s room, she was sure people were watching her as she went in, she tried to keep her head down, to be invisible but the customers noticed her entrance and where she was headed.  Once inside she knelt on the floor and waited.

The first few customers had just ignored her, I mean who’d fuck a girl in there, the place was disgusting.  But eventually a drunk had used her mouth, he’d asked her if it was OK first and she’d just nodded.  The next guy used her as a urinal, just seen her kneeling there he took out his cock and pointed it at her.  Laura was almost crying with shame as she opened her mouth and let him piss all over her, she tried to swallow as much as she could but most of it splashed on her sweater.  From then on customer after customer came in and used her as a toilet.

When her hour was up she faced more shame and humiliation as she walked out through the main bar, her clothes wet and stinking of piss.  The subway ride home would be even worse, people would smell her and stare, that was the real thrill.  She wasn’t allowed home until after dark.


Faye
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When humans conquered the outlying islands they were shocked to discover that they were populated by a race of gentle beings that looked like them, just thinner and better looking.  Initially the creatures, elves, were friendly to the humans, but once the people started to capture and enslave them they soon ran from people on sight.

Humans desired the female elves, their bodies were strong and they lived long lives without their bodies failing like human ones did.  Fathers would pass their favorite elf slave on to their eldest child along with the rest of their belongings.  Some enslaved elves would serve four or five generations before they finally died.

The elves were better runners, swift and surefooted in their forest home, but they were no match for people on horseback.  When one was sighted they were hunted, males put to death and females enslaved.

It took less than two hundred years for humans to drive the elves to extinction.  In the modern era no one believes that they ever existed, just the occasional child born with slightly pointed ears that kept the rumors alive.


Zoe
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Zoe loved playing pony, she could get completely lost in her headspace, her boyfriend would dress her up, taking his time, slowly applying sunscreen to her whole body – important to a natural redhead, as the harness went on she got closer to her headspace, wanting, believing that she could be an animal, at least for a few hours. 

When he offered the bit gag she opened willingly and bit down on it, he secured it in place and she was there, lost in the moment.  The only time she came close to this feeling in normal life was when she snorted a line of coke, and even that wasn’t as good.  Sometimes hours would pass and she’d swear she’d only been dressed up for ten minutes.  All she could understand were simple commands, walk, run, stop. 

There were only two ways to get her down form her high safely, the first was to whip her so intensely it broke her concentration, neither of them enjoyed that, the whipping had to be brutal and then they couldn’t play for days.  The other was to lay her down and fuck her, Zoe would cum almost instantly, then she’d come down.  Much better all round.


Edith
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Edith had been enslaved by her captors for nearly a year.  Her former life had been filled with cooking, cleaning and tending the crops and animals.  Since she had been taken by a raiding party her chores had barely changed, but rape was now a daily part of her life.

With the advent of the long summer days the men were preparing for a new raid across the sea, the long boats were packed with supplies for an expedition of several weeks.  She couldn’t help it, she desperately hoped that when they returned they’d bring several new young slaves back with them.  It was wrong of Edith to wish this, she knew that slavery was wrong and cruel but it would make her life so much easier.

Tonight the men would drink and make use of her, she’d have to service all fifty of them.  If they brought back a couple more slaves then she would share the burden before their next raid.  Yes, she thought, bring back at least two new slaves.  Edith smiled, how she’d changed in a year in captivity.


Tatania
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Tatania was the belle of the ball, her dress was made of pure silk dyed the deepest blue and embellished with tiny sparkling stones, she’d been a little put out when her father had drawn the line at diamonds.  Her makeup and hair had taken hours to do by the best in the industry, her earrings, made of 22 carat gold, probably cost more than most people would make in a lifetime.

As she walked into the giant ballroom all eyes turned to her, she smiled then people looked away.  Her father was an incredibly powerful man, next only to the Tzar himself.  The last man that had asked her on a date had been found dead the next day, he was very protective of his little girl.  Nobody dared ask for a date.

As the evening progressed the drinks flowed and she found her mark, he was not from a very wealthy family, but Tatania loved him, the clean shaved muscled hunk that he was.  He refused to dance with her until she threatened him.  Later she demanded he take her upstairs.  He refused, until she played her master card.

“If you don’t tie me up and fuck me in the ass, I’ll tell my father you did.”

Ivan swallowed, he wanted to refuse, but ultimately if he was going to be killed he might as well be killed for a reason.  He took her hand and led her nervously to the grand staircase and a waiting bedroom. 


Aleena
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Aleena was pretty, but by no means the prettiest girl on the college cheerleading team, hell she was the first to admit that there were other girls with longer legs or bigger tits, but Aleena always put her heart and soul into every game and every practice session, the extra effort got her noticed.  It wasn’t long before she was dating the quarterback.

She rose quickly through the cheerleading ranks, in her sophomore year she was promoted to Lead, this lead to resentment from some of the girls who’d been there longer.  They used to talk behind her back, “It’s because she’s sleeping with the quarterback,” they’d say.  They were wrong, she got noticed because she slept with Brad, but she got Lead by sleeping with the coach behind Brad’s back.

Aleena had been attending trials for the nearest NFL team, the Grizzlies.  Competition was fierce, but Coach had instilled a game plan in her.  He was quick to point out why she got Lead, not for her legs, not for her tits but for her oral skills.  When her interview came she danced for the judges, then she just locked the door.  They all watched spellbound she removed her top, then licked her own nipples before crawling slowly to the first man.  It was time to suck cock, there were only three but she’d get onto the team, anyway, anyhow.


Mia
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When Mia’s best friend forever had suggested a swingers party she’d almost been sick.  The idea of being naked, or nearly naked in front of dozens, no, hundreds of other people horrified her.  They didn’t speak for two weeks, when they did her friend didn’t push the idea again, Mia couldn’t stop thinking about it.  Initially she was just looking at her friend in a new light, then she became curious, then after a bottle of prosecco one night she started to ask her friend more and more about it.

“If you really want to know,” said Bella, “There’s only one way to find out.”

“But, I’d be terrified and nervous,” replied Mia.  Bella smiled, she put her arms onto Mia’s shoulders and pulled her in close, and for the first time they exchanged a kiss, mouth open.

“See, that wasn’t so bad was it?”  Mia was shocked, no, it was better than not bad.  She pulled her BFF back in for a second kiss.

Two weeks later Mia was at the party, seeing so many other girls in lingerie relaxed her a little, a line of coke and half a bottle of wine, even more over the course of the meal.  As the plates were cleared away the host in the Tux stood up.

“Time to begin,” he said, “Ladies, if you please.”  Mia looked around, girls were starting to remove their underwear.  She smiled, there were three guys for every girl, she was hoping at least a dozen would fuck her.  She reached behind her back to remove her bra . . .


Carla
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Carla had been thrilled and excited by the idea of being tied up ever since she could remember.  While she was at college               a boyfriend had once tied her arms behind her back before they fucked, she’d cum so hard and so loud her roommates had wondered if she was OK, it was only when she appeared twenty minutes later with blushed cheeks and a huge smile they knew she had not.  Her boyfriend hadn’t liked the experience anywhere near as much, he wanted her hands free, they broke up soon afterwards.  Since then she’d never asked a partner to tie her, just in case, but the desire was always there for her.

As she got older the desire got stronger and stronger, so one day she went to Home Depot and bought some rope, then she found a disused building, the windows were broken but no hobos at least.  She stripped down to her underwear, made sure her phone was charged and within reach and started to self tie, she started with her ankles, round her legs and thighs, over her waist and shoulders before securing the rope to a beam, then she picked up her phone to watch her favorite porn.  As she reached for it the ropes tightened and she knocked it, she struggled desperately but just made the ropes tighter.

As it became dark she saw some flashlights, Carla shouted and was pleased to see two men approaching.  She was much less happy when they wouldn’t untie her . . . . at least not straight away . . .


Maria
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Maria hated being a pony girl, being someone’s property.  Before she’d been taken she loved running, loved the high she got from it, but being gagged, whipped and forced to run just wasn’t the same.  No, Maria hated being a pony.  The gag and the whip were worse than the loss of freedom for her, they just reinforced her position in life.

She was being transported from one pony farm to another, having just been sold.  She hated her life as a pony, but the transportation was even worse.  Somehow the muzzle gag was even worse than the bit gag.  It had an attachment that forced her jaws open even further than the bit gag, but because her face was covered people couldn’t see her discomfort.  After years of being a human pony she knew not to complain.  Bad as things were, they could always be worse.

Maria was conditioned so that all she could think about was her new owner, hopefully he wouldn’t be as sadistic as her current one.  She watched as a man about her age crossed to her, he ran his hands over her body, pinching her nipples, Maria took the pain in silence.  He touched her face, lifting her head up to his.

“Yes,” he said, “I think this one will do very nicely.  Afterall, I need a new animal after I had to put one down last week.  She just didn’t try hard enough.”  Maria knew serving him would be much harder than her last owner.


Erica
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Erica was terrified as she approached the disused chapel, abandoned over a hundred years ago, the roof had caved in in places.  Above the skies were grey, angry, a cold wind blew through the grounds, kind of appropriate really.  It was warm in her car, but she still shivered.  She parked, got out and locked the door, ahead she could see the welcoming committee, half a dozen girls dressed just like her, white faces, white bodies, a product of makeup.

Their clothes were all black and lacy, stark against their pale skin.  Their hair was the same, all dyed jet black, long, with a center parting.  On their feet they all wore 18 hole Dr. Martens boots that extended almost to their knees.  The only color a streak of dark red on their lips. Like a uniform. 

“You’re late,” said the first girl, reaching a finger out and touching Erica on the chin.  Erica nodded, initiation ceremonies were the same everywhere.  The lead goth bent in and kissed Erica on the mouth, then pulled out a leash and clipped it to her collar.  Without being asked Erica put her hands behind her back and a second girl cuffed them in place.

“Ready to please us all?” asked the first girl.  The inference was obvious, to enter the club it was time to eat pussy.

“Ready,” said Erica, smiling from ear to ear.

“Cut that out,” said the lead girl, starting to smile herself, “A goth only smiles after she cums.  And we all expect to be smiling soon.”  With that she was blindfolded and led into the dilapidated chapel.  The ceremony had begun.


Valerie
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Valerie looked at herself in the mirror, with the black leather corset, the purple hair, matching lips, skin tight leather trousers she looked good, and she knew it.  She ran her hands over her ass, up her front and cupped her breasts, then touched her neck.  She just needed one thing more.  She opened her draw and pulled out a lacy collar.

“I hope you weren’t going to put that on,” asked Olivia from behind her, chiding her.

“No mistress,” replied Valerie.

“Good girl,” she said and kissed her submissive, “Only I get to collar you.”  Valerie smiled in the mirror, looking at her owner.

“Yes Mistress,” she replied.  Olivia picked the collar up and put it on her slave, then put a second collar on herself.  She could see Valerie looking confused.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, “This is just for the party.”  Valerie attached the wings to her mistress, the sat patiently as her own wings went on.

“Time to party,” said Olivia, taking Valerie’s hand and leading her downstairs. “Lets see if we can find a virgin to bite”


Sasha
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Sasha had taken the assignment under advisement, it was a day’s modeling for a porn site, but beggars can’t be choosers, besides, she was proud of her body and her hair.  Maybe it would get her career going?  The first part had been easy enough, she’d been asked to talk with the director about the part, then strip off for the camera as a test.  What came next was a shock, she was dressed and taken out to the estuary, handcuffed and lead across the mud flats on a collar and leash.  As the cameras rolled her handler jerked the leash and down she went, face first into the mud.

“What the fuck?” she shrieked.

“This is Muddy Girls,” said her handler, “What did you expect?”  Now it made sense.  The mud soon started to dry on her skin, she was grateful for the sun protection it offered.  Her handler made her lie down in the mud, then he bound her wrists and ankles and walked back to dry land, leaving her lying in the mud, unable to stand.

“Our customers love to watch a girl struggle,” he yelled from the safety of the shore, “Tide’s coming in, you’ve got about an hour to make it out.  Don’t worry too much, no one has ever drowned.”  Sasha looked round in fear, she’d thought the tide was coming in.  She started to crawl as best she could over the thick mud.

No payday was worth this humiliation.


Rachel
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When Rachel suggested a game of strip poker after a night of heavy drinking she was amazed that two of her friends joined her in her room.  She pulled out the card table, the poker chips and a bottle of wine and they started to play.  They didn’t really know the rules, but that didn’t really matter to them.  Their clothes were soon coming off, each girl was down to her underwear, the stakes were getting high. 

Rachel dealt out the cards, one girl folded instantly, she was playing it safe, living to fight another day.  The other girl and Rachel went all in.

“Flush,” said Rachel, putting down her cards. 

“Full house,” replied her friend, reaching for the pot.  She picked up her drink and took a mouthful.

“I’m out of chips,” said Rachel.  Her friend looked at her.

“You know what that means then, don’t you.”  Rachel sighed, she reached behind and removed her bra, the other two girls looked at her then started to laugh.

“I didn’t think you’d go through with it for real,” laughed one.

“And what happens after you lose your panties?” asked the other.  Rachel smiled, she picked up her glass of wine and downed it, then she pointed to the bed.

“We could continue to play over there,” she said.  The other two girls looked at each other and smiled.  One took Rachels’ hand.

“Or we could stop playing cards right now.”  Rachel stood up and went to lie on the bed, they watched as her panties came off, she through them to one side. “Care to join me?”  The other two girls stood up and joined her on the bed . . .


Marie
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When she started her cleaning service Marie discovered that the market was competitive and getting customers wasn’t easy.  Her first idea was to lower prices, but that just didn’t work.  Her second idea was to rename the business to ‘French Maids’ and double her prices.  When the website launched the business came flooding in, you picked the girl you wanted, the outfit you wanted her to wear and the time you wanted her to come.

Most cleaning businesses of course got their work Monday to Friday, Eight to six.  Marie’s was very different, most clients wanted the girls to come at the weekends, and most clients rebooked on a weekly basis.  The money should have been rolling in, at least on paper, girls were queuing up to work for her.  Marie knew she’d have to go out to work a few shifts to see why it wasn’t.

Mr. Kohl had a two hour slot booked, he followed Marie from room to room in his small, tidy apartment, it only took her an hour to clean.  She called the office to request an early pick up.

“Really Mr. Kohl,” she said, “There’s nothing left for me to do, why did you book a two hour slot?”  Kohl smiled at her, he sat in a chair and gestured Marie to come close, then pointed to the floor, unsure of herself Marie approached him and got onto her knees, looking up at him.

“There’s a hundred in it for you,” he said, unbuttoning his fly.  Marie nodded, this explained everything.


Janice
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Janice loved to be enclosed, the tighter the space the better.  It had started with ropes, advanced to cages, initially big ones but they got smaller and smaller.  She’d dabbled with vacuum sacks, the thrill was always there but the danger element was just too much.  If something went wrong, death was close at hand.

Rubber had become her go to encasement option.  The only problem was she needed someone to help, she’d met Chet online, they’d spoken and been out on a few dates before she agreed to be encased in a rubber suit.  He knew of her fetish of course, that’s how they met.  She went to his place, she stripped off and he brought out the suit.

Janice watched as he emptied a tube of talc into the suit, then she put on a waist harness with a vibrator in place, they eased the suit on, an inch at a time, the flex for the vibrator coming out between her legs, then the zippers done up.  Her arms went behind her back, the suit done up and she was forced to kneel, arms immobile.  The hood was separate, the only openings over her nose, the final touch a collar locking the two parts together.

When she was done up Chet lifted her into another room, Janice thought so he could control and play with her, he smiled as he put her down with his other trophies.  Each girl thought she was alone, at least when she was encased in rubber.  After the vibrator had been on for an hour they would plead to be released, but to no avail.  There was no escape, not once he had you in rubber.


Eleanor & Jane
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For a thousand years Eleanor and Jane had roamed the world, hunting and killing people, stealing their lifeforce to sustain their own.  Witches need life, other people’s lives, to sustain their own, they didn’t view it as murder, they viewed it as life giving, in the same way that a person eating an apple isn’t murder.

For nine hundred of those years they operated in the dark, moving in the shadows, staying out of sight.  Occasionally they’d surface when they needed to feed, they’d hunt for a few days and steal the soul of some terrified person.  No such issues these days.

Jamestown always worked hard for Halloween, people would wear costumes, the town was ancient with wooden buildings and cobbled streets.  Jayne and Eleanor sat in the tavern, talking and drinking when a couple of men dressed up as goblins came over to them.

“Can we buy you ladies a drink?” asked one.  Jayne took Eleanor’s hand.

“Of course you can, come and join us.”  The men looked at each other, and hour later the foursome left the bar and headed for the girl’s hotel room, Jane and Eleanor holding hands and kissing as they went.  This would be a night to remember, thought the men.

Of course they remembered nothing ever again.


Cassie
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Cassie’s parents were worried when she’d told them she was heading to Florida for Spring Break.  They begged her not to go, they knew the reputation and the thought of their sweet, innocent girl getting involved in the hedonism on Daytona beach (and beyond) was more than they could bear.  In the end they wore Cassie down and instead she told them she was going to a friend’s place in Minnesota.  She lied, but hey, when you’re eighteen what else is your first credit card and fake ID for, right?  The bill was something to worry about later.

She was bothered she’d fade into the crowd, and she was partially correct, the beach was full of co-eds partying in the waves into the night.  On her second night she found herself talking with a student from Yale, when he suggested going back to his place she eagerly accepted.  They kissed and generally made out, before he opened his closet and brought out four sets of handcuffs and a blindfold.  Cassie swallowed, she’d only just met him.

He shook his head, “Ah, you don’t understand,” he said.  He lay back on the bed, his erection proud, then opened his arms and legs wide, almost touching the metal frame of the bed.  He nodded to her, Cassie smiled.  She secured his ankles, then his hands before slipping the blindfold on.  She jerked him slowly, his cock twitching as she did so.  “Not too fast,” he gasped, so she let go and put the pillow over his head to drown out the sound of her movements.

That’s how his friends found him in the morning, his and their wallets empty.  Cassie could easily cover her Amex bill now.


Katie
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Katie stood outside the apartment block, she looked up at it.  Like much of Edinburgh it was built of grey stone, over four floors, the huge bay windows looking out over the street.  Her appointment was at two, she was early but she started to walk away from the building, she was getting wet from the drizzle but she had to make sure she was late.  Never be on time, that was her mantra.  She wanted to earn her punishment.

She walked round the block, it was three minutes past the hour when she walked into the open tenement doorway and climbed up to the second floor.  She looked round, the place was empty and then she took off her long overcoat, she was dressed in a school uniform, her original one from when she was 18 she was pleased to say.  Now well into her 20s, she could still fit into it.  In the manner of school girls across the years she’d hiked the skirt up to be barely there, the tops of her suspenders showing.  She knocked on the door and waited.

This wasn’t her first visit to Spanker Jenkins, as he liked to call himself, but every time she was nervous.  Afterall, she was going to visit a man in his 50s who would be subjecting her to physical pain, even if it was on her terms.  She couldn’t even explain why she visited him, what drove her to need pain.  Or what drove him to inflict it, but their arrangement worked well for them both.  She knocked on the door again.

This time it opened, a small, slightly built man in his mid 50s opened the door, he was wearing jeans and a faded band T shirt at least as old as Katie.  He smiled, his teeth stained yellow from years of smoking and Katie hated herself in that moment.  Why do I do this, she asked herself for the hundredth time.  Why do I need to do this?  She didn’t know, just knew that she needed to be spanked to tears. 

“You’d best come in girl,” he said.  Katie nodded and followed him inside, the door closed and locked behind them.  Her spanking was about to begin, and it wouldn’t finish until her ass was red raw and she was crying tears of real pain.

She couldn’t wait.

This is an except from ‘The Laird of Bladelaw Part 3, The Kinky Castle, coming soon . . . .


SL364883109
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Following half a dozen defeats to the Democrats The New Religious Right party grew out of the remains of the Grand Old Party, it took a much harder line than even the Republicans had done.  Religious books were to be treated literally. The Holy Bible, Timothy 2:12 said ‘I do not permit a woman to teach or to exercise authority over a man; rather, she is to remain quiet.’  The new government took it literally in the form of ‘The Domestic Property (Females)’ Act.

The new law was simple, all women were the property of men.  No woman could own anything, rather she was herself, property, an object to be bought and sold.  Two dozen Senators and Governors lost their jobs and elections were forced.  By law daughters were the property of their fathers until their eighteenth birthday.  By law, all girls had to be sold to the highest bidder at a public auction withing thirteen weeks of this date.  Private sales were illegal, but tolerated.  Sales before they were eighteen were illegal of course.

John had been against the new party and the new laws, he was a registered Democrat, but he was also a law abiding citizen.  When his friend and neighbor Kai approached him in the weeks before his only daughter’s eighteenth he agreed to buy her, he got a very good price.  Kai assumed that John would treat his little girl well.  One only had to look at #SL364883109’s back to see just how wrong that assumption was.

He relaxed back in his chair with the paper, he loved having the subservient girl around, currently she was kneeling motionless at his feet, she wouldn’t move a muscle until she was given permission to.  She’d made that mistake in the past.

John had changed his mind and was going to vote for the new party next time.  There was no way he could go back to cooking and cleaning for himself again.  He threw the paper to one side, patted her head, lay back and undid his fly.  # SL364883109 leaned forward, there were other benefits of course to owning a woman.


Poppy
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Poppy looked round the Mall, she was dressed as she’d been ordered to, shirt open to reveal most of her ample breasts, no bra, short skirt, kitten heels and no other clothes.  Her hair styled that morning, her makeup perfect.  She’d married young and was out looking for thrills while her husband worked away.  Submitting to the control of someone she’d never met was one way to satisfy that need.

Walking from her car to the coffee shop had been hard enough, with every step her skirt rose up and she had to pull it down, she was terrified that people could see the dildo.  Ascending the escalator she could hear teenagers behind her whispering, she turned, they were looking at her ass and pussy.  She blushed, then tried and failed to pull her skirt down.  She walked to the coffee shop, sat on a stool and crossed her legs to hide her flesh.

She sipped her coffee, looked around, then picked up her phone.  She typed out a message, Are you the man on the second level, white chinos, blue shirt?  She didn’t get a response, instead the butt plug embedded in her ass and the Love Sense in her pussy started to vibrate.  Poppy grabbed the desk edge for support as they worked inside her, she was sure that the barista could hear the sound but all she cared about was not cumming there and then.

That was her eighth guess, each time the vibrations would run five seconds longer than before, and the game would continue until she guessed correctly.  He’d been insistent and she wanted to be controlled like this.  Poppy only had 30 seconds for her next guess, otherwise he’d just turn it on and leave her to suffer.

Are you the man behind the green plant on the first level wearing black jeans and a cowboy hat?  She held her breath, then the vibrations began again.  She was playing to lose.


Zuri
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T he timbers of the wooden ship groaned as is dropped anchor off the coast of Africa.  Every year the ship made the journey from London to Africa with a cargo of fabric and cooking pots to exchange for a cargo of slaves.  They then sailed from Africa to America, dropped off the goods then back to England with a hold full of cotton, harvested from the plantations.

Captain Avon never asked where the labor came from, every year at about the same time his vessel would appear at the same port, for safety they’d anchor a few hundred yards offshore to ensure they didn’t get boarded in the night by the local savages.  This year was a disappointment, the tribe had nothing for them, not a single slave.  Their hunt had failed.  Over a bottle of rum Avon told the chief not to worry, they’d be back next year.  The chief was rowed to shore in good spirits, Captain Avon was a good man.

At dawn the next day the crew lead a raid on the village, Avon needed slaves to sell.  Men, women and children tried to escape but they couldn’t outrun the muskets and they soon gave up.  As the human cargo was loaded Avon eyed the chief’s daughter, she was young and pretty, he called her to him and personally put the iron collar onto her neck locking it into place.  That night she was presented to him in his cabin, the pair were left alone with two guards outside the door, she was chained to a ring in the floor of his cabin as the ship made sail with the land breeze.

As they dined he pushed her dress down over her shoulders, exposing Zuri’s ample chest.  She tried to cover up when the steward served the second course, but a swift blow to her face made her stop.  Zuri had never had an issue with her villagers enslaving other tribes, now she was a slave herself she could empathize.

The journey to the Americas would take six to eight weeks, for that time she knew she would have to serve captain Avon in whatever capacity he wanted.  The cries from below deck assured her her that her fate could be a lot worse.


Paula
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When she was placed in the cage for the first time it was for a punishment, her Master thought that a few hours of confinement would be good for her, and he was right.  She focused on what she’d done wrong.  When Paula was released she struggled to get out, being constrained and confined had tightened her muscles.  He helped her out then rubbed her muscles to goad them into action.  Sex after she was released was always very intense.  Paula was very obedient, the punishment had been very effective.

The second time was different, the physical pain was the same but she found the sensation helped to calm her, it wasn’t quite subspace but it was close.  The small space, the silence, the darkness and coolness of the basement all helped her to relax and concentrate.  The third time she was put in there she was almost looking forward to it.  Her Master could see the change in her, he liked it.  He owned her, she served and obeyed him, making her happy was part of his role in their dynamic.

The cage was no longer an effective punishment, many times her owner would return home, if Paula had had a bad day at work, if the pressures of her commute were too much or she couldn’t face life she’d slip into the basement and lock herself in the cage as a stress relief measure.

Paula loved being in her cage, it was her safe space.  Now she just had to wait for her Master to come and release her.  She needed to be used.


Sarah
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Sarah’s father stood with his daughter outside the ancient church, it had stood there for almost five hundred years and would have seen many more weddings.  He glanced at his daughter, he didn’t approve of her dress, he didn’t approve of many of her life choices, he certainly didn’t approve of the man she was going to marry in a few minutes time.

Where did I go wrong, he thought.  He looked at her, far too much flesh exposed.  He shook his head.  He thought about the imminent ceremony, he was going to give her away.  Like she was property, his property, but not for very much longer.  Hell, he wouldn’t even get anything for her.

Still, could be worse, he’d heard that in many cultures when a woman married he’d have to pay to be rid of her.  At least I’m giving her away, not paying to be free of her.  He walked her down the aisle, her millionaire husband-to-be was fixated on her see through gown, then retired to his seat.

You own her now, he thought as the ring went onto her finger.  Not my problem anymore.  At the altar all her husband could think about was his new wife’s, no, his property’s, chest.  In a couple of hours and he’d be playing with it.


Chloe
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Chloe stood in the presentation cage with three other girls.  The prospective buyer had a type, he wanted a young, athletic girl with long dark hair.  The trainer had dealt with the man before, he knew how to present the girls to appeal to his taste; starve the girls for a few days, turn the heat up so that their makeup started to run, keep their hair tousled and their bodies covered in sweat.

As he approached Chloe sucked what little stomach she had in, she jostled get to the front, two of the slaves hadn’t been in the facility for long and were glad to hide behind her. Chloe knew the consequences of that action.  The facility was there to make money by trading in human flesh, they would only keep you for so long.

The gross man sampled each girl in turn.  As he reached through the bars the first tried to escape his touch, Chloe allowed him full access to her body, she even smiled as he groped her.  Eventually he reached a decision, he took Chloe’s chin and turned it to his.

“I’ll take this one,” he said, smiling, his mouth an inch from hers.  She had to fight to stop the stench from his breath from making her gag.  But she was determined to serve him well.  After all, she came with a 100% satisfaction guarantee, and she’d been forced to watch what happened to the last girl who had been returned to the facility.

Even serving this man would be better than that.


Layla
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Layla loved attending Comic Con, she went every year, it was her passion.  Each year she, like half the of the few girls attending, went dressed as Princess Leia.  She spent ages getting her hair just right, with the buns over her ears.  The outfit was simple, like most she went as Leia the slave girl, never Leia the warrior or freedom fighter.  This way she could display her toned body to the world, she loved the attention she got from the men there.

She made her way through the assorted Stormtroopers and elves to the first panel, bookings had been taken months in advance to meet and question the actors from the latest super hero film.  When she entered the room she looked around, seating was first come, first served.  She knew what she was looking for, most of the men were small, young or weak.  But you got the odd good looking guy.  She smiled when she saw her mark, about her age, rugged good looks and dressed to show off his muscles.  He was dressed like an Imperial general.

“Excuse me Sir,” she said, “Is this seat taken?”  Karl looked up at her and smiled, picking up girls at these places was easy, there was no real competition.

“Only if I can hold your leash,” he said.  Leia blushed. She twirled the leash in a small circle, then handed it to Karl and sat next to him.  She had found her mark.  She put a hand onto his knee and they looked into each other’s eyes.  This was going to be an excellent Comic Con.


Ursula
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Ursla had married young, way too young in her parent’s opinion.  But she was mostly happy until her husband took a job working on the oil rigs in the Gulf.  Three weeks on, two weeks off, that was the pattern.  She’d drive him to the airport and watch him fly South, then drive back home.  But for a young woman with a high sex drive her dildo could only entertain her so far.  When he was home things were brilliant, two whole weeks with no work, but when he was away . . .

Her best friend could see she was lonely, they’d go out together sometimes but she had a husband to go home to.  Her friend gave her a bracelet for her birthday, telling her to wear it on her ankle at the mall.  On a very hot summer day, the mercury almost at 120 F, she’d dressed in skimpy clothes, a short skirt, a low cut tight vest top that ended two inches below her breasts exposing her midriff and high heels and decided to go shopping.

She was in Macey’s when a man spoke to her, asking if she was available now.  She swallowed and looked around.  “I’m sorry,” she said, “What do you mean?”

He backed off a little, “You’re, well, you’re wearing the sign,” he said, pointing at her ankle.  She was wearing the silver bracelet her friend had given her.  Ursula looked confused.  He pointed again.  “You don’t know what that means?”  She shook her head.  He smiled.  “Google it.”

Ursla picked out her phone while he watched.  The ankle bracelet, the symbol of the hot wife.  It meant she was up for a relationship, an open relationship.  She bent down and touched it, meaning to remove it, then looked up at the man, he was staring down her cleavage.  She’d not noticed at first, but he was in a beautiful sharp suit and obviously well built.  She toyed with it, then left it in place.  She straightened up.  She licked the little finger on her left hand before putting it into her mouth and bit it gently.

“What did you have in mind?” she asked coyly.  He just smiled and offered her his hand.


Tracey
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Tracey had grown up on a farm, she loved working the land but she loved working on the machinery more.  By the age of twelve she could service a car, by fourteen she knew what she wanted to do with her life, to be a mechanic and to have her own garage.  But it was a male dominated industry.  She had to work hard to get a job, then twice as hard to keep it.  At the age of thirty she’d opened her own place.  No bank would lend her the money but Tracey figured she wasn’t the only woman that wanted to work with cars, and boy was she correct.

In the end her father mortgaged the family farm so she could pursue her dream, initially she was forced to hire men, but all the apprentices were female.  By the age of thirty five she had a dozen garages across Arkansas, all female employees.  She didn’t exclusively employ women, it was just that men didn’t want to work for her.

Tracey’s business grew rapidly, the key was how they presented themselves.  All garages have a viewing/waiting area, mostly cold, unwelcoming places.  She made hers elevated, warm, carpeted with free coffee, Wi-Fi and comfy sofas.  Many a man would drop his car off and work from there for the day, spectating as the young women worked on their cars in their figure-hugging overalls.  Tracey smiled, that was the key to success for her, the girls worked as hard and as diligently as anyone, but their revealing outfits dragged the customers in.

And if one of her staff wanted to be taken home by a customer to earn a little more money, well she never objected.


Emma
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Emma texted her partner, I’ll be home late.  Minutes later she got the reply, OK.  Emma put her phone down and looked round, the whole team was still present.  The file transfer had failed and it was important that it was fixed that night.  Well, important if anyone wanted to be paid that week anyway.  Which, they all did.

The issue was finally fixed just before eight, an ‘upgrade’ to the corporate firewall – that no one knew about – had blocked a port for transmission.  Once the ‘upgrade’ was patched the file went and everyone could go home.

Shall I pick something up, she texted.  No need, came the reply.  Emma shrugged and threw the phone onto the passenger seat.  She drove home, the roads were so much quieter at that time of night, it almost made it worth staying late.  Almost.

At home she parked on the drive and let herself in.  She could smell the kitchen, fresh bread was being made, she walked in and poured herself a glass of wine, then went upstairs to change out of her suit.  She could see an eerie light from the bathroom, she stripped off, put on her robe and went to investigate, as she opened the door the light from fifty candles warmed her.  She smiled, in the bath her partner, Thea, was waiting.  Her long red hair was wet, bubbles clung to her firm breasts and the warm soapy water made her flushed face glow.  Thea looked up.

“Care to join me?”  Emma smiled, Thea could always make things better.  She slipped off her robe and entered the warm, inviting waters of the tub.


Florence
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Fuck, thought Florence, fuck, fuck, fuckity fuck.  She pushed the door of her hotel room a second, then a third time before she kicked it.  It didn’t move.  She couldn’t believe it, she put down the ice bucket and tried it again, this time turning the handle.  It was no good, the door had closed tight and what she thought was the room key was actually just a white card, or it had stopped working.  She couldn’t believe she’d been so stupid, she’d not bothered with a robe or to get dressed, the ice machine was only five feet away after all. 

Behind her the elevator pinged, she panicked and ran down the corridor, pushed open the door to the fire escape and hid.  She listened for the footsteps as they approached, a door opened and the unknown person entered their room.  Florence hesitated, then tried to open the fire door.  Like her room door, it wouldn’t open.  Bloody fire safety, she thought.  She took a deep breath, she had no options.

One by one she descended the dozen floors to the lobby, took a deep breath and pushed open the door, it was late at night, hopefully the lobby would be quiet.  No such luck, the place was mobbed and loud.  It fell almost silent as she crossed the room, all eyes turned to her, wearing nothing but her bra and panties, she joined the line at reception but was quickly ushered to the front of the line.

“Hi,” she said, embarrassed, “I locked myself out of my room.  The young man looked her up and down and smiled, this was a perk of the job.  He knew the answer, but he had to ask.

“Do you have any ID on you?”  Flo just rolled her eyes.  The man made out a key for her, “I’ll come up to your room and check some ID?”  Flo nodded.  She looked round, everyone was watching her.  She quite liked the attention.  When they got back to her room she was determined to reward the young man for his time . . .


Georgia
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Everyone’s got a kink, I mean everyone.  95% of people won’t say what theirs is.  Mine is simple, I get off by making other people’s dreams come true.  I’m what’s known as a pleasure Dom.  Controlling the situation so that the girl has the best time possible gets me off.  Doesn’t matter to me what her kink is, as long as it’s legal I’ll do it.  Want to be inverted, suspended and whipped?  Check.  Blindfolded and placed in a cage for five hours?  Check.  Strap on a dildo and peg me?  OK, that I won’t do.  Well, depends on how much you’re prepared to pay I guess.

Georgia was one of the weirdest I ever met.  There was nothing fancy about it, all it needed was a wand and a harness.  The first time she came to me she explained her kink, I would need to be in control and very observant.  She stripped down to her underwear and slipped the wand onto her pussy, she used the harness to position it on her clit.  Then she knelt, motionless on the floor, perfectly still, her only motion was from her breasts rising and falling as she breathed.

After one minute (timing had to be precise) I turned the wand on.  Instantly the sound buzzed around my apartment, but that was it, she remained motionless, silent.  I kept my eyes on her, I hardly dared to blink.  The wand’s head vibrated against her clit, eventually, inevitably her breathing started to change.  Instantly I turned the wand off and started the countdown timer on my phone.  One minute, then back on.

Georgia would try to remain motionless until she came, then all her walls would come down, she’d collapse to the floor, crying.  But until then, if she moved, or spoke, any motion and the wand would go off.  I smiled, this was fun.  She was always fun.


Bianca
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Bianca spent ages getting ready, the look was all part of the service.  The client wanted the full experience, they wanted to feel special and dressing for them was part of that service.  It started with a shower or bath, then she’d get dressed to the customer’s requirements.  Today it was leather, leather pants, leather top (midriff exposed), V cut down the front to expose her breasts, long leather gloves and a collar.

The collar always surprised her, she was being paid to dominate and control her client, but the majority wanted her to wear a collar.  Seemed odd to her, she was going to dominate them but they wanted her to wear a collar.  So she did.  The customer is always king.

The doorbell rang, Bianca checked her phone, then switched it off.  She crossed to the door and checked the peep hole, she couldn’t be too careful.  She opened the door, outside was a woman in her early 30s, Biancia knew her well.  An investment banker, she paid top dollar for Bianca’s services.

“You’re late,” she said, her voice harsh.  Traffic was really bad, it was no surprise she was a few minutes late.

“I’m sorry Mistress,” replied the woman.  She was wearing a collar, Bianca’s orders.  Bianca put a leash onto her and led her to the basement where she was ordered to strip and she secured her to the St. Andrew’s cross and picked up her favorite whip.  Twenty strokes, followed by four hours in the cage.  Easy money.


Tanya
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With her long dark hair, large breasts, flat stomach and long legs getting onto the yacht wasn’t a challenge for Tanya.  She didn’t have a pass, but a quick blowjob for the security guards had got her onboard.  Neither of them could see anyone objecting to another stunning girl on the boat.  She was drinking very slowly, mingling and making small talk as the boat left it’s mooring in Monaco and headed into the Mediterranean for six hours, all to celebrate some minor royal’s 21st.  Tanya wasn’t there for the party . . .

As people got drunker she made her way below decks, ostensibly to look for the restroom, but as soon as she was out of sight she went forrad, looking for the Master suite.  The door wasn’t locked, she let herself in and closed it behind her.  She crossed to the dresser and opened a drawer, she smiled, straight to the jewelry.  She pulled out her own cheap earrings with their fake stones and put them into the jewelry box, lifting out the solid gold ones inset with diamonds, they were several hundred years old and worth a small fortune.  Next she put on a gold necklace, then closed the drawer.  All she had to do was stay sober and then she’d be able to walk off the boat at the end of the party.

A sound from behind her made her jump, the toilet flushed.  She crossed quickly to the door, then started to walk into the room.  There was no time to open the door and leave.

“Can I help you?” asked the man coming out of the bathroom, looking at her.  She smiled.

“Hi,” she said, “Maybe,” she added smiling and looking at the bed.  Crown Prince Alfredo smiled, could his day get any better?  Tanya also smiled, after all, most girls would fuck for the price of a drink or two, what was a fuck with a prince and a double blowjob in exchange for half a million Euros of jewelry? 


Gwen
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The bar in McAllen space station was busy, it was always busy.  With ships coming and going 27 hours 28 minutes a day, everyday, 298 days a year the bar did an excellent trade in anything and everything, people came to eat, to drink and do business.  If you wanted it, you could buy it here, no questions asked.  The bar keep wasn’t bothered about legality, just as long as everything wasn’t seen to be illegal.

Gwen was led into the bar, a few people looked around as she came in, she was dressed in a silver bikini and she followed a small man.  He liked doing business in the bar, as it was always busy there were lots of people around, it offered him some protection, it was one of the reasons he came here to do business.  That and the presence of the weapons scanner at the door, and the dozen brutes employed to keep the peace.

He took a seat at an empty table, without being asked Gwen crossed to the bar and ordered an ale for her owner.  He wasn’t worried about her running away, if she strayed more than a few meters from him the collar on her neck would tighten and sedate her.  Once she’d ordered she came to kneel at his feet.  Moments later a second man joined them, he was much bigger and heavier set. 

He ran his eyes over Gwen’s toned body, women had been genetically enhanced and selectively bred for millennia to make them more appealing to men.  She was just what he’d ordered, light brown skin, long dark hair, large breasts.  He examined her, then had a thought.

“What if I don’t like her when I see her naked?” asked the man.  One of the bar’s few rules, no nudity.  He wasn’t quiet, people could see and hear that Gwen was being sold.  No one cared, slavery wasn’t exactly legal on Proxima, but it happened.  The small man nodded.

“She comes with a 27 hour money back guarantee.”  The oaf nodded.

“How do I know you’ll still be here?”  The small man pushed a tablet across the table, it showed his craft would be docked for another two days.  The brute smiled.

“You’ve got yourself a deal.”  The two men shook hands, their implants arranged the transfer of funds.  Gwen was now the property of a new owner.  She moved and turned to face him, he lifted her chin to look into her eyes, she smiled, desperate to please him.

“I don’t want to get my money back,” he growled.

“I’ll be certain to please you Master,” she replied.  Looks weren’t the only thing genetic enhancements had given females, it also gave them the total desire to serve, to please, to obey their owners.


Ariel
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Ariel was breathing heavily, she wanted this but was understandably nervous.  Paul went over and over what was going to happen with her, she nodded at every stage.  Paul kissed her head, then picked up the simple black blindfold and put it over her eyes, then he cuffed her hands behind her back and locked them in place.  He left her standing, and walked into the main room.

Paul tapped a glass to get order.  “Ladies and Gentlemen, Doms and Subs, Welcome to our first gathering in an actual Castle.”  Laughter, he’d known the group would laugh.  “Things to note, this is Lord Bladelaw’s home, so please be respectful.  Oh, and the serving girls are off limits – Gary, I think you know what I mean.”  Some boos at that and laughter at Gary’s expense, whoever he was, the serving girls blushed as they were singled out.

He continued, “Before the usual frolicking and festivities as I said we’ve got a special guest.  Please welcome Ariel, she’s going to be our plaything for the next hour or so.”  The room broke into applause and everyone watched as a blindfolded girl with long red hair, a tight white T shirt, huge breasts and a tiny skirt was led into the room.

He picked up a knife and held the blunt side of the blade to Ariel’s throat, she breathed deeply as he turned it and ran it down her white shirt and split it open, then he cut her bra and roughly pulled it to one side, revealing her huge breasts to the audience.  Paul smiled, this was by no means the first gangbang he’d organized, but it might be the hottest. 

This is an except from ‘The Laird of Bladelaw Part 3, The Kinky Castle, coming soon . . . .


Cassie
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Cassie stood silently in her cage, her hands at her side.  She’d been there motionless for hours, smiling at every prospective purchaser as they passed and examined her and the other girls up for sale.  She heard a cage open, the one next to hers, it’s unoiled hinges creaked as metal moved against metal.  She didn’t move or look, maintaining her position was vital.  The unknown occupant was helped out and she walked past Cassie, to the auction room.

How had it come to this?  She’d was, no, had been a freshman, she’d got drunk at a party in a pub, met a man and gone back to his place.  That was the last thing she could remember, when she’d woken she had no idea where she was.  She fought, resisted and struggled but her kidnappers had beaten all resistance out of her.

With her large breasts and long natural blonde hair she was bound to command a high price.  The men came back, her cage opened and she was helped out and walked onto the stage.  The auction progressed quickly, Cassie stood motionless throughout, forcing a smile.  It was over almost as quickly as it began, she was led away to be presented to her new Master.  Cassie was terrified, and rightly so.


Jenna
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Jenna had grown up in space, her father owned his own T825 light freighter and had raised her onboard as they worked the galaxy, picking up freight and transporting it from system to system, eeking out a living on the margins they could make.  When she was twenty her father had died, an accident, he was almost 170 standard years old.  Jenna didn’t hang around, she took the ageing freighter as her own.

There weren’t very many female pilots, women frequently made up her cargo as slaves were transported seasonally around the agricultural planets who would pay top dollar for extras in harvest season.  Today she was negotiating the price to transport a thousand heads to Argusta III.  She dressed for the occasion, normally she’d wear slacks and a loose shirt, today she turned the heating up in the cockpit and wore a silver bikini.  She looked sexy and she knew it.  That was the reason, men were still weak, they all were.  If they went to negotiate with another man or an old lady they’d be totally focused, but not with her.  No, Jenna knew what worked.

The traders boarded her craft and made their way to the flight deck, the T825 was a common model and everyone knew the layout, tiny quarters for a crew of four max, for one it was almost luxury.  When the door to the flight deck opened she turned her chair to face the cartel.  She smiled, they did a double take.  This was like taking candy from a baby.

“Gentlemen,” she said, they were staring at her body, “Let’s talk business.”  She smiled, men are so easy to manipulate.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful, ratings drive sales which encourage me to write more ), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

❤️❤️




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




https://fetlife.com/users/15660512


(or search for -paigebond- )


About The Author

Paige Bond

[image: ]

I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.
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Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way

- tbh

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

It's a must read!  It was wonderful I fully enjoyed it thank you.  I hope you write more like this you're descriptions of everything It was great.

- Diana Milam

[5 Days in San Fransisco]

This was the first novel I ever read by Paige Bond, and it certainly hasn't been the last. One of the things I really enjoy is her willingness to explore fetishes and sexual situations that you generally don't see in BDSM erotica. In this case, we have a very fun and fresh relationship dynamic between the sub, india, and her Dominant, Mason, with him acting as his temporary Master and tour guide of San Fransisco. The book is split into five sections where each day focusing on a different aspect of BDSM culture, with the Folsom Street Fair chapter being my personal favorite. Great little novel, and I greatly wish there will be a sequel one day.

- G. Jorgensen

[Pony Girl Island : The Billionaire]

I have to say that this was always a erotic dream of mine. I never made the kind of money to do it, but it was great reading about it. Stories, 3 books, are well writen and hot. Who would not love this. Check out Paige Bond's other books. I'm addicted.

- Riqi007


Books By This Author

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Pony Girl Island: The Billionaire

To the outside world Joe has it all; the looks, the executive home, the stunning trophy girlfriend 20+ years his junior and a billion dollars in the bank from selling his ground-breaking IT company. But like many people who make it big relatively young, Joe is bored with life. Totally and utterly bored. Money can only buy so much, or so he believes.

What he needs is to shake things up so when, over a game of golf at his country club a like-minded contact invites him to join him on a life changing trip, Joe jumps at the chance. What treasures and dark secrets will he find on Pony Girl Island, and will he be able to return to his old, pedestrian life once he leaves? This is the story of a conflicted man with forbidden desires and the beautiful women who can make all his dreams come true.

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene. Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.
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