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Monday

“Hey man . . . yes, you man.”




Mason turned to look at the source of the voice.  There was a man sat in a booth shouting at him.  Mason pointed to himself.

“Yes, you.  Come here man.” 

Mason walked towards him, pulling the naked India behind him.  She was suddenly very aware of her nakedness.  Mason spoke to the man in the booth.

“What is it?”

“Entrance fee man - $10 each.”

“I thought it was free?”

The man smiled, “It is.  $10 each helps to keep it that way.  And the you get a discount on anything that you buy, including drinks.”  The man ran his eyes up and down India, focusing on her full, firm breasts and long blonde hair.  Not many girls were naked for this he thought.

“Most folks wait until they are inside before stripping off girl.”

Mason panicked momentarily and then smiled at the guy in the booth.  They both laughed – most people near them were clothed, but there was more than one naked woman about.  Mason handed over $20 and the guy gave him two wrist bands back in return, Mason slipped one on and the other onto India who was offering him her wrist.

“I should have handed you them for free man,” added the guy in the booth, “She’s going to be one of the stars of the night.”  Mason looked at India, suddenly seeing her as he had done on that first video chat six weeks ago.  She was stunning in anyone’s book.

“Come on India, let’s get inside.”  Mason pulled at her leash and they entered the Folsom street fair.




As they walked up the crowded street Mason felt like he was in a zoo, staring at the various exhibits.  Behind him India felt like she was on display – almost everyone was looking at her.  It gave her a thrill, knowing that so many eyes were on her.  More than one person complimented Mason on his slave girl.

India was surprised at the number of male submissives – she’d expected it to be about 50:50 men to women, but it was more like 80% male.  It gave her a real feeling of power when men, even the submissives (whom she frequently thought were gay) were studying her and admiring her body.  More than one commented on her. 

They’d gone less than 50 feet when Mason said, “I don’t know about you, but I’ve never seen this much leather and chest hair.”

India smiled, she’d been thinking the same thing.  They mingled with the crowd until they came to the first event that caught Mason’s interest.  He wasn’t sure what was going on, so he stopped to watch.

A female slave was on a stage tied to a St. Andrews cross and a man was attaching clothespins to here body.  Each time one was attached she winched a little.  It took Mason and India a while to work out what else was going on – the man also had a piece of string that was running under the clothespins.

“That’s 100,” the man shouted, turning to the audience who cheered.  The poor slave had them all over her body, her tits were covered in them and they extended all the way down her sides and between her legs, clipped onto her labia.  The twin lines then extended down her legs with the last one on her toes.  The man stepped back, he had the ends of the string in his hands.

“What do you think is going to happen master?” asked India.  Mason looked at her and shrugged, “I don’t have a clue India, but I bet it’s going to hurt.”

A man stood next to them overeheard and said, “He’s going to pull the string and the clothespins will coming flying off.  And you’re right, it will hurt like hell.”  He looked back at the stage but continued to speak, “Don’t take your eyes off it, he’ll do it soon.”

Mason and India turned back to the stage, unable to look away, transfixed by what they were watching.  Mason was getting excited by the scene, the woman was very attractive and clearly in pain, but at the same time seemed to be enjoying the attention.  She was wearing a blindfold, but here ears weren’t covered so she would know when it was about to happen.  India was turned on, she didn’t want to be in that slave’s place but it was still hot. 

Mason looked round, several people were filming this on their cell phones so he pulled out his iPhone and started to record the scene.  With his other hand he held India’s leash, pulling her in close to him.  When she was along side he lowered his hand and sought India’s.  They held hands, eyes glued to the stage.

“OK, give me a count down from 10,” the man asked the crowd.  Slowly they counted down, each number louder than the last.  When the crowd got to two the woman tensed, she knew it was about to hurt.  When the crowd got to zero the man pulled hard and the clothespins started to fly off her body.  The poor slave screamed and a shouted in agony as the string pulled the pegs off her body. 

Mason smiled, he’d caught the whole thing on film.  He wasn’t sure but he thought that the last pair were attached to her nipples.  He’d watch the film later, just to make sure. 

“Give a big cheer for slave Ellie.”  The crowd cheered as he started to untie her.  “Any more volunteers to take her place?”  He scanned the crowd and focused on Mason and India.

“How about your slave sir?”  Mason looked round then pointed to himself.  “Yes sir, you.  How about getting your slave up here.  Tits that large we should get all 100 clothespins on just her tits.”  The crows turned to look at them both.

He turned to India.  “Feel like having ago India?”

Very quietly India spoke, “It’s up to you master, I’ll do it if you want me to.”

“But do you want to?”

India rolled her eyes.  “Of course not master, that looks like agony.”

Mason laughed and shouted back to the stage, “Not just now thanks.”

“No problem sir, hey you – yes, you with the gimp, want to get him up here?  We can start on his balls? . . . . yes, get him up here.”  A female dominant walked forward and offered her male submissive to the stage.  Mason pulled at India’s leash, leading her away.

“Didn’t you want to watch that master?” India asked.

Mason thought for a moment.  “Yes and no.  If we were at the end of the fair I’d have suggested staying to watch, but given that we’ve not even got to the end of the first block, I’d like to see more.”

“I would have gone up if you ordered me to master.”

Mason considered this as they walked.  He’d gone into this short relationship thinking it was just going to be playing at master/slave for five days.  His time with India had opened his eyes to a world he didn’t know existed, but now he thought it was a world he wanted to live in.  He enjoyed giving orders to compliant women (shit, he’d got a date with two porn stars coming up on Wednesday and a mistress and her female slave on Thursday).  He liked this life.

And India?  She was naturally submissive, but now exposed to this world and having seen girls living as slaves, this was how she wanted to live.  Naked and collared, expected to obey every order given.  They were made for each other.

The next event they saw was a charity drive, collecting money for a local children’s hospital.  Two women were bent over a table, their naked red assess on display.  A sign above them read “$5 buys you two hits, $10 gets you six.”  They watched another couple pay their $10 and they picked up a couple of leather floggers.  They stood behind the restrained slaves and brought the floggers down quickly, but not very hard.  After each stroke the women gasped – they were being hit hard enough to feel it, but not so hard it would break the skin or cause real pain.

“I want to have a go at this India,” said Mason, “And you will too.”  Mason wanted to test India, she had balked at whipping Jet the previous day, he wanted to make sure that she would obey him.  “And I want them to feel it from the first this time India, or you’ll be going in there for an hour.”

India agreed, what else could she do?

Mason handed over $10 and they joined the line.  They only had to wait a couple of minutes before they reached the front and were handed a flogger each. 

“Don’t hang around,” said the slave’s owner.  India studied the girls asses, they were red but not severely damaged.  She raised the flogger and looked at Mason.  “three, two, one” he counted and they brought the leather implements down onto the naked girls butts.

“Fuck,” yelled the one that India hit.  Mason’s target just gasped.  “Whoa little lady,” the stalls owner said, “A little hard there don’t you think?”

“Sorry sir,” said India.

“Don’t apologize to me, apologize to the nurses.”  India looked at the slaves with a look of amazement on her face.  “Yes, they are nurses at the hospital.  Kinky pair of sluts they are too.  Come on, hit them again, just not quite that hard.”

India and Mason swung again and delivered two more blows.  After each the nurse gasped but didn’t yell like the first time.  As they walked away India took Mason’s hand.

“I was OK with that this time master,” she said to Mason.

“Would you like to be punished like that India?”

India turned to look back at the nurses.  She could hear them and watched them wince as they took another six blows each.  “Master, if I disobeyed you then yes, I would like to be taught a lesson like that.”

“Shall we buy a flogger then?”

“It’s your choice master,” she replied.

“Then let’s get a flogger.”

India smiled to herself – in the dark Mason couldn’t see it but secretly she wanted to be flogged – it would make her experience more real.  She promised herself that she would fuck up at some point to make sure that Mason would punish her.  The more she was exposed to this lifestyle the more she wanted to live it.  She wanted to live it with Mason, but would he hit her if she deserved it?  She hoped so.

They only walked a few more minutes before they came to a stall selling a large amount of whips, chains, floggers and devices that neither of them understood.

“Can I help you sir?” asked an attractive woman in leather behind the stall.

“I’m, no, we are looking for a flogger.”

“Any particular one sir?”

“I’m not sure.  What would you suggest?”

“It depends sir.  How much do you want to hurt your slave,” she asked, pointing at India.

“Not just for play, I want her to feel it, but not cause her agony.”

“OK – much of that would depend on how hard you swing of course sir.  Generally narrower implements hurt more, a multi tailed whip will hurt less than a single tail.”  She looked at the stall and picked out  a multi tailed whip with broad leather straps.
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“Try this one on her sir.  Ask your slave – get her opinion.”

Mason picked it up and held it in his hand.  He liked the feel of the leather handle in his hand.  He swung it twice in the air before ordering India to turn around and bend over.  India quickly obeyed and assumed the ordered position.

“Here goes,” thought Mason and brought the whip down onto India’s exposed ass. 

“Ow, fuck,” yelled India.  Behind him Mason heard a few cheers – a small group had gathered to watch him flog India.  Mason hit her again, this time she took the blow with just a grunt.   Mason handed the whip back to the stall owner.  “Stand up India.”

“How much?”  he asked.

“That’s, er, $50 plus tax sir.  Tell you what, I’ll throw in these nipple chains as well.  They are a good starter ones – you can adjust the tightness on them with these screws.”  The woman handed him a chain with the clamps on them.  Mason looked at them, then looked at India.  She was staring at the device, partially in fear, partially in excitement.
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“Do you want a bag sir?”

“Oh, er, no thanks.  I’ll put the whip in this bag.”  Mason looked at the clamps.  “And she’ll wear these.”

The woman smiled.  “Excellent choice sir.”  Mason opened the bag and put the whip in.  He found his wallet and paid for the items then picked up the nipple clamps.  A group was watching as he applied them to India’s naked body.  Several people were filming the scene.

Mason opened the clamp and took one of India’s nipples between his fingers.  He pulled at it and her sensitive bud responded quickly to his touch.  As soon as the nipple was hard he slipped the clamp over her it and gently released it, the rubber tipped clamps biting down onto her skin.  India gasped, it hurt, but not as badly as she feared.  Mason quickly added the second and they were ready to go.

“That’s hot India,” Mason told her.

“I’m glad you like them master,” she replied.

“What do you think of them?”

“They hurt master, but I like the look.  And you like them, that’s what matters.”

Mason smiled, India really was the perfect woman for him.  She’d let him do anything within reason.

They continued to walk.  On the next block they saw a pair of blonde pony girls pulling a twin seated sulky.  It was Iris and Siri pulling John and Bella.  India smiled and watched with Mason, it brought back her memories of her time yesterday pulling the same trap.

Iris and Siri look incredible – they were high stepping perfectly, their legs moving in perfect synchronous time with each other.  They were wearing little leather harnesses and bells hung from their nipples.  On their heads were enormous plumes of feathers.  As they walked a gap opened in front of them and closed behind.  John and Bella didn’t see India and Mason.

They walked to the far end of the fair, taking in the sights.  Mason stopped at a demonstration of a slave being whipped and watched for a few minutes.  The woman was tied to a St. Andrews cross, upside down, pussy on display, a ball gag in her mouth.  Her body was marked with deep red whip marks as her dominant whipped her repeatedly for the crowd.  Mason pulled India away, this was too hardcore for him. 

On the next block India spotted a coffee stall.  “Master, may I have a coffee please?”

Mason looked at the stall.  He was thirsty and didn’t want any more alcohol.  “Good idea India.”

Mason lead her over to the stall.  It was a bit unusual, it was made out like a barn.  The man on the counter looked at them.

“What d’you want folks?”

“Two Americanos please.”

“Americanos?  From this stall?  Why?”

Mason looked at him.  “I like black coffee.”

“You should go somewhere else.  We change a premium for a reason man – it’s all about the milk at this outlet.  First time at the fair for you both then?”

Mason nodded.  “You wanna come back stage and pick your milk?  Normally we charge,” Mason looked at the price list, it was $50 for a couple to milk the cow, “but it’s late and I like the look of your slave.”  He looked at India and spoke again, “If you want to work for me next year get in touch, you’ll need to give me four months notice mind.  Excellent breasts, excellent”  The man opened a saloon style door at the side. “Come on, come on.  Pick you milk.”

Mason looked at India, he had no idea what was going on.  India had a vague idea, she hoped she was wrong and there was no way she was going to do this.  It was a step too far for her.

Mason and India walked through the door.  It was dark inside and it took them a couple of minutes to adjust to the light.  Inside there was a metal bar, like a scaffolding bar.  It was about 4 ½ feet off the ground and about 12 feet long.  On the floor was straw.  Mason stopped, he had worked it out.  Behind the bar were eight women, all naked.  Each wore an identical metal collar which was locked to the metal bar, securing them in place.

Each girl had her ankles handcuffed to the girl next to them, forcing their legs apart.  Their heads were pulled back, secured by their hair, forcing the girls to look out into the room.  Each had a ring gag in her mouth, saliva dripping down.  Their breasts hung down, full and firm.  Their arms were secured firmly behind their backs, cuffed at the wrists and elbows.

Behind Mason and India the man spoke.  “Pick a cow for you milk.”  He pointed at a black girl, “She’s ready to be milked again, very sweet milk from that cow.  Or how about this one,” he said, pointing to a black haired girl with huge udders, “She produces huge amounts of sweet milk.  Try some, try some.”

He squeezed past India and Mason and picked a bowl off a shelf.  He placed it under the black haired cow’s udders on a low shelf and took one of her teats into his hand.  He squeezed it and milk started to flow into the bowl.  He then repeated this on the other side.  He went back and forth half a dozen times before handing the bowl to Mason.

“Try some, try some,” he said, offering the bowl to Mason.  Mason looked at India who shrugged and Mason lifted it to his mouth.  The taste surprised him, it was rich and creamy but much sweeter than regular cows milk.  “That tastes great,” he said, offering the bowl to India.

“No, no,” the man said, “If your slave wants to try some she should suckle direct from the teat.  I won’t let men do it, but a woman, ah, that gets me excited.”

Mason looked at India, she wasn’t saying no to him.  “Go on India, try some.”

“Try a few,” said the man, “try a few.  They all taste a bit different – depends what I’ve been feeding them.  Then pick one for your master.”  India hesitated, then obeyed.  She walked to the cow that had just been milked and put her hand out to grab the cow’s udder.  The cow didn’t move or object and India lifted her udder up as she bent down.  She took the nipple into her mouth and sucked.  She had the same surprise as Mason did.  She sucked for a while before breaking off.

“That was very sweet master.”

“Try another, try another.  Try the black cow, her milk is very, very sweet.”

India moved down the line and repeated the procedure.  The cow’s owner was right, her milk was much sweeter.

“That one is on a high sugar diet, you can really taste it in the milk.  Try this one, the redhead, try, try it.”

India tried again.  He was right, it took her a while to place it , but when she broke off she turned to Mason and the cowherd.  “Caramel sir, she tastes of caramel.  It’s very faint, but I can taste it.”

“Brilliant, brilliant.”  He turned to Mason, “Each cow is on a different diet, makes the milk taste slightly different.  I’ve got chocolate, sweet, vanilla, hazelnut, cinnamon . . . All your regular coffee flavorings, just it’s in the milk!”

Mason was lost for words, utterly lost for words. 

“So what’s it to be folks? What flavor do you want?”

“I’ll have vanilla please, and India?  What do you want?”

“Hazelnut please master.”

“Vanilla, Hazelnut.  Coming right up, coming right up.”

The cowherd turned round and picked up a metal container with two leads hanging off it.  Mason and India stared in disbelief as he lifted the suction cups up to a cow’s mouth and she extended her tongue to lick the suction cup.

“The spit makes it stick better to their teats,” the cowherd explained, “Like sticking a suction cup to a window, you lick it first.”  He pressed a button on the machine and it started to make a loud noise.  “The pump is powerful and noisy, very noisy,” he added, shouting above the sound.  He lifted one cup up to the girl’s breast and pushed up  He held it there for a couple of seconds and let go.  The cup stayed in place.

Then he repeated this on the other teat.  Mason was horrified and fascinated in equal measure.  He couldn’t take his eyes off as the milk started to flow into the receptacle.  He then repeated this on a second cow.

“This is for you slave,” he said, “This cow’s been force fed hazelnuts for months now.  You’re going to love it.”  The cow squealed as the suction cups stuck to her breasts and started to pump.  “Only be five minutes, just five minutes,” he added to no one in particular.

Mason found his voice.  “And the girls, sorry, cows, are here through choice?”  he asked.

“Doubt it,” the cowherd said, “I rent the slaves off their owners for four months before the fair.  Gets me time to get them producing lots of milk.  I freeze it so there’s plenty to go round.”  He saw the look on Mason’s face. “Don’t worry about them, they are all full life time slaves, they sign up for a life of anything goes.  Don’t you?”  The last two words were directed at the cow being milked.  She looked at Mason and nodded her head.

“Feel them sir, feel them.  Hold their breasts, they should all have some milk in them now.”  Mason thought about it for a few seconds and then started to walk down the line, feeling each girl in turn.  India followed him, also holding and caressing their udders.

“If you want to fuck one of their mouths you can, you can.  In return, can I get your slave in the harness, just for a few minutes?  She’d look amazing as a cow.”  Mason looked at the line of slaves, there was a definite twinge in his pants.  The he looked at India, she did not want to do this.

“No thanks man, not today anyway.”

The cowherd looked genuinely sad.  “Pity, how about if I throw in two free coffees?”

“No.”

“Pity.”

The man looked at the milk collectors.  “We’ve got enough.”  He turned the machines off and the suction cups fell off the cow’s teats.  He picked them up and put them away, then carried the two containers out to the front, India and Mason following.  He made the coffees and handed them over.

“That’ll be $40 please sir.  Thank you, thank you.”  He took the money.  As he handed the coffees over to Mason he spoke again.  “And I mean it sir, I’ll pay you top dollar for your slave for four months.  Udders like those, man, she’ll be a top milker.  A top milker.”

India shrank back a bit as the cowherd spoke.  Mason pulled on her leash, drawing her back in.  Mason shook his head, he could see that this wasn’t for India.  He wasn’t even going to joke and play with her about this.

“A shame, a shame.  Ah well, enjoy your coffee.  Most expensive one of your lives!”  Mason agreed, $20 for a coffee was a lot, even for the city.  Mason led India away.  The coffee tasted great.

“I might even get used to milky coffee,” he said to India.

“It is incredible master, knowing where it came from.”

“Indeed.” 

India didn’t speak for a moment then said meekly, “I’d let you milk me master, if you wanted to.”

Mason smiled, “Maybe one day India.  Next time maybe?”

They walked and talked.  They lost count of the sights that they saw as they walked up and down the streets.  India received a lot of attention which was to be expected, you didn’t get that many naked women, even at the Folsom Street Fair. 

On the way back down towards the start Mason’s eye caught something that grabbed his attention.  On a small stage were a group of cages, each about two feet high, two feet wide and four feet long.  At first he thought that they were large dog cages, but as they got closer he could clearly make out that they had to be custom made – the steel was about an inch thick.  There were six cages in a row, three of them were populated.  A person was in each, two contained women and in one was a man.  Above the cages was a sign:  “For sale – make me an offer.”

The man looking after the cages saw Mason and India watching.  He shouted to them.

“Hey man, yes you, come over here man.  What do you think?”

“Pretty nice.”

“I’ll say so.  Come and have a feel.”  He stared at India.  “I’m guessing you’re not interested in the man though?”

Mason shook his head.

“Like to put your slave in one?  I’ll pay you.”

Mason had no intention of putting India in a cage, but he decided to play with her.  To test her.  “How much would you pay me?”

India was shocked, but she hid it from Mason.  The man walked over to her and started to assess her, like a farmer assess a farm animal.  He put his hand onto her breast and squeezed.

“Good tits,” he said, then pushed a hand between her legs.  “Nice wet cunt, pretty face.  Let me put her in a cage, gag her, blindfold her for an hour and I’ll give you $500.”

“$500?”  Mason looked at India, she was clearly terrified.  “What’s in it for you?”

“Me?  I’ll rent her out.  $20 for a grope through the cage.  I’ll make $700 or $800 off her.  What do you say?”

Mason turned to India. “Would you like to be whored out slave?”

India was shocked – was her master actually considering this?  Putting her in a cage to be fondled by complete strangers?  She was about to speak, then remembered her position.  She was naked, wearing a collar, being pulled by a leash with tight nipple clamps on.  She was a slave.  She had asked for this – coming here was her idea.

“It’s your choice master,” she stammered.

“I’m tempted,” said Mason.  He paused, and then to India’s relief added, “Not this year, maybe next?”

“Maybe next year man, maybe.”  Mason smiled and pulled India away.  As soon as they were out of earshot India couldn’t help but speak.

“Master, you . .  you weren’t seriously considering whoring me out, were you?”

“No India,” replied Mason, a wide smile on his face, “I was toying with you to see how you’d react.  I thought that was a step too far, but I wanted to make sure.

India smiled, “Thank you master.”  They were a good match for each other – he’d read her feelings well.

“Come on, this is winding down now.  Let’s go home.”

“Yes master.  May I please get dressed?”

“Sure India.”  Mason took the bag off his shoulders and opened it to pull out her dress.  A few people around them started to boo as India slipped he dress on – it was good natured and she blew them a kiss.  When the dress was on Mason put the bag on his back and pulled her by the leash.  It was only a few blocks back to his apartment, they covered the ground quickly and were soon inside. 

At the door Mason hesitated, it was late but he could see Jackson, the security man at his desk.  India felt his discomfort.

“Do you want to remove my leash master?” she asked.

Mason thought for a moment.  “No, he’s already seen us and will be watching the film later.  There are so many cameras on this building.”  His voice trailed off as he spoke.  They both involuntarily looked up.  Mason was correct, India counted at least three cameras they must have been captured on already.

Mustering up his courage Mason walked forward and swiped his card.  The door opened and Jackson looked up.  “Good evening Mason, and good evening miss.”

Jackson was well trained and had seen everything.  He didn’t even blink at the sight of Mason leading a scantily clad woman by a leash.

“Hi Jackson.”

Mason and India walked on and into the elevator.  As soon as the door closed they started to laugh, uncontrollably.  Inside the apartment Mason was overcome with sleep – it was almost 2:30am and for an early riser this was very late.  They used the bathroom and went to bed, India assuming her position under the sheets, taking Mason’s cock into her mouth.  As she sucked she made a promise to Mason – this was their last night together, she would stay awake all night and keep him in her mouth.

Mason lay on his back, knowing that this was the last night he would fall asleep like this.  It had only been five days but he couldn’t imagine how he was supposed to sleep without this sensation.  He put his hand onto India’s head.  She stopped sucking and just held him there.  Mason closed his eyes and was asleep in seconds.  India lay there, thinking about her five days as a slave.  She knew now that this was the life she was meant to lead.  Everything before was just training, she was a slave in her heart and wanted to be Mason’s slave.  She closed her eyes and thought about being a slave.  It would be a long night for her with plenty of time to think.

**********

Mason woke and automatically checked the clock – it had just gone four am.  He put his hand on his head, there was a dull throb.  He wasn’t used to drinking so much alcohol.  At least he didn’t have work today.  And he needed to piss.

Mason tried to sit up, fuck, where was India?  Shit, she was still there, she still had his cock in her mouth.  Had she been like that since they went to bed? 

“India,” Mason said softly, “have you been like that all night?”

India made a positive noise.  Mason shook his head, his cock was starting to grow. 

“Let me go, I need to pee.”

India said un-un.  Was she refusing an order?

“India, let go of me.”  Mason put his hand onto India’s hair and pulled gently.  She resisted him and sucked down.  What the fuck was going on?  Mason pulled harder and his cock slipped out of her mouth.  Instantly she put her hand onto his cock and started to wank him slowly.

“Have you been sucking me all night?”

“Yes master.”

“Time to stop, I need to pee.”

India looked at her owner.  She spoke quietly, “Use me as your urinal master.”  India could barely believe what she was saying.  Neither could Mason.  He didn’t speak for a moment, so India spoke again.

“Please master – you used the urinal slave girls at the party, please use me.  I want to experience everything I can while I can.  Please?”

Mason pulled his hands up to his mouth in a prayer position and breathed in and out.  He wasn’t much into this, but she was insistent.  What the hell?

“OK, take me back into your mouth India.”  India smiled, she was nervous and took him back into her mouth.  She continued to wank his fully erect cock.  Mason took a deep breath and let out a little pee into her mouth.  India didn’t shirk or pull back as the vile liquid entered her mouth, but she gagged a little as she moved it round her mouth, trying to swallow with her master’s cock in her mouth.  Eventually she gave up and lifted her head off and swallowed before putting her head back.

Mason let more out the next time and India lifted off to swallow straight away.  They repeated this until Mason had let all his urine out and India had swallowed it all.  The final time she took him back into her mouth Mason just put his hand onto her head to hold her in place.  As much as he wanted a blow job it could wait, he needed to sleep.  For the second time that night he closed his eyes and drifted back to sleep.  India stayed in place, holding her master’s cock in her mouth.

******

When Mason woke next it was to yell at Alexa to stop the alarm.  Shit, Monday morning and it must be seven am, normally time to get up and ready for work.  He put his hands to his head and held it, he was still a little sleepy and his head was fuzzy.  Under the covers India started to move, teasing Mason’s penis, sucking it gently.  She was soon rewarded as it grew in her mouth.  Mason lay back to enjoy the ride – it would be the last morning blowjob for a while.

India knew what Mason liked, she took him deeper and deeper into her throat until his full length was buried in her throat.  India was an expert, she could do this without gagging and timed her breathing as she moved her head up and down, speeding up as Mason’s balls tightened.  She could hear him begging to cum, he was close.

India used her tongue, opening her mouth wider, pushing it out so she could lick his balls.  India cupped the underside of his balls, holding him deep in her throat and flicking the topside with her tongue.  She felt his balls lift and Mason screamed in delight as he came.  India moved her head up to make sure that his cum landed in her mouth and didn’t shoot straight down her throat.

“Oh fuck yes India, yes . . . . oh God yes,” cried Mason as he shot load after load into her mouth.  When he finished cumming India moved up and sucked his tip clean, before pulling him out of her mouth.  She kissed the end of his cock and moved up to lie next to him, a mouth full of hot sticky cum, waiting for permission to swallow.

Mason looked at India.  “You can swallow or go to the bathroom, your choice.”

India didn’t need to think.  She rolled off the bed and stood up.  Mason yelled at her.  “Hands and knees.  Crawl.”  India dropped to her hands and knees and crawled slowly out of the room, she did it slowly and sexily, twisting at her waist to show her ass and pussy to Mason.  He couldn’t help but smile. 

When she came back she was still on her hands and knees, her large, firm breasts swinging as she moved.  When she was level with the bed she made her hands into fists and put them on the floor, swinging her legs forward and ass down until she was kneeling, legs open wide, head down.  Once in place she folded her arms behind her back and waited.

Mason looked down at her, she was incredible.  Almost completely submissive to him.  Mason picked up his phone and spent 10 minutes checking emails – he might be on vacation but you’re never really away these days.  Once he had finished he just spoke gently, “Get me a coffee.”  India nodded and crawled away.  India would have jokily asked him if he wanted milk, but her mouth was full of cum.  She came back 10 minutes later with a coffee for her master.  She crawled the whole way, moving the coffee, then moving herself.  When she was in front of Mason she offered it to him and resumed kneeling.

Mason ignored her while he drank it.  After about 10 minutes he looked down at India, her face was one of concentration.  She was clearly in a lot of pain but trying to ignore it.  Mason smiled to himself, he was waiting for her to break position without permission.  He’d bought a whip the previous night and wanted to use it.  India knew this as well, she wanted to be punished to see what it felt like. 

India was an intelligent slave, she’d worked out what was going on but her pride made her determined to not make it easy for Mason.  The minutes slipped by, India still had a mouthful of cum but it was her legs that were the problem.  Sweat beaded on her brow, she didn’t know how much longer she could last.  Mason was impressed, she’d held her position for over 10 minutes.  If she didn’t cave soon he’d have to let her move.

Then, without warning, India collapsed sideways, finally her legs had given out.

“I didn’t give you permission to move slave,” said Mason.

India shook her head.

“I’m going to have to punish you.”

India nodded and half smiled.  Mason was pleased to see her smile.

“Get the whip, then go to the kitchen area and lean over the worktop.”

India crawled away.  Mason took his time, when he walked into the room India was in position.  She had her legs spread wide, her pussy on display.  Her arms were folded behind her back, the whip was resting in the small of her back. 

“Swallow.”

India swallowed the cum and thanked Mason.  He smiled and picked up the whip.

“I didn’t give you permission to move, did I?”

“No Master.”

“So what should happen?”

“I displeased you Master, I should be punished.”

“Count out loud India, count each strike.  Say nothing but the number unless you want a few more.”

“Yes Master.”

Remembering their experience yesterday at the fair, Mason had a reasonable idea of how hard to swing the whip.  He raised it up high and brought it down onto India’s beautiful smooth ass.  She remained silent and didn’t react for a couple of seconds, before counting ‘one’ out loud.  Mason swung a second time, then a third.  Each time he whipped India a little harder.

For the fourth strike he mixed it up, instead of whipping India’s ass he swung the multi tailed whip underhand, the soft leather straps coming upwards and into India’s cunt.

“Fuck . . . . Four.”

“I’m sorry India but your orders were clear.  That’s another three earned.”

India didn’t know if she should speak or not but decided against it.  Next time Mason lashed her back, then her thighs, then her pussy again twice.  He was getting turned on by whipping India.  For her part she was excited, knowing that she had brought this on herself by disobeying orders.  She enjoyed a little bit of the pain, but what was exciting was knowing that she was under Mason’s control.

At the 12th stroke Mason spoke to her.  “That was going to be your last one, but you spoke out loud.  For that you get three additional ones.”  Mason’s cock was rock hard, as soon as he finished whipping India he was going to use her like the cock hungry slave she was.  “Where would you like the first?”

“Cunt please Master.”  India knew that this would hurt the most, but she could sense that her master was enjoying hurting her, and she wanted to please him.

Mason hit India much harder than before, she took the blow well, grunting loudly but not speaking.  India waited for a few seconds to let the pain subside before speaking. 

“13.  Back please Master.”

The whip came down hard and India gasped again.  She wanted to speak, to tell Mason how much it hurt, but she didn’t want any more hits.

“14.  Cunt please Master.”

“Are you sure?  This one is really going to hurt.  I won’t hold back.”

“Yes please Master, I should feel this as it is my last one.”

“Very well slave.  Brace yourself.”

India took a deep breath and clenched her hands into fists.  Mason swirled the whip around, building the suspense.  India could hear it moving through the air.  He swirled the whip faster and faster, eventually he brought it up into India’s cunt.  As the leather bit into her skin it connected directly with her clit.  India screamed out loud, the pain was intense for her.  Mason was shocked, he hadn’t meant to hit her that hard. 

His first instinct was to apologize, he was about to speak when he remembered what John had told him.  Would an owner apologize to his slave?  The point of punishing her was to teach her a lesson.  India’s breathing was slowing down, he hadn’t caused any permanent damage.

“15.  Thank you master,” India gasped.  She didn’t move.  Mason decided that she needed a reward.  He put the whip down and dropped to his knees.

“Don’t move India.”  He extended two fingers and pushed them into her pussy.  She inhaled deeply as he started to fuck his slave with his fingers.  He moved them slowly in and out then added a third, then a fourth finger,  India started to move her hips, pushing back against his hand.  Mason lowered his head and stuck out his tongue, licking her clit.

It only took a few seconds before India started to beg for permission to cum.  Instead of granting it he pulled his hand out of her cunt and moved his face away.  He wanted to toy with her a bit longer before allowing her release.  He picked up the whip and inserted the handle into her soaking wet pussy.

“Oh fuck, oh god that’s huge,” cried India.  It was true, the handle of the whip was even wider and longer than Mason’s cock.  India was crying gently as Mason fucked her hard with the leather implement.  Mason slowed down and India spoke again, “Please don’t stop, holy fuck master, please fuck your slave with that . . . . Jesus, fuck me master, please fuck me”

Mason started to wank himself as he fucked India  with the whip handle.  He wanted to see if she could cum just from this.  India started to move her legs, drawing them inwards, Mason jammed his knees against her ankles, forcing her legs to be wide open.

“Oh  . . . fuck, I’m going to cum master, please may I cum . . . .please . . . PLEASE.”

Mason couldn’t deny her a second time.  He gave his permission and India came, her cunt muscles squeezing the handle into place.  Mason tried to keep fucking her but she was stronger and her pussy stayed clamped round the handle while she came.  When her breathing slowed Mason eased the handle out of her slit, India gasping as it came away.

As soon as it was out Mason stood up and slid his cock inside her.  He took a hand full of her long blonde hair and pulled it back, forcing India’s head up.  He wrapped it round her wrists and held it all in place in his strong hands and started to thrust in and out of India.  She’d just cum, but was ready to cum again.

“Please rub my clit master, please, make me cum again.”

Mason ran his hand over her hips and between her legs.  He quickly found her sensitive clit and started to rub it.

“Yes, oh that’s it master, please don’t stop.”  Mason thrusted hard, his balls bouncing against his fingers and India’s clit.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming master.  I’m so . . .” India’s voice tailed off as her pussy started to contract on his cock.  Mason was strong and pushed in and out, extending India’s orgasm.  Her complete helplessness excited the both, driving them on.  Only a couple of thrusts later Mason started to cum, his balls contracting as he pumped his hot sticky cum into her tight wet pussy.

“YESSSSSSS” yelled Mason as they came together.

When he released her and pulled out India straightened up and turned round.  She dropped to her knees and sucked his cock clean of the their juices as Mason ran his hands through her hair.  When he stepped back India moved to the slide and licked his cum off the floor where it had been dripping out of her cunt.  Mason watched the scene, enchanted.  When the floor was clean India stood up and hugged Mason.

“You should punish me again master, I came without your permission.”

Mason kissed her head.  “I’ll let you get away with it this time India.”

“Thank you master.”

“Come on, let’s get a shower and grab something to eat.”

After they got dressed India asked if she could Facetime her parents and Mason watched as they chatted.  India wore a high neck sweater to hide her collar.  He heard her say that her flight was just after six pm.  Instinctively he checked his watch, about eight hours left together.  When the call was finished he ordered India to go to the café on the corner of his block for muffins and a couple of coffees.

“With milk master?” she asked cheekily on the way out.  Mason laughed out loud and watched her disappear.

When she came back they ate them, then went out.

“What would you like to see India?”

“There is one thing I’d like to do Master.  Please can I get a tattoo?  To remind me of our time together, always.”

Mason swallowed, “Are you sure?  You don’t want to get my name tattooed on you, do you?”

India blushed, “I’d like that master, but it might cause me problems later in life.  Something more subtle, like the I ♥ SF logo, but I thought I’d change it, if that’s OK.  Maybe to IM SF.  India – Mason.”

Mason smiled, “I like it.”

“Do you know a tattoo artist Master?”

“No, I’m uninked.  As you know.”  They both smiled, their bodies held no surprises for each other.  “But there must be some.  Let me check.”

Mason pulled out his cell phone, he quickly found one six blocks away with good reviews.  They looked at it together and left as soon as they had finished eating.

“So which part of your body are you going to get it done on?”

“Your choice Master.”

Mason thought about it.  This was a step too far for him.  “No, you chose India.  I can’t make a permanent decision like this for you.”

“How about you chose master, and I say yes or no?”

“OK, OK.  How about on you ass cheek?”

India thought about it.  “Somewhere else please master, I want to be able to see it.”

Mason looked around for inspiration.  A girl walked past them, she was wearing short sleeves and Mason caught the underside of her wrist.  She had a small ying-yang tattoo.  Mason looked at his own wrist.  That would be subtle, but visible to India.

“How about the inside of your wrist?”

India agreed, that was a great choice.  They continued to talk and walk.  When they got to the tattoo artist’s shop they went in.  It was quiet at that time on a Monday and India was seen straight away.  They discussed the design, she opted for the outline of a red heart with IM SF in black inside it. 

“Won’t take long 30, 40 minutes.  Wait in reception, we’ll be done soon.”

Mason played with his phone while he waited.  When India came out the tattoo was covered in cling wrap.  Mason went to pay and then they both admired the work as they left.  It was an excellent job.

“What now India?”

India thought.  “How about we get the cable car down to Fisherman’s Wharf again, I like it down by the sea.”

Like most people from the city Mason didn’t much care for Fisherman’s Wharf, but it was India’s last day and they should do what she wanted to do.  He forced a smile and agreed.  They walked, hand in hand to the station and caught the trolley car down to the sea front.  They walked slowly, talking all the time and found a seafood restaurant for lunch.

The waitress complemented India on her tattoo.  “IM – anything significant?” she asked.

“It’s our initials,” India replied, “I want to have a reminder of my time here.”

“Are you here for long?”

“Last day today,” India replied, her face falling.

“Are you going home – you’re English right?”

“No, Hawaii for a few nights, then home.”

“Nice.”

She took their order and moved away.  The food came quickly and, despite the rip off prices was pretty good.  Afterwards they continued to walk towards the bridge.  Mason paused after a while and looked at India.

“I’ve always wanted to look round the USS Pampanito,” he said, “But never bothered.  Would you come with me?”

“Of course master, what it is it?”

Mason chuckled, “It’s a World War Two submarine.  Supposed to be very cramped but I’ve always wanted to look round it.”

“OK, one of my great grandfathers served on a submarine in the war.”

Mason paid and they went on board.  Neither of them could believe how cramped it was, and this was with only 10 or so people on board.  In the aft torpedo room Mason looked round.  There was no one in sight.  He opened his flies and pulled out his cock.

“Get on you knees,” he ordered. 

India looked round, she couldn’t see anyone and dropped as ordered.  She opened her mouth and Mason pushed her back head against the bulkhead.  Mason started to fuck her throat, pushing back and forth, thrusting deeper and deeper into her mouth.  His cock was soon fully hard as he fisted her hair and used her mouth like a cunt.

“Play with yourself,” he ordered her.  India lifted her dress and slipped a hand into her panties.  She loved being used like this, satisfying her man.  Mason held her head, India could take his full length without problem, but she knew that most men, Mason included, liked to hear her gag, so she gagged and slobbered.

“Cum when you like,” he ordered her – she could hardly ask for permission.  India was grunting and moaning between the gagging, the slight of his cock disappearing in and out of India’s mouth, coupled with the possibility of being caught, was making Mason very excited.  India kept her eyes fixed on Mason as he used her brutally. 

Mason saw India close her eyes and could feel her mouth twitching, she was trying hard to keep from biting down.  Mason started to cum, he wanted to shout out but knew he couldn’t.  Instead he thrust as deep as he could, India’s nose against his pubic bone.  He held himself there, pumping cum down India’s throat, India looking up at him but glazed over, lost in her own orgasm.  Mason didn’t release her after he had finished cumming, he held India for another 30 seconds before pulling out and releasing her.

She stood up in silence and offered her fingers to Mason’s mouth to be sucked clean.  When she pulled her fingers out she bent over and pulled her panties up, then pushed Mason’s shrinking cock back into his pants.  They hugged each other and separated, there was a noise on the stairs, someone was coming towards them.

Mason panicked for a moment, then realized that it was just another couple of tourists.  He took India’s hand and they laughed as they walked away to look round the rest of the submarine.

******

They took the trolley car back to the city and walked to Mason’s apartment.  Jackson said hello to them as they walked in.  In the elevator India spoke to Mason, “Does that guy ever take any time off Master?”

“He must do, but to be honest he always seems to be there.”

They rode back to Mason’s apartment and India asked for permission to pack her bags.  Mason sat and watched her, India kept the clothes she was wearing to fly in.  She checked the clock, not long after two.

“Master, my flight is just after six.  When do we need to leave?”

Mason thought about it, “We need to leave from here at about half three, India.  Shall we go back to Wicked Beans for a drink?”

“That’s appropriate Master.”  India smiled, but Mason could see that she was sad to be leaving him behind the smile.  They left the bags and walked to the café.

Inside Mason found a seat and sat down.  How things had changed, he thought.  Last week if he was out with a girl he would pull out the seat for her, sit her down and order for her.  Here he planned to sit and make her get him something.  She was a slave after all.

“Get me a Coke Zero please India, and what ever you want.”

“My pleasure master,” she replied and walked to the counter.  She was back in seconds and sat down opposite him.  Mason looked round, there were another two or three couples in the place, if it wasn’t for the wall decorations and that fact that one woman was blindfolded and tied to a chair this would be just like any other café.

“Kneel on the floor India,” Mason ordered, relaxing back into the couch.  India nodded her agreement and slipped onto the floor near him, facing her master.  Mason spoke first.

“So, what was your favorite experience while you where her India?”

She thought for a moment.  “It’s been strange master.  Before I came here I was so looking forward to the film shoot, and the street fair.  But I think the porn shoot was the worst part of it.  I expected it to be like it is on the screen, sexy and intimate.  It just left me cold and wanting it to end.  It’s just a job I suppose.”

“And the fair, I had unrealistic expectations of what that would be like.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad a went and I saw things that I never thought could exist – those poor cow girls for one – but it wasn’t what I expected it to be.”

At that point the waiter arrived and put the drinks down.  India joined Mason with a coke zero.  She took a drink and resumed speaking.

“But to answer your question Master, the third best thing was the party – that was what I expected the film shoot to be like.  I came so many times, got fucked so hard it was incredible.  The ride on that fucking machine was just out of this world – I swear I was still cumming from the first time as the second and third orgasms came over me.”

“Second best was the morning after with Hazel and Julie.  I’d often wondered about sex with another woman – the film showed me I could do it, the morning after I learned that I’m bisexual.  I can’t wait to be with a woman again, I’ll be trying that when I get home.”

“But he best, without a doubt, was the time we spent alone.  The trip to Yosemite with the swim in the lake was amazing.  I loved being naked and swimming in the cool water with the sun on me.  Waking up next to you every morning, I’m going to miss that more than I expected to.”

India looked into Mason’s eyes and spoke again.  “And you Master, what did you enjoy?”

Mason thought about it.  “I’ve loved discovering that I’m dominant, discovering that I’m over my ex, spending time with you.  If I had to pick one thing . . . also Sunday morning.  I loved taking the pony girl ride with you down to the lake, then taking you out for a ride.”  Mason closed his eyes and thought about it, that had been incredible.  “And you, I think when we fucked at the end of the course, I think that you came harder than I’ve seen a woman cum before.  Jesus, you nearly crushed my cock.”

India laughed.  “I’m sorry Master, I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“It’s OK, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.  What was the worst part about being a pony?”

India didn’t hesitate.  “The gag master – having your jaw forced apart for that length of time is agony.  In the end all I could think about was closing my mouth and swallowing.  My tits hurt as well, they need support if I’m going to run.  I thought that the clamps with the bells would be agony, but that only really hurt when they went on and came off.”

“It’s something I’d like to do again.  I wouldn’t want to be like Iris and Siri and spend my whole life like that.  Maybe if I come back next summer you could arrange a couple of weeks for me on their estate?”

Mason thought about it, “You’d like to come back?”

“Absolutely Master, I am a slave.”  India paused, “I’d like to be your slave.”

“I’d love to see you again.”

India spoke impulsively, “Come with me, come to Hawaii.”  She beamed at Mason from her position on the floor.

Mason was torn.  “I want to India, but I can’t.”  India’s face fell, “I have to be in work tomorrow.  I used up all my vacation for the year taking these three days off.”

India tried hard not to look hurt, as did Mason.  Just then India’s phone beeped.  She took it out without thinking and looked at it.  She opened her mouth to speak, then looked around and spoke quietly.

“Master, the website has sent me a link.  It’s the first cut of my first shoot.  Can we watch it together?”

Mason put his hand out and ran it through India’s hair.  “Sure India, sure.  Get up here beside me.”

India got off the floor and sat next to Mason.  She handed him her phone and they started to watch  They skipped over the interview then watched as India was slapped.  She remember this, but the sound had been edited to make it seem much louder and give the impression of much more pain than she remembered.  Next she was bound and her breasts were pinched.  When she was gagged there was a close up of the saliva dripping out of her mouth.

“This is hot,” Mason said.

“I’m getting far more turned on watching this that I ever did making it Master.”

Mason checked his watch.  “Drink up, let’s go back to my apartment, project it onto the TV and re-enact it. 

India looked up at the clock on the wall.

“Have we got time Master?”

“I gave you an order slave.”

India picked up her glass and downed the Coke.  Mason stood up and paid then they left, almost running back to the apartment block.  They started to kiss in the elevator, Mason pulling India’s dress down over her shoulders to expose her large breasts.  When the door opened he hooked his finger into her collar and pulled her to his door. 

Once inside India unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor.  Mason quickly projected the phone to the TV and pushed India to the floor, forcing his cock into her willing mouth.  Once he was hard he moved away, ordering her to masturbate.

He was back quickly with a short rope, the belt from his robe.  India smiled, two fingers buried deep in her snatch as he approached.  Mason pulled her wrist, pulling her hand from her cunt.  He knelt over her, tying her wrist in the belt.  He spun her over, looking at the red marks on her ass from the morning’s whipping.  India was compliant, she moved her other arm behind her back and crossed her wrists.

Mason tied them together, then moved the end up to her elbows.  He forced them together and India cried out in pain as they came together.  She didn’t ask him to stop.  Mason spun her over onto her back and pulled the nipple clamps from his pocket, attaching them to her nipples.  India felt helpless, it was very exciting.

Next Mason produced the whip, he was straddling her, sitting on her stomach, and proceed to whip her ample tits.  He started gently, but quickly got firmer and firmer.  India was determined to take the blows without complaint, she didn’t want Mason’s lasting memory of her to be one where she complained. 

The pain was intense after a dozen or so blows, her tits were turning red with whip marks on them.   Mason started to wank himself as he whipped his slave.

“Can you take this India?”

“If that’s all you’ve got Master, yes.”  India’s eyes were full of defiance.

“Bitch.”

Mason whipped her as hard as he could.  India screamed out, this was real pain.  One of the fronds of the whip caught round her nipple clamp and when Mason lifted the whip away it pulled off. 

“Fuck that hurts Master, fuck,” yelled India.  She was crying now.  Mason threw the whip away and moved down her body, forcing her legs apart with his.  He didn’t wait and wasn’t gentle, he forced his cock into her pussy and hammered away at her cunt.  India was trapped under him, her arms tight under her back.

As Mason fucked her she pushed back against him, as hard as she could.  The pain in her tits subsided, Mason put his hand onto her head and forced it over to one side, making her watch the TV.  On the big screen she was hanging upside down, a huge dildo sticking out of her cunt.  On the screen Mike pushed the wand against her clit and the on screen India started to beg for permission to cum.

“Cum when you do on screen India,” Mason ordered India.

“I’m so close Master, so close.  Fuck, oh Fuck, please can I cum, Please Master.”  India was begging almost in time with herself on the screen.  She knew it wouldn’t be long.  On the screen Mike spoke.

“You can sum slut.”  That was what India needed, permission.  She clamped her legs together as wave after wave of orgasm over took her body.  She was breathing rapidly but shallowly as she came and came.  Mason didn’t let up, he kept pounding her.

“I’m cumming India, fuck I’m cumming,” yelled Mason.  He pulled out of her and wanked himself, shooting cum over her stomach.  When the interview started on the TV they looked at each other and laughed.  Mason scooped up his sperm and moved his hand towards India’s mouth.  She opened wide and he dripped it into her warm, wet mouth.

India licked his fingers clean and Mason ordered her to swallow.  He flipped her over and released her, then she went for a fast shower.  When she came back Mason was dressed and playing with something.  India looked at it, he was holding the key for her collar.

India put her hand up to it, she’d had it on for five days and loved the way it felt and marked her out.

“Can I leave it on until the airport please Master.”

“Sure India.”

She picked up her dress, it was low cut, showing her red breasts. 

“I think I need to wear something over this Master.”

Mason laughed, “I think you’re right.”

India opened her suitcase and found a satin shirt.  She put it on and buttoned it over her dress.  She slipped her shoes on and looked at Mason.  She was ready to leave.  They held hands, Mason carrying her bag while she dragged her suitcase and they walked to the station.

On the BART they sat in silence, holding hands as they worked their way to the airport.  India checked in and they walked over to the TSA area.  It was almost 70 minutes till take off, and the line was showing as 15 minutes long.

“This is goodbye then India.”

“Yes Master.”  India sniffed, she was holding back tears.

Mason took out the key and removed the collar from her neck.  India rubbed it and looked at it.

“Keep that won’t you, I mean it, I’d like to come back and wear it again one day.”  She wasn’t wearing a collar anymore, she didn’t address him as master any more.

“I will India.”  What was this thought Mason, shit, I might cry.  It was supposed to be a five day love affair but it had affected them both more than they could say.

“These five days have been incredible India, they must be the best days of my life.”

“Mine too.”  India was crying now.  Mason looked round, there were a dozen couples in the same situation.  He put a finger to his eye and wiped away a tear.  India smiled at him. 

“Don’t be sad,” she said, sobbing, “You’ll get to see Julie and Hazel again.”

“I’d rather see you than both of them.”

“How about both of them, and Penny and her slave?”  India laughed through the tears.

Mason laughed as well, “How about you and one of them?”  he hugged her and looked up at the departure board.  He didn’t speak, India looked up as well.

“It’s time, isn’t it?”

“Yes India,” added Mason.  He was crying now.

He bent down and they kissed.  When the broke off he released her and India spoke again.  “Promise me you’ll keep in touch?”

“I will.”

“And promise me you’ll watch me take off.”

“I will.”

India picked up her carry on case.  She backed away from Mason and walked to the line for security.  Mason stood and watched, she was through in 10 minutes.  He could still make her out on the far side of metal detectors.  She slipped her shoes on and turned to Mason.  She smiled and waved and disappeared into the duty free.

Mason stood for five minutes until he collected his emotions.  He picked up his phone and sent India a message.  “I love you.”  He didn’t know when she’d get the message, fuck he thought, I don’t even know if you’ve got any data while you’re here.  He turned to find the viewing area.  He spent 10 minutes getting there, bought a coffee.  The man in the store didn’t understand why Mason laughed when he asked if he wanted milk.

While he was in the viewing area his phone beeped.  It was a message from India.  Shit, had he over done it.

“I love you too master xxx.”

Mason put a hand to his eye again to wipe away a tear.  He sat in silence, checking the boards until he saw that the United flight was closed, when he stood up and went to the window.  He stood there for 20 minutes, he had no idea which one was going to Hawaii.  Eventually he made his way back to the BART and back to his apartment.  On the train he sat deep in thought.  Ah well, at least he had Julie and Hazel to look forward to on Wednesday.  It wasn’t all bad.


Epilogue

Mason pushed open the door to his apartment.  He walked in slowly, threw the collar onto his favorite comfy chair and walked to his bedroom.  He stripped off and went for a shower.  When he got out it was late and he couldn’t be bothered getting dressed – he’d got food in.  He slipped on his robe and looked down.  Fuck, where was the belt?  He smiled, it was in the lounge, left where he’d tied India up with it.

He walked through to the lounge.  And there she was, it was India, kneeling naked on the floor, legs wide apart, holding her collar.

“You dropped something Master.”

“India, what how, what . . . how?”

“My flight was overbooked Master, I offered to miss the flight.  They gave me a free return trip from the UK to anywhere in the USA as compensation.  I got back here before you, Jackson let me in.”

“But, but I thought you’d always wanted to see Hawaii?”

“I do, but it will still be there next week, next year Master.  And maybe someone would like to come with me.  Some one like you.”

Mason walked over to her and took the offered collar.

“When do you fly home?”

“Saturday night Master.  I’ve got five more days with you, if you’ll have me.”

Mason rubbed his masculine hands across his chin.  “I’ll have you India.  I love having you.”

“I love you too Master.”  Mason bent down and secured the collar in place.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

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