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Thursday

- Hi

- Hi gorgeous

- Thanks, you’re pretty hot too

- Thanks!  What are you here for?

- Looking for some short term fun.  I’m bored and lonely.  And you?

- I’m not long out of a long term relationship and just looking for some fun for a few days.  Nothing too serious. 

- Sounds ideal.

- Cool.  Tell me a bit more about yourself first.

India put her phone down and stared out of the window.  It was true, she was bored and lonely, and truth be told running out of money.  If she could score somewhere free to sleep for a few nights it would help, especially if she could get laid with a hot guy like this.  She could just imagine her creamy white flesh rubbing up against his muscly dark torso (assuming of course that his tinder picture was actually him, she’d had a few run-ins before).  She just had to make sure that he was into the same stuff, but subtly, in her experience most guys would lie through their asses to secure a fuck with her.

- My name’s India, I’m 21 from England.  I’m travelling around the USA for 3 months.  Well, 90 days until my visa wavier expires.

- Wow, travelling by yourself?  That’s very brave.  My name’s Mason, I’m 36.  I live in the city (San Francisco) and I work at Google

- Wow, you must be super clever to work there.  What do you do?

- I work on the search engine.  Can’t say too much about it, it’s all pretty confidential.  Pays well enough to allow to rent a place downtown.  Are you in SF for long?

- I’m actually in Memphis at the moment.  Don’t hang up!  I’m going to be in SF for 4 nights in 3 weeks’ time.  Just planning ahead and looking for someone to spend time with.  So, I’ll be there the last weekend in September.  What would you suggest we do?

- When do you arrive?  I can look up some stuff to do.  And are you alone or travelling with a friend?

- Just me.  I was with a friend but she got bored and flew home early.  I land on the 24th and fly out to Hawaii on the 28th for 5 nights before flying home.  Really looking forward to SF and all that it has to offer.  I’ve got something planned for the 25th and there’s stuff I’d like to do on the 27th.  Maybe you can help with that?

This time Mason sat back from his keyboard.  He put his hand to his face and rubbed his mouth.  That was very specific.  The last weekend in September.  Mason opened a new browser window and searched what was on in town that weekend.  He knew he’d have to play this right.

- You’re the visitor India, what would you like to see and do?  There’s all the usual stuff, Fisherman’s wharf, the Golden Gate Bridge, the trolley cars.  But that’s the normal stuff.  You’ve chosen an interesting weekend to visit my home.  There’s a lot of alternative stuff as well.

Now it was India’s turn to sit back.  Mason was edging around something she was sure.  The question was, was it the same thing she was thinking of?  She could understand his reticence to come out and say it direct, hell, it would put most people right off.  By the same token she didn’t want to put him off either by coming out with it.  She smiled to herself and started to type carefully.

- Well, SF is the home of some alternative cultures.  And my timing isn’t a co-incidence.  There is something there I want to see, to be a part of (actually it’s just as well that my friend left, God knows how I was going to explain it to her).  So what you want to do with me on the Sunday?

Mason now had a pretty good idea of what she wanted.  He could imagine himself with her, leading her through the streets of the city.  She’d look amazing (assuming of course that this was an accurate photo of her).  He took a deep breath and took the plunge.  This would either be the end of their relationship or the start of something great, even if it was only for five days.

- You’re timing is great, if I read you right.  You’re going to be in town for the weekend of the Folsom Street Fair.  Is that what you’re alluding to?

In her Motel 6 India put her phone down and hugged herself smiling.  Mason was on her wavelength, this was exactly what she was thinking.  Was her fantasy going to become a reality?  To be lead naked on a chain by a tall handsome black man, a collar on her neck?  She didn’t want to tell him that just yet, so instead she was coy.

- You read me right.  I’ve wanted to see the fair since I was about 13 or 14.

- To see it?  If you want to see it watch YouTube or Pornhub.  Surely if this is your only time in the city you want to be part of it?

After he hit send Mason panicked a little.  Shit, what if he’d over done it?  Too late now.  If she didn’t respond he’d not lost much.  Nervously he watched the chat icon.  Would India respond?  He didn’t have to wait long until the chat icon started to move, showing that she was typing.  And it wasn’t just a “fuck off” message

- I’d like that very, very much.  I want to be a part of this scene and I need a guide.  I’ve also got plans for the Friday – I’m booked on something for the day and I need someone to come with me – just to make sure I’m safe.  The Saturday I leave to you – I want to see some of the city as well.  Will you be my guide please?  I need somewhere to stay and in return you get me for a long weekend.  Anything you want.  Anything.

Mason couldn’t help but smile, which quickly turned into a laugh.  Booked something and needed someone to make sure she was safe?  He could take a guess at what she meant, but he wasn’t going to push it too far ... not just yet anyway.  He was quick to reply.

- I’ll be your guide and I’ll take a couple of days off work to spend with you.  In return I want your obedience and submission.  And I want you to call me sir for now on.  Understand?

And there it was for them both.  They’d skirted round the subject but Mason had made the first move, as the dominant partner should.  He’d come out with a statement of his dominance which matched her submissive side.  How would she respond?  The chat box started to move.  Her reply was short and sweet.

- Yes sir.

- I’m at work right now.  Add me as a Facebook friend, here’s my link.  We can video chat tonight to talk face to face.  Make sure you’re looking good, wear some sexy underwear but nothing else.

- Yes sir.  I’ll add you right now.  When will you call me?

Mason’s phone bleeped to show he had a Facebook friend request.  He picked it up and accepted it straight away.  He spent a couple of minutes scrolling over India’s feed.  Lots of photos of her, she was a great looking girl.  Pale white skin with a hint of a tan developing as she’d crossed America.  He assumed that she was doing the same.

- Memphis, that’s in central time I think, so you’re 2 hours ahead.  I’ll call you from my apartment at 7pm my time, 9 your time.  Remember to dress correctly and address me correctly.

- I’ll be waiting for you call sir.

India put down her phone and smiled.  Mason looked like he was the real deal.  His Facebook feed showed that he was good looking, there were a lot of shots of him with his shirt open or off.  He was ripped, his arms thick and solid and his legs were like tree trunks.  She could just imagine him on top of her, pinning her down, crushing her under him, her thin body pushing up against him.

In his office Mason put down the phone.  She was going to look incredible under him, her thin body would look great against him.  He couldn’t wait to make her serve him, fuck, he’d have to wait three whole weeks.  He tried hard that afternoon to concentrate on work but it wasn’t going to be a great day.  He left early and went home.

In her motel India closed the curtains and pulled out her phone, looking at pictures of Mason.  She couldn’t help it.  All she could think about was what he was going to do with her.  She imagined herself walking naked down a public street with him holding her leash, people would be filming and photographing her, her naked body would be permanently on display on the internet.  It was too much for her.  Without really knowing what she was doing she put the phone down, resting against a cushion so she could see Mason’s body.

She slipped a hand inside her bra, her large breasts barely restrained by the thin lacey material.  She pinched her nipple, gasping as she squeezed it hard.  With her other hand she pulled her t-shirt off and slipped the bra strap off over her shoulder, pulling her breast free.  She was imagining Mason doing this to her in a few week’s time.  She pulled her breast hard, lifting it up to her mouth and she started to lick herself.  She put her other hand behind her head, bending her head further so she could suck her own nipple.  India moaning in delight as she sucked her sensitive nipple.

She let go of her breast and quickly removed her bra.  As soon as it was off she started to suck her other nipple.  She bit down into it and let out a little grunt of pain.  She held it between her teeth and let go with her hands.  The extra pain as she took the whole weight of her massive breast on the nipple excited her more.  She bit more deeply and slid a hand into her panties.  As soon as she touched her clit she opened her mouth to groan in delight, looking at Mason’s photo on her phone.  She rubbed herself hard, coming close to orgasm, panting hard, fantasizing about what he’d make her do.  As she neared orgasm she denied herself, pulling her hand out from her panties. 

India flipped herself over onto her front.  She raised her knees up under her ass and folded one arm behind her back.  She crossed her ankles and spread her knees, quickly putting her other hand back onto her pussy.  She turned her head to stare once more at Mason’s face.  She groaned in delight, pushing 2, then 3 and finally 4 fingers into her cunt, fucking herself hard.  She started to pant and beg Mason.

“Please sir … please … please may I … cum sir … please.”

She was on the edge.  She held herself there, begging for permission until she couldn’t hold it any longer and her orgasm engulfed her.  She brought her knees together, trapping her hand inside her cunt as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her.  She pushed her open mouth down into the bed to absorb her screams of delight.  Her thumb was still outside her hole and she started to rub her clit with it.  Almost instantly she came again.

When she came down India gently pulled her hand from her pussy and started to lick it clean.  She’d never been with another woman but knew that this was going to happen soon.  Completely relaxed, India closed her eyes and dozed for a few hours, listening to the gentle rain outside.

When she awoke it had just gone six.  She showered, dressed according to Mason’s instructions then applied some make up – not too much, she wanted to look natural for him in their call.  She put on jeans and a t-shirt with some simple shoes and slipped out to get something to eat.  She was back in plenty of time and watched some TV until just before nine. 

With ten minutes to go she set her phone up on a stand on a chair, stripped down to her underwear, knelt down in front of the phone and waited.

On the dot of nine the Facebook messenger app started to ring.  She pushed out a finger and answered Mason’s call, then placed her hands on her knees submissively.  They were both pleased to see the other one looking good.  India on the floor in a matching set of lacy black underwear, her huge breasts barely constrained by the tiny bra.  In turn she could see that he’d removed his shirt and was just wearing a pair of Jeans.  After a moment’s silence Mason spoke first.

“You look amazing India.  Am I really going to have to wait three weeks to meet you?”

“You look fantastic too sir.  But I’m afraid so sir, I’ve got so much to do and see before I get to meet you.”

India started to list all the places she planned to visit and Mason listened intently.  When she’d finished he spoke again.

“I wish I could leave work for three weeks and join you India – it sounds incredible.  But I thought you needed some money?”

“I do sir.  I’m living on my last few hundred dollars and credit cards.  That’s why I’m in a Motel 6 and looking for someone to spend time with in San Francisco.  It’s a very expensive city.”

“So what do you have planned while you’re in my town then?  You said you’ve got something in mind for the Friday and you need my help?”

“Well sir, I’ve been in touch with a BDSM website and I’m going to do some shoots for them. They suggested that I bring someone along that I know – and I’d like to take you please sir.”

India saw the look on his face.

“Don’t worry sir, you won’t appear in any of the scenes, it will just be me.”

Mason thought for a moment.

“Are you sure you want to do that?  The porn scene is pretty hard work and your images will be all over the internet forever if you do this.”

“I’d do it for free sir.  The idea of being exposed like this is an incredible turn on for me.  The fact that they are going to pay me, and pay me well is just a bonus.  Please say you’ll accompany me sir, I can’t do it without you sir.”

Mason thought again for a moment before smiling as he replied.

“I’ll come with you.  What do I get in return?”

“Four nights of a totally obedient slave girl sir who will obey your every command, who will satisfy your every wish sir.  My only request is that you don’t bruise me before the shoot sir – the website was explicit that I have to be in great condition before the shoot sir.”

“Sounds like a deal, India.”

“Thank you sir.  Sir, may I please masturbate for you sir?  My cunt is soaking sir and I need to cum sir.”

Mason didn’t respond, he just unbuttoned his jeans and took out his cock.  India smiled as she looked at it.  She’d never seen one so big.  Mason spat into his hand and started to rub his hand up and down.  The shaft was so fat he could barely get his hand round.  She took that as a sign that she could start and she slipped a hand into her panties.

“Stand up and removed you clothes,” Mason ordered.

“Yes sir,” she replied, quickly leaping to her feet and removing her lingerie.  As soon as it was off she dropped back to her knees, legs spread wide and started to rub her clit, her eyes barely open as she played with herself.  In his apartment Mason couldn’t keep his eyes off her, she had a thin waist with huge firm breasts, her long blonde hair curled over her shoulder.  It took a huge amount of effort for Mason to not cum there and then as he watched her play with herself.  He resolved that she was going to cum first.  Mason gasped in delight as she pushed a couple of fingers into herself, moaning and groaning, her other hand massaging her breasts.  It didn’t take long before she got to the edge and started to beg him for real this time.

“Please sir … please may I cum?  Please  ... Mason, please sir, please may your girl cum for you sir?  PLEASE SIR.  PLEASE?”

Mason was loving this way she was acting before him.  He made her wait 20 seconds before he spoke, barely able to get the words out as his own release neared.

“You can cum slave,” he said.

“Thank ... thank ...” she was too consumed with delight to get the words out.  As Mason watched her cum it pushed him over the edge.  He wasn’t prepared as spurt after spurt of thick white cum landed on his chest.  He spoke first

“Fuck that was hot.”

She replied soon after.  “Thank you for allowing me to cum sir.  I can’t wait to swallow your delicious cum when we meet sir.”

Mason ordered her to get off her knees and into the chair.  They spoke for the next hour, discussing her plans for the coming weeks and he made suggestions about what to see and do as she worked her way across America.  They worked together on what to do – India was travelling by Greyhound and would be out of contact some days.  They arranged times to talk and meet.

Over the next three weeks they spoke almost every day, he sitting in a chair and she on her knees.  She was always respectful to him and they grew close.  Neither of them were able to restrain themselves as they masturbated and chatted over the weeks.  With five days to go Mason forbade her from cumming again until they met – he wanted her desperate.  She frowned when he gave her the order but she accepted it reluctantly.  He didn’t tell her but was also going to stop – he wanted to use her wonderful body as much as he could for the five days that they had together.  On the final Wednesday they spoke.  India was in Las Vegas and caught the bus.  It was going to be a ten hour ride overnight, she’d be arriving into the Mission street station just after six in the morning.  They arranged everything, Mason promised that he’d be there to collect her.  His final orders to her were to make sure that she was hairless from the neck down when they met.  She promised that she would be.

On Thursday morning Mason set his alarm for five am.  He lived about a mile from the bus station but he was going to be there early, just in case.  He got up, showered and dressed and checked his phone for the bus’s progress.  It was running 30 minutes late so he made a coffee and started to play with his phone.  It was no good, just thinking about her was giving him an erection, the temptation to pull his dick out and wank was almost overwhelming so instead he picked up his backpack and left the apartment, walking to the bus station.  He arrived an hour before the bus did, found a Starbucks nearby and drank another coffee, slowly.  The slowest hour of his life passed as he drank it.

Ten minutes before the bus came he left the Starbucks and went to the station to find the correct stance.  There were a few other people around waiting for it.  Suddenly he was full of nerves, suppose she wasn’t on it?  What if it was all faked?

He needn’t have worried.  She was fifth off the bus.  He paused to look at her, she was about five foot five, can’t have weighed more than 120-125lbs.  She was wearing jeans and a pullover and looked amazing, even given that she’s been on a Greyhound for over ten hours.  India was looking around.  Mason started towards her, he was about ten feet away when she saw him and burst into a smile.  They hugged each other like lovers, even though this was the first time they’d met.

“I wasn’t sure you’d be here sir,” she said, “I was worried.”

“For a girl like you India I’d be here.  Hey, let’s get you bags.”

They retrieved her bags from the bus and walked into the station.

“Are you hungry?  Shall we get something to eat?”

“Yes please sir, I’ve not eaten since yesterday lunch,” she replied, then in a seductive tone she added, “and what you have planned for later sir?”

Mason smiled and reached into his bag.  He took out a thin steel collar with a ring at the front.  He unlocked it and opened it, moving the device towards India’s neck.  She half stepped back, looking around nervously. 

“Don’t worry, this is San Francisco.  We’re a couple of blocks from Fulsom Street.  No one will care.  Where we’re going for breakfast I doubt anyone will even notice – hell, they might say that you’re underdressed.”

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded. 

“Have you ever worn one before?” he asked.

“No sir,” she replied, “but I’ve often thought about it.”

Mason open it as wide as it would go at the hinge.  He ordered India to lift her hair and he placed it onto her neck.  He closed the hinge and took out an Allen key to lock the collar into place.  It fitted snuggly into place on her neck.  Next he took out a chain and clipped it onto the collar.  He stood back to admire his handiwork.

“That looks great on you.”

She raised a hand up to the device and ran a finger between her neck and the restraint.  It made her feel sexy and vulnerable.  She liked the sensation.

“Thank you sir, I’m glad you like it.”

“Do you?”

India hesitated.  She liked it, but wasn’t sure she could say so.  But Mason had asked her a question and she felt like she had to be open and honest.

“Yes sir, I like wearing it.”

“Good, it will be on you until you leave me on Monday.”

Mason took out his phone and took a photo of India before showing it to her.  The early morning sun was reflected in the shiny steel.  She smiled, it did mark her out for what she was.  Mason took his phone back and ordered an Uber, it was there in under five minutes.

Mason picked up her bags and used the leash to pull her along to the car.  He put the bags into the trunk and moved her round to the door.  As she got in her hands went nervously to her new jewelry and wondered how the driver would react on seeing her.  Mason had been correct, the driver hardly blinked as they set off. 

It was a short ride to where they were going, as the car pulled up India looked out.  The café was pretty non-descript, a white building with a gay pride flag hanging in the window.  The name gave it away, ‘Wicked Grounds’.  India smiled as she read the sign and laughed.  They looked at each other and Mason grinned.

“Looks good yeah?”

“Looks good sir,” she replied.

Inside it was quite dark.  They quickly found a table and a waitress in a tight PVC suit appeared to take their order.  Mason held onto India’s leash throughout.  They talked and ate, India relaxing into her role as Mason’s property.  It helped that there were half a dozen other groups in the room and most of the women were similarly attired to her – at one table a woman was sat drinking a coffee while a semi-clothed man was on all fours drinking coffee from a bowl.  After they’d eaten and Mason paid they went outside, where the bright light hit India hard.  After she regained her sight Mason took her hand.

“Ready to come back to my place?”

India opened her eyes wide and looked up at Mason.

“Absolutely sir, I’ve been dreaming about this for weeks.”

“I live four blocks away so we can walk,” he said.  He clipped her leash to his belt to free up his hands and looked at her.

“Put your hands behind your back and keep them there,” he ordered.

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.

They set off down the busy streets.  It only took them 15 minutes to get to Mason’s apartment.  The building manager greeted Mason as they walked in and India smiled at him.  He smiled back and raised his eyebrows at her, but said nothing.  The entered the elevator and he pressed the button for the 19th floor. 

His apartment wasn’t large, but it had two bedrooms, a bathroom and separate kitchen & living area.  As they came through the door Mason dropped India’s bags.  He closed and locked the door and she turned to face him.  Mason spoke first.

“Nervous?”

“Yes sir,” she replied, “and you?  Are you nervous sir?”

“A little India, a little.”  They stood in silence, looking at each other for a few minutes.  She made sure to keep her hands tight behind her back as she’d been ordered.  Her body was on fire, she had dreamed of this level of submission for years but was now full of nerves.  She could smell her own musk and was sure that Mason could too.  He broke the ice first.

“Take off your clothes, down to your underwear slave.”

India hesitated, she knew what was coming and was worried he wouldn’t like her.  She didn’t speak, just bent down and removed her shoes.  Mason released the leash as she unbuckled the belt on her jeans, unzipped them and slid them down her freshly waxed legs.  As she straightened up she looked at Mason – he was grinning as he watched her.  This gave her confidence – he liked what he saw.  She pulled her sweater off to reveal a tight t-shirt covering her ample breasts before looking direct into Mason’s eyes.  She smiled back at him before pulling the tee up and over her head.  She was now standing in her underwear in front of a man she’d met less than two hours ago.  She was wearing a steel collar that marked her as his property, and she loved it.

“Please may I take your clothes off sir,” she asked.

Mason’s breathing was elevated and his voice slightly high pitched as he replied. 

“Yes.”

India dropped to the floor and crawled over to him and he stepped back against the apartment door.  She started on his feet, kissing and licking his shoes before removing them slowly.  When his feet were free she sucked his bare toes and rubbed his feet before kissing her way up his legs.  She could see his massive cock through his jeans and started to rub it, before licking the material covering his erection.  Mason threw his head back, this was incredible.

She continued to caress his cock with her mouth as she reached up and worked on his belt.  When it was undone she pulled it out and threw it away.  Still licking his cock through the denim she reached down and found her leash, lifting it up and handing it to Mason.  Mason looked down at her and their eyes met.

India smiled and kept licking, keeping her eyes set on Mason’s.  She was determined to keep their eyes together.  She was desperate for this to be the best he’d ever had.  Still licking him she slowly unbuttoned his jeans, then pulled them down his legs.  Mason removed his shirt, revealing his muscular body.  He stood there, naked apart from his underwear. 

India stopped licking his bulge and instead moved her head up a little.  She slipped a finger inside his pants and pulled them away from his body slightly.  She bit into them and started to pull down.  His cock burst free from its restraint.  India ignored it and continued to work his pants down using only her mouth.  As they fell to the floor he stepped out of them.  She kissed her way back up his solid legs until she was level with his cock.  Both of them were breathing deeply.  India spoke in a low, sultry voice.

“Please may I suck your massive cock sir?  Promise me you’ll cum in my mouth sir and allow me to swallow your cum sir?  Please sir?”

Mason almost blew his load over her face when she spoke like that.  He’d been with submissive women before, but nothing like this.

“You may suck my cock India,” he gasped.

“Thank you sir, thank you,” she replied.

She grateful licked one of his balls before opening her mouth wide and taking it in, past her teeth.  She closed her lips as much as she could, making sure to keep her teeth off his skin.  Expertly she ran her tongue over his ball, massaging the other with a hand.  When she released it she licked from the base of his shaft to the tip, circled the top then ran her tongue down again to Mason’s other ball which she sucked hard.  With her hands she held his ass, pulling him in closed to her.  All the time Mason was holding her head in one hand and her leash in the other.

When she released his ball she placed a hand onto the base of his cock and lifted it to her lips.  Again, she looked him in the eyes.

“Push my head onto your cock please sir.  Choke me with it.”

Mason didn’t hesitate.  With one hand he pushed her head down and with the other he pulled on the leash.  India opened her mouth, just wide enough so that Mason would feel her lips all the way down.  He was slightly nervous, most girls wouldn’t be able to open wide enough for long enough and he’d feel their teeth digging into his member.  He needn’t have worried, India kept her teeth off his shaft and her tongue on, flicking his helmet as he pulled her down, further and further onto his cock.  He gasped as more and more of his ten inches disappeared into her mouth.  Most girls could only take half that before they gagged and pulled off.  Mason watched in delight as inch after inch went in until a good seven inches was buried down her throat. 

India started to gag and splutter, but a combination of her will and Mason’s hands kept her where she was.  When he released her she pulled back slowly, slobber dripping from her mouth, her makeup running from her eyes.

“Take me to you room sir.  Lay me on the bed and fuck my throat hard please sir.  I can take it all,” she told the ecstatic Mason.

“Lose the bra girl,” he ordered.

India smiled, her huge firm tits were her best feature.  She was going to enjoy his delight in playing with them.

“Yes sir.”

India took him back into her mouth and reached behind her back to unhook the bra.  Holding his gaze with her eyes and cock in her mouth she gently pulled it off her shoulders and down her arms.  She placed one hand onto each of her breasts and pulled the lacy garment away.  Her unrestrained tits dropped, but only slightly.  For a moment Mason thought they must be fake.  India could sense what he was thinking.  She took him out of her mouth and smiled.

“They’re all real sir, and they’re all yours.”

“Fuck,” whispered Mason, “Get on all fours, follow me like a dog.”

“Yes sir,” she replied, dropping to her hands and knees. 

Mason set off slowly, stooping to pick up his belt.  India watched this but remained silent.  He pulled her along by the leash.  At his bedroom he walked her to the bed.  When he stopped moving she got up onto her knees to await further orders.  Mason didn’t speak, he picked her up easily in his strong arms and put her on the bed, legs away from him on her back.  India opened her mouth wide.  She was just too low so Mason grabbed a couple of pillows and slipped them under her shoulders and back, raising her up off the bed.  He smiled to himself, this was working out better than he could ever have hoped.  He teased her, moving his cock close to her mouth – instinctively she reached for it with her lips but he pulled away.  After a few attempts she managed to grab his cock with her mouth.  Mason took this as a sign and grabbed her enormous tits with his massive hands.  She reached up with her hands, over her head and onto his ass.  She started to pull him close as he massaged her tits, crushing them.  India never complained, she was loving the way he was treating her.

With her head bent backwards her throat was open and Mason pushed with his hips as she pulled with her arms.  Slowly at first he pushed every inch of his cock down her throat, the huge bulge in her neck pushing up against her collar.  When his whole cock had disappeared he could feel his balls touching her face.  It was too much for him and he started to fuck her throat hard.  India let go of his ass and pushed her right hand into her soaking wet panties, with her left hand she grasped his right hand down hard into her breast. 

Mason was taking long, swift strokes, pulling almost all the way out, allowing her to breathe before thrusting back down her neck.  He’d never had a girl able to take more than half his cock before, this was unreal.  He started to speed up his thrusting, panting and groaning as he fucked her harder and harder.  For her part India was thrusting two, then four fingers into her dripping wet cunt.  She was writhing about on the bed in pleasure.

Mason started to speak, “Yes ... yes ... so close … yes … YESSSSSS”.  He pulled back a little and started to cum, unloading his balls into her willing mouth.  That pushed India over the edge and she clenched her legs together as she came hard, unable to scream with Mason still spurting into her mouth.  She tried to count how many times his cock pulsed but lost count after seven, lost in her own orgasm.

When he pulled out she closed her mouth and moved off the bed, onto the floor next to him.  Mason sat down on the bed and pulled her close with the leash.  India grabbed his still hard cock and wanked it slowly.  She looked up at him and spoke as best she could

“Pleash may I shawlow you cum sir?  Pleash?”

Mason was tempted to say no but thought that might taking to too far on a first fuck.  He didn’t want to over step her limits.

“You can swallow,” he replied.

“Hank you sir,” she replied.  India closed her mouth and swallowed, then opened wide to show Mason what a good girl she was.  She spoke again, “Thank you sir.  And please sir, promise me that at some point in our time together you’ll make me wait a long time before I swallow.  Please sir?”

Jesus thought Mason, she might just be the perfect woman.  “I’ll make you wait, how long can you manage?”

She was a bit put out.  “Until you tell me to swallow sir, no matter how long it is,” she replied, sounding hurt.

Mason grabbed her shoulders with his strong arms and pulled her up from the floor.  When she was standing he pulled her panties down and India stepped out of them.  Mason pulled her onto him so she was sat astride him.  He lay back onto the bed and India sank down onto his huge cock, the entire length disappearing into her tight wet cunt.  He pulled her down onto him, her huge white breasts resting onto his toned black chest.  He reached out and put his arms round her.

“Fuck India, we’ve not even kissed yet,” he said.

“So kiss me sir,” she replied.

He bent his head up and they started to kiss, gently as his erection subsided inside her.  He pulled a pillow up and lay his head back into it, India on top of him, her head nestled into his neck.  They lay down to sleep together for a few hours.

When Mason awoke he looked at the clock, shit it was almost ten.  India was gone from the bed.  He sat up and panicked for a moment.  Shit, where was she?  Fuck, what if she’d taken him for a ride and stolen from him?  He got off the bed and walked naked through to the living room.  She wasn’t there, but he could smell coffee from the kitchen area.  He opened the door, there was India.  She smiled at him and dropped to the floor.

“I was making coffee for you sir, I hope that’s OK?”

“Oh, erm yes India, thanks,” Mason replied.

“My pleasure sir.  I’ll bring it through to you in the living room when it’s ready sir.”

Mason smiled and walked back to the living room.  He sat down and flicked the TV on.  India was there soon with a mug of hot black coffee.

Mason took the proffered mug and spoke to her, “Not having one?”

“Not without your permission sir,” she replied, a slight smile on her face.  Mason broke into a huge grin.  This girl was almost completely submissive.  He was about to tell her to get one, then changed his mind.

“Get on all fours in front of me India, I want to use you as a footstool,” Mason ordered his slave girl.  He half expected her to refuse and demand a coffee but she just smiled back at him.

“My pleasure sir.”

With his feet safely on the small of her back Mason lay back and drank his coffee, looking out of the window over the city.  He planned out what to do with her over the weekend.  When he’d finished his coffee he stood up and walked to the window.  When he looked round he was pleased to see that India hadn’t moved.  He went back to her, ordered her to her feet and told her to get him a refill – also to get herself one.

She was back quickly with two mugs of coffee.  Mason went and sat at the table and ordered her to sit next to him.  He told her the plan for the day.  She’d wanted to see the touristy stuff, so he planned to take her to Pier 39 for lunch, they could walk up and down, then get a boat round the bay in the afternoon.  Back to his place later, get changed (and fuck, he didn’t mention that but it was what they both wanted) then back to the BDSM café for something to eat and do later. 

“Anything else you’d like to do today India?”

“Please may I connect my phone to your wi-fi sir and call my parents?”

“Sure – I guess you want to be dressed for that?” he replied, looking at her naked body.  They both smiled at that, “and I guess you want the collar off?”

She put a finger to it and ran it over the cold steel.

“I think I’d like to keep it on please sir.  I love the way it feels and makes me look.  But maybe if you could remove the leash please sir?”

“Sure India,” he replied and removed the leash.  He slapped India on the ass, hard enough so that she could feel it, not so hard that it marked her skin.

They drank their coffee and talked as dominant and submissive, talking freely about their lives, what they liked and enjoyed doing as they drank.  When they’d finished India took the mugs to the small kitchen area and placed them in the dishwasher.  On her return Mason was sat in a chair, wanking himself slowly.  India walked over and watched the way his cock grew under his fingers.  Mason opened his legs, slid down in the chair and parted his ass cheeks.

“Suck my ass hole India,” he ordered.

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.  She wasn’t going to tell him that she’d never done this before, she wanted to be the perfect girlfriend for the five days that they had together.  She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled over to him, taking care to bend her hips so make her ass wiggle.    When she was level with Mason she took his still growing penis into her mouth and sucked it, taking care to get plenty of spit onto it.  When he was fully hard and his cock dripping she released it from her mouth and started to wank him.  She kissed and licked his balls, this sent Mason to heaven as he threw back his head and moaned in pleasure.  With her left hand she lifted her leash and put it into his hand. 

India worked down his ball sack and down his skin to his crack.  She took a deep breath and held it as she licked round gently getting closer and closer to his hole.  Mason placed a hand on her head, drawing her head closer and closer in.  India placed her mouth over his ass and thrust out her tongue.

“Jesus India, that’s incredible girl,” Mason said over the course of a couple of breaths as she thrust deeper and deeper into him.  India loved the compliment, she drove harder and further in with her tongue.  The taste wasn’t as bad as she’d expected and Mason’s obvious enjoyment spurred her on.  She gripped his cock, wanking him harder, feeling it tremble as he got closer and closer to orgasm.  She could feel his hand fisting her hair harder, pulling her closer and closer.  She could barely breathe but didn’t care, getting Mason off was the only thing that mattered to her.

He pulled hard on her leash and started to sit upright.  “I’m cumming India, fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled as his cock and balls pulsed, thick loads of creamy white cum shooting over his chest.  India couldn’t see with her face buried in his ass, she just kept wanking and tongue fucking him to prolong his pleasure.

When he finally loosened his grip on her head she pulled slightly back, before licking his balls and taking his softening member into her mouth. She sucked gently for a few minutes, enjoying the taste of his cum.  Mason just watched her, gently running his hands through her hair.

When his cock was soft she kissed her way up his chest, sucking every last drop of his load into her mouth.  When she had it all she climbed into the chair next to him.  Mason grabbed one of her tits and squeezed it.  India whispered into his ear and asked for permission to swallow his load.  Mason was about to grant it, then remembered her earlier statement.

“No India, and don’t ask again, you’ll get to swallow when I decide, understood?”

She smiled and nodded.  He was the controlling, domineering man she’s been looking for.  They lay there for a few minutes until Mason slapped her ass.

“Let’s get cleaned up and go out and see some of the city?”

India nodded again and followed him to the bathroom.  The showered together, India spent a long while on her knees gently cleaning his ass and cock.  When they got out he toweled off.  Mason found a hairdryer for her long hair and he left her in there to get dry.  When she came out he had been into her cases and picked out a mini dress that revealed her ample breasts to the world, it ended an inch or two below her pussy.

“Put that on, nothing else,” he ordered.  India just nodded her agreement.  Why wasn’t she addressing him as sir thought Mason?  Fuck, she still had a mouthful of cum.  Shit, he’d forgotten.  When she had the dress on he ordered her to swallow, which she promptly did.

“Thank you for allowing me to swallow sir,” was the first thing she said.  Mason couldn’t think of a reply.  Instead he asked for her phone and ordered her to put on her makeup.  Mason connected it to the wi-fi and plugged it in to charge.  He dressed in casual slacks and a shirt.  When they were both ready he removed the leash and gave India the phone.  She asked for permission to facetime her family back in England and he granted it, making sure to stay out of sight.  India chatted to her family for 20 minutes, Mason smiled when he heard India’s mother comment on the lovely necklace she was wearing.  Over the phone he could see India smile as well.  India explained that she was staying with a friend of a friend and was safe and secure in San Francisco.

When the call ended they left the apartment and went out into the city.  They walked a couple of blocks to a cable car station and caught one down to near the waterfront.  From there they walked to pier 39 and had lunch – Mason explaining that he’d never normally come here – this was for tourists only, but seeing as she was a tourist.  Mason also quizzed her on her plans for the next day.  He wasn’t keen on seeing her shoot a porn film, never mind a hard core BDSM film.  India repeatedly told him that she wanted to do it, to push herself, to see what she was capable of, to find out if she had limits.  She just wanted him there for support.

“And beside, I’m going to get almost $2,500 in return for ten hours of my life sir.  Its good money and I think it will be exciting to see myself up on the internet.  I’ve taken some precautions – this isn’t my normal hair colour.”

Mason was surprised, he’d thought she was a natural blonde.  He still wasn’t happy, he wanted her all to himself but still, she’d been up front about it and he was going to get her for the rest of the long weekend.  India was still wearing her collar, Mason had been correct.  No one was passing comment or staring at her.  She smiled to herself, loving her status. 

Mason paid for lunch and they spent the afternoon around Fisherman’s Wharf, talking and looking in the shops.  Mason loved being with her, hell, what man wouldn’t want to be associated with such a hot young thing on his arm (and in his case literally at his beck and call).  He’d left the leash at home but they both knew it was a slave collar on her neck.  They didn’t buy anything – Mason told her that there were much cheaper stores away from the piers that sold the same stuff.  They’d come back on Saturday or Monday to do shopping.  Later in the day they caught a boat tour round the bay, going under the bridge and round Alcatraz.  When they were finished it was getting late so Mason suggested going back to his apartment before heading out for the night.  India asked if they could return to the BDSM café they’d been to that morning.  Mason thought about it, it shouldn’t be too busy on a Thursday night, he picked up his phone and booked a table at eight. 

They walked back to the apartment, holding hands and talking.  As soon as they were in Mason spun India around and kissed her passionately, they mouths locked on one another.  India put her hands to his crotch and started to rub him though his pants.  Mason pulled the zip down on her dress, before pulling it down to reveal her incredible body.  India started to drop to her knees to suck Mason’s cock but he held her upright.  He bent down and kissed and sucked her breasts, alternating between them.  India ran her hands over his head, loving the sensations in her body as he sucked hard on her nipples. 

He dropped to his knees and kissed her pussy.  India took a sharp breath, letting a little moan escape.  She parted her legs and Mason’s long tongue started to dart along the soft folds of her labia.  He was slow and teased her, before pulling her lips apart and pushing his tongue into her hole.  She gasped in delight, he knew what he was doing and his tongue felt every bit as long as his cock.  He pulled his tongue out of her cunt hole and started to flick her clit with it, replacing his tongue with two long fingers.  It wasn’t long before she was begging him to be allowed to cum.

“Please sir … please may I cum sir ...  please sir ... PLEASE ... PLEASE SIR ... SIR.”  Mason loved this, keeping her on edge like this, listening to the sound of her begging.  He kept her on edge for about 30 seconds before issuing the magic words.

“You can cum India”

“Than ... k ... you ... SIRRRRR”, she replied, engulfed in an intense orgasm.  She tried hard to keep her legs open but couldn’t do it, she crushed Mason’s head between them, forcing him to keep finger fucking her as wave after wave of orgasmic delight hit her.  Mason kept licking her clit.

“I’m going to cum again sir …YESSSSSS!” she screamed as she came hard a second time.  Not as intense as the first but still incredible.  When she came down she released Mason from the vice like grip of her legs.  Mason stood up and pulled out his cock.  India jumped up onto him, wrapping her legs round his waist.  She lowered herself down onto his shaft.  When he was all the way in Mason pushed her back into the door and started to fuck her hard.  He was grunting like an animal, hammering in and out of India’s tight wet cunt.  India was whispering to him.

“Fuck me hard sir, do what you want to me sir, use me for your pleasure sir.”

She’d cum twice already but was getting closer and closer.  Mason wasn’t far away either.  He put his hands onto her breasts and squeezed her nipples hard. 

“I’m going to cum again sir … cum with me sir … please sir ... I won’t cum until you do sir.”

Mason was grunting and bucking his hips hard.

“Yes  … India … yes … yes … I’m cumming, fuck I’m cumming inside you girl.”

India could feel his cock pulsing as he shot his load inside her cunt.  It pushed her over the edge and she started to cum again.  “I’m cumming sir...” was all she could manage as her third orgasm arrived.  When Mason released her she dropped to her knees and sucked herself off his cock.  India spoke first.

“That was incredible sir, I’ve never cum three times before.  Thank you sir.”

“Thank you India, you’re incredible.”

Mason looked at her on the floor.  Their eyes met.  He’d known her for less than 12 hours and was already starting to fall for her.  His eyes fell and the smile left his face.  It wasn’t going to be easy to say goodbye to her on Monday.  India saw the change on his face and was about to speak, then realized what he must be thinking.  She took his cock into her mouth and sucked gently.  She wasn’t looking forward to Monday either.  Neither of them spoke about it.

They showered again to clean up and got changed.  Mason ordered her to wear underwear and a black bodycon dress from her bag with matching black shoes.  He put on jeans and a shirt and they went out into the night.  There was a bar just round the block from his home where they had a couple of drinks before heading back to the Wicked Bean for something to eat.  Their small table was near the back, underneath a wall display of whips and chains and just down from a cage.  India’s seat was a hard wooden one, the back in the shape of a cross with built in restraints at the top.  Mason smiled, he had an idea.

“Put your arms up above your head,” said Mason standing and walking behind her.

India had noticed the chair’s design when she sat down.  She knew what was coming and was turned on.  She didn’t speak, just lifted her arms.  Mason secured them to the frame and returned to his seat.  Mason ordered for both of them and they chatted, soaking up the atmosphere of the place as they waited for the food.  For India this was heaven, she was restrained by a sexy man, in public.  Mason was new to this, but he was falling into his role as her dominant – and loving it.

When the food arrived Mason started to eat.  He was several mouthfuls in before he realized that India couldn’t eat.  He felt like a fool – he’d have to be better than this.  He was about to push his plate to one side and start feeding India when he became aware of an attractive woman of about 25 standing next to him.  He looked up at her.

“Good evening sir.  My master noticed you and your slave (and her position).  He wondered if I could feed her for you so that your meal isn’t interrupted sir?”

Mason blinked and look out into the café.  A couple of tables away a man raised a coffee to him and smiled.  Mason smiled back and mouthed thank you to him.

“That would be great, err, sorry, what’s your name?”

“This slave’s name is Bella sir.”

“Thank you Bella.  Please feed,” Mason paused and looked at India who met his gaze with wide open eyes, nodding slowly, “my slave.”

“It will be my pleasure sir.”

Bella moved round next to India.  She moved the chair through 90 degrees and sat on India’s lap, the two girls’ breasts touching.  Bella was wearing a similar dress to India and Mason could feel his cock react as he watched their bodies touching.  Bella’s mouth was only an inch or two from India’s.  Mason put down his knife and fork and watched, entranced by the view in front of him.

Bella tilted and picked up India’s cutlery.  She cut a small piece off the pannini and raised it to India’s mouth.  India reached out and took the morsel of food off the fork.  Bella smiled at India and started to repeat the process.  Eventually Mason picked up his fork and continued to eat.  He ate quickly so that he could watch the 2 women.  Fuck, this was hot.

Bella spoke to India.  “Are you thirsty slave girl?”

“Yes ... sorry, how should I address you?”

“You should address me as slave please,” she turned to Mason, “if that’s acceptable to your Master?”

Mason nodded.  Bella picked up India’s coke and played with her, putting the straw near her lips and having her chase it for a while.  Eventually she smiled at India and raised the straw to her own lips and sucked in the drink.  When her mouth was full she put it down on the table and wrapped her arms round India’s head.  They all knew what was about to happen.

Bella leaned in and placed her lips onto India’s.  The two girls tilted their heads and opened their mouths, kissing deeply as they exchanged the drink.  Mason couldn’t believe what he was watching.  Some of the coke dribbled out and the girls laughed.  Bella leaned back and pushed her head onto India’s chest to lick up the brown liquid.  They she went back to feeding.  Bella allowed India one more drink via a second kiss before getting off and turning her chair back in to face Mason.  She stood up and walked back next to him.  Mason looked up at her to admire her long dark hair and toned body.

“I hope you and your slave enjoyed that sir.  If I did anything that didn’t please you please let my master know so that he can punish me, thankyou sir.”

Mason was virtually speechless but managed to get out a few words of thanks.  Bella smiled at him.

“It was my pleasure sir,” she replied, then turned to face India, “and I hope you enjoyed it too slave.”

“I did thank you slave,” replied India. 

Bella turned and went back to the other table.  Mason and India both watched her walk back to her table and sit down with her master.  Mason was thinking that he could get used to this.

After they’d paid, Mason released India and they went to Bella and her partner’s table.  Mason introduced himself, the man was called John and they spoke for a few minutes, India followed Bella’s lead and remained silent.  John and Mason exchanged numbers before shaking hands.  When Mason stood up he turned to India and put a finger in her collar.

“We’re going to meet them here again.”

“I’m looking forward to it sir.”

India hesitated before speaking again.

“May I call you master from now on please?”

Mason smiled.  “Yes India you can.”

“Thank you master.  Thank you.”  They left the café and found a bar nearby.  It wasn’t specifically S & M themed but like most places round that area anything went.  They had a couple of drinks and chatted, both loving their roles in their relationship.  India confessed to him that that was her first lesbian experience but she was ready for more – come tomorrow she’d requested a lesbian domination scene for her shoot.  Mason tried to look happy for her at the mention of this, but the truth was he was falling for her and didn’t want to share her with the world.

They walked back to his apartment, hand in hand.  India couldn’t wait and in the elevator she slipped a hand inside Mason’s trousers and started to rub his cock gently.  It swiftly grew until he was fully erect by the time they got out at his floor.

She kept her hand on his cock as he led her back to his door.  As soon as they were inside and the door closed India dropped to her knees and pulled down his pants, taking his enormous black cock into her wet willing mouth.  Mason spun her round, pushing her head against the wall.  He put his strong hands onto her head to hold it still and started to fuck her mouth hard.  He couldn’t get all of his cock into her mouth in that position, but he didn’t care.  This felt great.  He loved the sounds of her struggling and gagging underneath him and soon he started to breathe short, shallow breaths as he got close.  For her part India loved the way he was brutalizing her face with no thought to her needs.  She loved his dominance, the control he was exerting.  She felt like she was nothing more that a piece of meat to be used by Mason and she loved it.

Mason started to grunt as he fucked her mouth then with no warning his cock exploded into her mouth, pumping load after load of sticky white cum into her.  When he’s finished he pulled back.  As soon as his cock left her mouth she placed a hand on it and started to wank him.  He stayed hard and ordered her to her feet.  India complied silently, he mouth still full of cum.  Mason put his hands to her back and unzipped the dress, pulling it down her body.  They worked it down over one arm and as soon as it was free she moved his cock to that hand and released the other arm.  When she was naked Mason walked backwards through the apartment to the living room, all the time being wanked slowly by India.

He walked until he was against the long windows that made up one wall of the apartment.  He leaned back against it, India keeping him hard through her hands.  He picked her up and she wrapped her arms and legs round him and sank down onto his cock.  He started to fuck her hard, bucking his hips as he fucked her against the glass.  India’s mouth was still full of cum but she groaned and moaned as he pounded into her.

Abruptly Mason pulled her off and pushed her feet to the floor.  He spun her round, grabbing her arms and lifting them behind her back, crossing her wrists.  He lifted them high on her back, causing her to wince in pain.  He pushed her legs slightly apart and with one thrust re-entered her cunt.  He started fucking her slowly, holding her arms in place with his right hand.  With his left he grabbed one of her huge tits, squeezing it hard as he fucked her.  India tried to throw her head back, to see Mason but she couldn’t move it.

He let go of her breast and moved his hand down her body, to her soaking cunt.  He quickly found her clit and started to rub it, India was being driven wild by his attentions.  Mason whispered in her ear, “You can cum when I do, and not before, understand?”

India couldn’t speak with a mouthful of cum and instead just nodded.  Mason continued to fuck her and rub her clit.  India was in agony and ecstasy – she was on the verge of orgasm but had to control it, to hold back until she felt Mason cum inside her pussy.  He was grunting and screaming as he hammered her hard, his thick cock filling her tight wet hole. 

“Fuck, I’m going to cum again ... fuck India, FUCKKKKKKKKK,” he cried.  India could feel him cumming inside her, his fat dick pulsing again and again.  That pushed her over the edge and she started to cum, her pussy contracting over and over.  She would have collapsed under her orgasm if Mason let go of her.  Despite his strength her body sagged, the extra pain in her arms just making the orgasm more intense.  She wanted to scream but had to remain silent, her mouth still full of cum.

When they both regained their breath he released her arms and she bent them slowly down her back.  Mason twisted her head round to kiss her, he’d forgotten that she had a mouthful of cum.  He didn’t want to lose face by admitting this, instead he ordered her to swallow his load.  As soon as she did she thanked him for allowing her to swallow.  He pulled out of her and she dropped to her knees to suck his cock clean.  Mason led her through to the bedroom.  India asked him to set the alarm for six am, they needed to be at the website’s office for seven thirty and wanted to eat first.  Mason lay down on the bed.  They kissed and chatted for a while before Mason turned out the light.  India had one last request.

“Please may I suck your cock while you go to sleep Master?”

Mason couldn’t believe his luck.  “Yes you may India.”

“Thank you Master,” she replied and went down on him, sucking him gently.  Despite having cum twice in the last hour Mason started to get hard.  India arranged herself with her head on his solid muscular stomach, his semi hard cock in her mouth and sucked gently, feeling him breathe and listening to his heart beat.  She stayed like that until his heart rate slowed and his cock shrank.  When she was sure he was asleep she closed her eyes and nodded off, thinking about her big day tomorrow.  They’d only been together for less than one day, but leaving Mason was going to be very difficult.


Friday

India woke in the night.  She checked the time on her fit bit, moving as little as possible as not to disturb her . . . how to think of Mason?  She’d know him now for under one day and they only had four more days left together.  In those 24 hours she’d allowed him to put a collar on her, she addressed him as Master, her idea, and she obeyed his orders.  Boyfriend?  Master?  Friend with benefits?  Casual fuck?  Master, she thought, was best.  It was 5:34am.  The alarm was due to go off at 6am and she had a busy day ahead of her.  India adjusted her head and slipped Mason’s huge cock back into her mouth.  She was very careful to not wake him and she lay there, sucking gently as he slept.  She loved the sensation of having a cock in her mouth, the fact that this one was so big was just a bonus.

When the buzzer went off she felt Mason stretch and shout at Alexa to end the alarm.  She heard him breathe deeply and moan slightly.  She took this as a signal to start sucking properly.  She held the base in her hand, wanking slowly as she sucked.  Her other hand strayed down to her pussy and she started to rub – she’d been sucking him for so long she was already wet.    As Mason grew harder and harder she got wetter and wetter.  He gathered her hair in his hand and pulled her up – she whined a little as he pulled, not in pain but because she wanted to finish him in her mouth.  Mason had other ideas. 

He pulled her up and she straddled him before sinking down onto his thick cock, taking most of it into her tight wet pussy in a single motion.  She tried to sit up and ride him cowgirl, but Mason pulled her down and they kissed.  He put his strong arms round her thin body, crushing her enormous tits down into his body.  He loved the way her paleness contrasted to his dark black skin.  Abruptly he rolled them over, his weight pushing the length of her body.  He pulled his arm from under her and gathered hers in one of his hands, pulling them up and over her head.  He held them down, pinning her under him as he fucked her hard.  He slipped his other hand between their bodies, working down to her pussy.  As soon as he found her clit she started to groan and buck her hips back to him.

“Fuck me hard Master,” she said, “fuck your slave hard.”

How could he resist?  Mason planted his mouth back over hers and kissed her hard, his head pushing her down, their tongues locked in a fight inside her mouth.  India loved the lack of control, the inability to move or resist.  Her huge firm tits were rubbing against his muscular chest and she was on the verge of orgasm, bucking as hard as she could, trying to thrash her arms loose and hug Mason, but his grip held her firm.  India was a good slave girl, she believed that her master should cum first, so she held back.  He was breathing quickly and deeply and she could soon feel his cock pulsing inside her as he came hard.  He kept fucking her and pulled his mouth off hers.  India started to beg.

“Please Master, please may I cum Master . . . . PLEASE . . . PLEASEEEEE.”

Mason was tempted to deny her, but not this time.

“Cum for me India, cum hard for me,” he commanded.

“I’m cumming Master . . . . I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming . . . .,” she screamed as he continued to pound her.  After only moments she started to beg again.  “Please may I cum again Master . . . fuck, PLEASE.”

“Cum for me India.”

“Thank you Master . . . I . . . I . . . I’m cumming again Master . . . . FUCK . . .”

Mason stopped thrusting and listened to India’s breathing.  Jesus, what a way to wake up.  Underneath him India whispered to him, “I’m still cumming Master . . . . that was incredible Master.”

Finally she started to come down and Mason pulled out and rolled off her.  Without being asked India went down on him and sucked her juices off his cock.  They lay in silence for a few minutes before Mason pulled her away.

“You are incredible,” he said, “I wish we could stay in bed all day.”

India smiled back at him.  “I’ve had this booked for months Master, I want to do this.  Maybe tomorrow?”

The thought of what was about to happen drove the smile from Mason’s face.  He didn’t want to share her with anyone, especially not on the set of a porn film.  But, it was their agreement from the start.

India saw his face fall and knew what he was thinking.  She smiled back at him.

“You knew this from the start Master,” she said.

“Yes, but he thought of another guy fucking you – I’m sorry India, I thought I’d be OK with it but . . .,” Mason’s voice trailed away.

India took a deep breath, “Order me not to do it Master.”

Mason thought about it.  “No, you want to do this, we agreed it from the start.”

This time India thought, then spoke.  “Thank you Master.  Let’s compromise.  Order me not to fuck any other guys.  I can fuck girls, but not guys.”

This brought the smile back to Mason’s face.  “Sure,” he said, “Now get cleaned up, we need to be out of here soon if you’re going to make the shoot.”

India rolled off him and out of the bed, heading for the bathroom.  Mason picked up his phone – he was off work for three days but still had to check in.  When she came back he left her to get dressed and apply her makeup.  He went to the kitchen and put on the coffee.  He was only a few minutes in the shower and he dried and dressed quickly.  He came back into the bedroom with a mug each and handed one to India.  She looked troubled.

“I should have got that for you Master, I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK India, your mind is probably somewhere else,” he replied.

It was, she was nervous and excited in equal measures.  They drank quickly and set off.  As they left India messaged the website to say she was on her way.

Mason and India held hands as they walked, talking about what was to come.  India insisted that she only had a broad outline for the day – she’d be shooting numerous scenes, what ever they wanted until 5pm.  As long as she stayed for the full day and did everything that was asked she’d get $2,000 in return.  Mason tried to offer her the money to not do it but she declined, explaining that she wanted to do it.

“Besides,” she said, you’ve watched porn haven’t you Master?”  Mason nodded, “and I presume you’ve wanted to fuck a porn star?”  He nodded again, “Well Master, tonight you’ll get to fuck a porn star.”  She leaned in close to him, standing up to whisper in his ear, “You’ll get to fuck a porn star that no one else has ever fucked Master.”

Mason wasn’t fully happy, but he felt a bit better.

When they got to the company’s office they were taken through.  India showed her passport to prove her age and she was given time to read the disclaimers.  The girl they were speaking to was about 35, probably too old to work in front of the camera, but no doubt experienced in her time.  She explained repeatedly to India that once it was filmed it would be out on the internet for ever, she’d never be capable of getting it removed.

“I want this,” she said, “I think it will be very exciting.”

The woman shrugged, it take all sorts.

“My name’s Misty.  Before every scene you’ll have a chat with the director who’ll explain what’s going to happen in the scene, establish your ground rules etc.  You’ll get some input between scenes about what you’d like to do, how far you want to push your limits.  Each scene will be progressively harder than the last.  Do them all and you’ll get your $2,000.  As you’ve said no cocks your last scene will be tricky – our customers like to see a girl being fucked by a real cock, so we’ve got to make up for it.  What else – when you’re being hurt it won’t be anything like as bad as you might think – sure, it’ll hurt but the girls are acting.  If you underreact or overreact the director will give you advice.  Last thing, strip off and come with me to makeup.”

India stood up and removed her clothes, she’d purposely not worn a bra to avoid marks on her skin.  The woman stood from behind the desk and walked to India.  When she was level she reached out and grabbed India’s huge tits.  She squeezed them gently, cupping one in each hand.

“You’ve got great tits India,” Misty said.  She turned to Mason, “The collar on her, I take it this means she’s your submissive?”  Mason nodded, “Do you want to take it off or leave it on honey?”

“Leave it on please Misty.”

“Sure – the guys will love that.  A real life submissive – adds to the authenticity.  One more thing,” Misty added, still holding India’s tits, “What’s your porn name going to be?”

India had thought of one already.  “Rose English,” she replied.

“Cute,” was Misty’s response, “follow me to makeup then.  No no, Mason, you stay here.  No guests in makeup.  We’ll come and get you before the first scene.  You can watch from behind the camera.  And, with a body like yours you can come back any day to star . . .” Mason sat down, smiling, he wanted to follow India but knew where to draw the line.

Misty came back about 30 minutes later.  “Follow me,” she told Mason.  He followed her down a corridor and onto a set.  He was surprised at how professional the set looked, there were a couple of camera men, a guy wearing a shirt that had ‘I’m the Daddy’ on it – Mason presumed this was the director.  There was another couple of women he thought he recognized (internally he groaned, he did recognize one of them, it just meant he watched too much porn).  To one side there was a man dressed in black.  India was sat on a barrel in the corner of the set.  There were various bondage devices, St. Andrew’s crosses, whips, chains, cages dotted around the room and hanging on the walls.  He blinked again, looking at India.  He barely recognized her.

Previously India had worn minimal makeup, natural eyelashes, long but real nails, subtle lipstick.  Now she was dressed in a tiny skirt and a small halter top that could barely restrain her huge breasts.  She had heavily made up eyes, fake lashes, bright red lipstick, and long fake nails.  They’d put some spray tan on her, giving her a golden complexion.  Everything about her screamed Porn Star.

“And I get to fuck her,” Mason thought to himself.  He was ushered to a seat and told her could shout and intervene if he thought things had gone too far.  India would have a safe word, but as the director made plain, if she used it she’d get less money.

When they were ready the director explained what would happen.

“OK, err,” he looked down at his notes, “Rose, I’ll interview you, the kill the camera, then Mike here,” he said gesturing at the man in black who smiled and waved, “will come in and tie you in a hogtie.  He’ll cut your clothes, whip you a bit before using a wand on you.  When you cum he’ll stop, we’ll get a close up of your face as you cum, then we’ll release you, brief after scene interview and then we’ll move onto the next scene.  Any questions?  Oh, my name’s Andy by the way”

India, no Rose, shook her head.  “I’m ready,” she replied.

“Great . . . . and action!”

“Hi would you like to introduce yourself,” Andy said.

“My name’s Rose English,” India replied.

“And how old are you?”

“I’m 21.”

“And you’re not from round here are you?”

India smiled, he was good at putting her at ease.  “No, I’m from England.”

“Long way to come to film for us.”

“I’m on vacation and it’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

“Have you ever done bondage before?  I notice you’re wearing a collar on your neck.”

“I’m a submissive and my boyfriend, dominant put this on me.  I’ll wear it until he allows me to take it off.”

“That’s great Rose,” he replied, “You’ve got a great body.  What are your vitals?”

“I’m a 34E, 23, 34, I weigh 125 and I’m 5 foot 6 inches.”

The interview droned on for five minutes, setting out her limits, what she wanted out of the scene, what she was prepared to do, re-stating the safe word and what to do if it all got too much.  At the end he just said “ready?” India smiled and replied, “Ready and willing.”

The camera rolled for another 20 seconds before Andy yelled cut. 

“That was great Rose, ready?”

“I’m ready,” she replied.

“Great, over to Mike.  He very experience at this and will listen to you.  We can stop and cut the scene at any time if you want break.”

Mike came over and introduced himself.  India thought he seemed nice – she’d expected it to be dirty and amateurish, but this was anything but.  They offered her a drink before it began but she declined.  Mike got her to stand in the center of the set.  He told her that he was going to be rough with her, but just tell him if it gets too much – ideally let him finish what he was doing so the scene could be cut.  India told him again that she was ready.  He told her some more rules, the main one of which was she couldn’t cum without his permission.  He’d grant it in the end, but she had to beg first.  And when he granted permission she’d have to cum, or fake it, very quickly.

“Guys that subscribe to the site expect that,” he said, “They like to see girls suffer before they get relief.  And they love it when the girl cums on request.”

India smiled, “No problem Mike,” she said looking at Mason, “I never cum without permission.”

Mike smiled and walked away, Andy said action, and then the scene began.

Mike left India standing there for a minute before walking on set.  With the lights on she couldn’t see Mason sat behind the lights, but she felt reassured knowing that he was there.  Mike walked on set and India turned her head to look at him.  He barked the first order at India.

“Keep you head still.  Don’t look at me unless I tell you to.”

The friendly voice from five minutes ago had gone.  Mike’s voice was harsh and controlling.  India took a double take and had to remind herself that this was just an act.  She straightened her head and look forward.  Mike stood next to her.  He slapped her ass hard.  India reacted with shock and gasped.  Mike put his hand on her neck and squeezed.  India fought to keep her hands at her side.  Mike twisted her neck to the side and bent it back, so that their eyes met.

“I gave you an order girl.  What do you say?”

India thought, there was only one thing to.  “Yes sir, sorry sir.”  Mike held her like that and brought his other hand down onto her breasts hard.  The sound of the slap rang out round the studio.  India knew instantly that he’d done it for sound, not to hurt her but she reacted by shouting ow, figuring that was what people wanted to see.  Mike held her for a bit longer before leaning in and whispering in her ear.

“Well done, that’s perfect,” in a soft, gentle voice.  He was just acting as well.  Mike walked round her, admiring her firm body.  Standing behind her he grabbed both her tits hard and pulled them up, pulling her to her tip toes.

“Great tits, are you looking forward to me hurting them?”

“Yes sir,” she replied.  Mike released her and she fell back down.  Mike walked out and came back with a rope.

“Put your arms your back Rose.”

India put them back as she replied.  Mike took the rope and pushed her hands together, clasping them behind her back.  He tied her wrists, looping the rope multiple times before tying it off.  Next he put a second one on her arms, just above the elbows.  As he pulled it tight India winced and gasped, only partially acting.  The pain was real this time.

“I’ve had enough of your whining girl,” said Mike.  He pulled a ball gag off the wall and inserted it into India’s mouth, forcing her jaws apart.  She remembered that all she had to do was shake her head violently and he’d stop.  As Mike fastened it behind her head he spoke softly, reminding her of the same fact.  He was so soft when close to her and the camera wouldn’t pick up the sound, harsh when acting for the camera.

Next he produced a pair of scissors and ran them over her body.  He opened them up and ran the dull edge against her neck.  India stayed very still.  He ran his hand over her breast, her nipple reacting straight away.  Mike pulled the thin vest top away from her breast.  Next he used the scissors to cut away a hole, revealing her nipple.  Mike took it in his fingers and squeezed, then pulled it.  Behind the gag India gasped, that actually hurt properly.  Mike repeated it on the other nipple.  As he did it spit escaped from her mouth, dribbling down her chin and onto the vest.  India hadn’t worn a gag before and she was finding the lack of ability to speak very exciting.

Next Mike pulled out a couple of nipple clamps.  He pulled her nipples out one at a time, placing them on, just behind the most sensitive area of her breasts.  Next he pulled out the scissors and ran them up the front of the blouse, cutting it apart, her breasts sprang free.  He cut the remains of the vest away, leaving her naked from the waist up.  Mike grabbed her tits and squeezed them and pulled on them, loving the size and firmness of them. He picked up a small whip and ran it gently across her breasts.  India took a half step back, suddenly afraid of the whip.  She couldn’t take her eyes off it.

Mike laughed and pulled the whip back before laying several blows to her ample tits.  India screamed, more in fear than pain.  After the third blow she realized that didn’t hurt that much, the pain in her nipples and shoulders was much worse.  She reminded herself that it was all for show.  And she was determined that this would be one hell of a show. 

Mike put the whip down and walked behind her.  He grabbed her arms and pulled up, India had no choice but to bend at the waist.  Mike threw a rope up to an unseen bar in the ceiling.  The end came over and he tied one end to India’s wrists, then the other end back on itself with a lose slip knot.  He pulled the knot down, forcing India’s arms up and waist further down.  He adjusted it until she was bent horizontal, he ample breasts hanging down.  Mike moved in close again to reassure her that she was doing well.  He unbuttoned her skirt and eased it down, revealing her ass and cunt.  Mike spun her round to show her pussy to the camera.  He ran a finger along it, reveling in the wetness of her.  India was loving the treatment.

“Get out of your shoes,” he ordered.  India worked her shoes off, she had to stand on her tiptoes to relieve the pressure on her arms and shoulders.  Mike grabbed a spreader bar and put it onto her ankles, forcing her legs further apart and forcing her further up onto her tip toes.  He applied a couple of weights to the nipple clamps and India groaned.  Mike picked up a whip and flogged her ass over and over.  India groaned and writhed as he flogged her, saliva running out of her mouth down to the ground.  After multiple blows he grabbed a couple of thin ropes, more like strings.  He bent down in front of her and removed the nipple clamps before tying the string round her nipple.  He pulled the end down to the floor and wrapped round her big toe, pulling it tight, forcing her to lift her toes up.  Despite this he tied it so tight her breast was pulled down and out of shape.  He repeated it with her other foot and breast.

Mike stood back to admire his work before picking the whip up and a vibrating magic wand.  He started to whip her back and tits, applying the device to her cunt.  India pushed back, loving he touch of the vibrating ball.  She took blow after blow, loving the sensations of pain and the pleasure of the vibrator on her pussy.

“I can keep this up all day Rose,” Mike told her.

India wasn’t far off, she started begging for permission to cum, through the gag.  Mike let her beg for 10 seconds before shouting at India.

“I can’t hear you.”

“ease sur . . . ease . . . Please sur . . . EASE MAY I CUM SUR . . . PLEASEEEEE,” she begged, teetering on the brink.

Mike laid a heavy blow onto her breasts.  “You can cum Rose.”

India screamed loudly through the gag, the mixture of pain from the whip and pleasure from the wand drove her over the edge as she came hard.  Lost in her pleasure she bent her toes down, pulling hard on her nipples.  The extra burst of pain caused her to scream for real but she enjoyed it, cumming a second time.  Mike removed the wand and slapped her ass before walking away. 

Andy kept the camera rolling for another 30 seconds, focused on her face, lost in post orgasmic delight, before yelling “cut”.  As soon as he spoke Mike was back with the two girls and they untied India, removing the ropes and helping her up.  Mike made sure she was OK with everything he’d done and India assured him that she’d had a great experience.  India asked him about the scene, she’d been expecting a hogtie.  Mike shrugged, he had just gone with the flow and that seemed better.  She checked the clock on the wall, from start to end it had just been 20 minutes.

The crew gave her five minutes to relax before Andy got her to sit back on the barrel and began the interview.  He primed her with what to say and told her to sit cross-legged, breasts on display, arms at her side.  The interview was easy, India spoke about how much she loved the experience. 

“Last question Rose,” he said, “Ready for your next scene?”

“I can’t wait,” she replied.  Andy let the cameras roll for a few seconds before yelling cut.  A woman came on and handed India a gown and asked her if she’d like to freshen up.  As she walked out Mason stood up to greet her.  They held hands.  India spoke first.

“How was that Master?”

Mason thought before speaking, “That was incredible India, you were so fucking hot.”

India smiled, she’d been scared he’d walk out.  Judging by the bulge in his pants he’d been turned on.  India was about to put a hand on it when one of the other girls walked past and put a hand on his cock. 

“Hmmm, you’re a big boy,” she said, “sure we can’t get you in a scene?”

Mason was lost for words.  The girl just laughed and walked off.  Mason watched her ass as she walked away.  India watched him watching her.

“I don’t mind if you want to fuck her Master, she’ll be fucking me later.”

Mason took his eyes off the girl’s ass and refocused on India.  She nodded, “I mean it Master, if you want to fuck her I won’t mind.”  Mason closed his eyes and looked up to the ceiling.  He’d have to think about it, who wouldn’t want to fuck her?

Andy shouted that they had 10 minutes.  He ordered India to get a dress on and one of the women led her away to get changed.  She was back on time and they started filming again.  The interview followed the same format, five minutes of idle chat before Mike came back.  This time there was a table on the set.  He ordered her to remove the dress quickly and she stood naked, this time with much more confidence, knowing that Mason was OK with it.  As before he tied her arms behind her back but this time lifted her onto the table, on her belly.  He inserted a ball gag, slightly larger than last time into her mouth.

Mike expertly tied a rope to her ankles, binding them tightly together.  He tied another rope to her wrists and pulled it back to her ankles.  He looped it round, tightening the rope and pulling her ankles and wrists together, this time completing the hogtie.  As before he threw a rope up to the unseen bar in the ceiling and pulled the rope down, tying it to her wrists and ankles.  Mike pulled on the lose end, raising her arms and legs up, flexing her back backwards.  He pushed the table slightly, leaving her breasts hanging over the edge.  Mike attached the clamps again and India squealed, not in real pain, just acting for the camera.  He smiled and hung a couple of weights on her nipples.  This time India groaned in real pain.

Mike took up a thin rope and pulled on India’s hair.  He attached the rope to her ponytail and pulled it back to the rope lifting India’s arms and legs.  He pulled it tight, lifting her head back painfully.  Pleased with his handiwork he stood back to admire the rope work.  The camera panned round her, the sweat glistening off her body under the studio lights.  Her eyes looked straight into the camera, pleading for release.  Mike wasn’t inflicting pain on India, the bonds restraining her were doing that.

He picked up the wand and pushed it between her legs.  A soon as it touched her pussy she flinched and started to moan and groan through the gag.  As she neared orgasm Mike spoke to her.

“Stay silent. When I’m ready for you to cum I’ll count to 10.  You’d better cum when I get to 10, not before and not after, not unless you want to be whipped.”

India understood and nodded as best she could under the restraint of the rope in her hair.  Mike held the vibrator on her pussy.  As India’s excitement built she started to count.

“1 . . . . 2 . . . . 3 . . .” Mike was leaving about 5 second between numbers.  He continued to count as India got more and more excited, “6 . . . . . 7 . . . . . . . . . . 8”.  Mike extended the gap between counting and India struggled hard to contain herself, her eyes wide.  Mike abruptly pulled the vibrator off her pussy.  She didn’t notice for a couple of seconds.  India started to scream at Mike though the gag, demanding he replace the vibrator.

“I’m not convinced you want it Rose,” he said.  India screamed and begged though the gag, pleading with Mike to put the vibrator back on her cunt.  Mike laughed and pulled on the rope lifting her arms higher, causing her to back to bend even further, her breasts now fully visible as India yelled in fake pain, thinking this would make him put the vibrator back.

He stood to one side of her and picked up a belt.  He put the vibrator back on her pussy and India moaned in pure relief as he applied the magic sensations back to her pussy.  He picked the belt up and brought it down onto her tits.

“Every stroke will be harder than the last Rose,” he told her as he lifted up the belt.

“1,” he said exactly as he brought the belt into her exposed tits.  India yelped, a mixture of pain and pleasure in her pussy.  “2,” the next blow was slightly harder.  “3 . . . 4 . . . 5”.  Surely this time he’ll let me cum thought India?  She was grinding hard, despite her restraints, pushing back against the vibrator on her clit.  “6 . . . 7 . . . . . 8 . . . . . . 9”.  India passed the point of no return.  She was going to cum, and cum hard.

Mike lifted up the belt and as he called “10” brought it down hard onto India exposed breasts.  She screamed loudly though the gag, partially in pain but mostly in pleasure as an incredible orgasm ripped through her.  To be denied like she had been and then allowed to cum was incredible.  She heard Mike say fuck and then India realized she was squirting over his hand and vibrator.  That drove her on, intensifying her orgasm as she kept on cumming.  Mike held the vibrator there until she stopped cumming, then walked away.

As before a couple of women helped her out of her restraints.  India wanted 10 minutes to recover before the post scene interview.  During it she confessed she’d never squirted before and couldn’t wait to watch the film back.  Andy just smiled.  The only thing that could make him happier was if she could be persuaded to be penetrated by a cock.  He checked his watch, just gone 10am.  7 more hours to change her mind. 

Between scenes India spoke with Mason.  She begged him to allow her to be fucked, if only with a dildo.  Mason thought about it and agreed – dildo only though.  She hugged him and thanked him profusely.  “I’ll make it worth your while,” she promised him.

As India prepared for the next scene and was interviewed again Mason went for a wander round the building.  Andy explained that they would release her films over the course of a year or so, so every time he wanted it to look like she was returning after a break.  He had found five sets, four of which had active filming going on.  There was one, a gay scene which he was surprised to find himself watching for a couple of minutes.  The next was a lesbian bondage set and the third was similar to India’s, with a girl being suspended by her wrists and whipped.  He returned to the lesbian scene, he recognized both performers, which made him blush.  One redhead and one brunette, both about 25 with slender bodies and large breasts. He watched for 10 minutes, an erection growing in his pants.  When he checked his watch he was surprised at how much time had passed.  He quickly returned to India’s scene.

He was surprised to see that they’d just started.  India was starting naked this time.  He sat down just as Andy ordered action.  India was secured to the St. Andrews’s cross, her legs and arms spread wide.  What grabbed his attention was that she was upside down, her legs to the ceiling and her long blonde hair hanging down to the floor.  Mike walked up to her and roughly grabbed her pussy, running his fingers along it.

Once again he applied the nipple clamps and hung small weights off them.  India groaned in semi-fake pain as they bit into her skin.  Mike picked up a multi tail whip and started on her stomach.  India thrashed around a little, it didn’t really hurt.  This time she wasn’t gagged – Mike had explained that he wouldn’t gag an inverted girl incase she vomited.  Some would, but he wouldn’t.   

After India’s stomach was red from the whipping he started on her tits.  She was more vocal, begging for mercy.  Mike just laughed and started to whip her cunt instead.  India was surprised, this hurt less that the treatment he’d given her tits, until he must have caught her clit with a lucky blow and she screamed at him in pain.  Mike didn’t laugh this time, he just stopped whipping her. 

Her whole body was now red from the whip and her face and head even redder from the blood pooling there.  Mike put down the whip and picked up a magic wand and a huge vibrating dildo.  He lined it up with her soaking cunt and pushed the dildo into her pussy.  India opened her mouth and groaned in pleasure.  The orgasms with the wand on her clit had been incredible, but she needed her pussy to be filled.  Mike pushed it in as far as it would go and turned it on.  The vibrator started to pulse and India was lost in pleasure.  He then applied the wand to her clit.  India started to moan loudly, opening and closing her fists as she got more and more excited.  Andy and Mike had both explained that they could only keep her this way up for 15 minutes or so, so it had to be a fast scene.

India couldn’t think of anything but the sensation in her cunt as Andy expertly brought her close to orgasm.  She was thrashing around as much as she could as he manipulated her, holding the vibrator in one hand, adding to the device’s pulsing by moving it up and down in her pussy, keeping the wand on her clit with the other.  India had cum three times that day already but was soon pleading with Mike.

“Please can I cum sir? . . . . Sir?  Please Sir?  I need to . . . to cum sir . . . . please . . . . PLEASE”.  With every word India’s voice got higher and weaker.  She needed the release.  Finally Mike relented and uttered the magic words, “You can cum slut”.  His use of the word slut just made her orgasm more intense, as she came India lifted her head and shoulders off the cross, trying to bend double.  She squirted again, the liquid shooting from her cunt and down her body.  Mike slapped her ass hard and walked away, leaving the vibrator embedded in her cunt.

As soon as Andy yelled cut Mike and the camera men came back to help her down.  Mason watched and was pleased to see that the cross rotated, they released it’s catch and quickly spun India the right way up.  The blood started to drain from her face.  When she was untied she drank a glass of water before the interview.

Her body was still red so Andy suggested that they take 20 minutes before the next scene.  India found Mason to make sure he was OK.  They both knew he’d rather she wasn’t doing this, but he kept to himself and told her what she wanted to hear.  When Andy walked past India asked what he had planned and Andy smiled.  “Have you ever fucked a woman Rose?”  India shook her head, “Well, you soon will have.  And she’ll fuck you with a strap on.  How do you feel about that?”  India gripped Mason’s hand.

“That sounds incredible,” she replied.  Andy looked at Mason, “And can we tempt you to join in at some point?”  Mason shook his head.  The three of them started walking off set and into the corridor towards the kitchen area for a snack.  Towards them the redhead and brunette he’d seen earlier were walking towards them, naked.  Andy could see how Mason was watching them.  After they passed in the corridor Andy stopped and put a hand on Mason’s shoulder.  They turned round to watch the girls walk away, the girls stopped and looked at Andy and Mason, before starting to kiss.

“Sure about that Mason?  You’d get to fuck them . . . both of them?”  This time Mason didn’t answer and Andy knew it was just a matter of time.  He could see Mason’s huge muscular body through his clothes and knew he’s make a great actor for one of his films.  Andy didn’t mention money, he thought that would turn Mason off, it was the thought of fucking these girls that would get him on board.  India could see that Mason was thinking about it as well.  She wasn’t happy either, but didn’t say anything.

India was taken back to makeup for a touch up.  Mason went back to the set.  The brunette from earlier was there.  She introduced herself to Mason, he just smiled weakly and told her that he knew who she was – real name and porn name (Summer).  They chatted for a while, Mason was surprised at how pleasant she was to talk to, even if the situation was bizarre.  How many times have you chatted to a naked woman you’ve only just met?  When India came back the redhead was with them, naked.  Mike took the redhead by the hand and lead her to a cage at the back of the set.  She was gagged and had her hands tied behind her back.  She was placed in it with the door locked in position.  The cage was about 4 ½ feet high, 2 feet wide and 2 feet deep, made of thick metal bars, Mason thought it can’t have been comfortable for her in there.  Then he remembered her name as well – Flame.

Andy and Mike asked India off camera if the could put something up her ass.  India agreed and Summer then applied a lot of lube.  Summer slipped a finger insider her to help lubricate and India laughed, her first lesbian experience was a finger up the ass from a girl she didn’t know.  She explained this to Summer and the staff and they all laughed.  Summer told India the more we get on there and up there the less it’s going to hurt in 10 minutes time.

After the standard interview, in which India stuck to the prearranged script and told them how she’d never been with a woman before and was really looking forward to it, she was told to stand naked in the middle of the set.  As before Mike came out to instruct India, but this time Summer came with him.  She was dressed in a black boiler suit.  Summer and Mike walked around India, pushing her and playing with her tits.  Mike took the lead.  He ordered India to fold her arms behind her back then tied them in place.  When she was restrained Summer walked to India and pulled open her boiler suit to reveal her breasts.  Summer put her left hand on India’s head and her right hand on her right breast.  Summer then firmly pulled India’s head down and India, for the first time, licked another woman’s breast.  India enjoyed it, sucking on Summer’s nipple, how it rose in her mouth.  For her part Summer let out a soft moan of pleasure.

Summer released the grip on India’s head and instead pushed her breasts together.  India moved her head from side to side, sucking on Summer’s nipples and breast tissue.  India could feel herself getting wet, why had she never done this before?  Abruptly Summer pulled back and India straightened up.  Behind her Mike tied a rope to India’s hair, letting it fall down her back.  He presented her with a metal hook with a ball on the end.  India was nervous, she could guess where this was going to go.  Mike pushed it to her lips and India nervously sucked it.

“The wetter you get it slut the easier this will be for me to get it up your ass,” he told her.  India sucked harder, getting plenty of slobber on it.  She knew the gel from earlier would do the real lubrication but this was all part of the plot.

When Mike pulled it out he grabbed India’s hair and bent her at the waist, exposing her ass and pussy to the camera.  The hook had a smooth rounded end and about 4” were going to go into India’s ass.  She had a cock up there before, and several fingers, but this was something new.  The end of the hook was about ¾” wide.  Summer put her hands onto India’s cheeks and pulled them apart.  Mike lined the hook up and pushed.

India couldn’t help herself, she tensed her ass, pulling her cheeks together.  Mike slapped her and barked at her.

“This is going up your ass girl.  It’s going to hurt.  The more you tense, the more it will hurt.”

India recognized the sense in what he was saying and started to relax as much as she could.  The metal was cold to her skin.  With a swift push Mike inserted the first inch into her tight ass.  India groaned as Mike pushed more and more into her until all four inches were embedded inside her.  Mike stood her up and tied a rope to the end of the hook, which was pointing up her back.  He pulled down on the rope in her hair, bending her neck back about 80 degrees.  This was painful on India’s neck.  He quickly tied the 2 ropes together, now if India tried to bend her neck the hook in her ass moved causing her pain.  Mike pushed India to her knees.  He turned to Summer.

“Get out of those clothes.”

Summer quickly stripped and walked over to India.  India was slightly too high so Summer pushed her head down, this arched India’s back a little more and increased her pain.  She didn’t have time to think about it as Mike whipped her ass.

“Eat Summer’s pussy, slut,” he ordered.  India didn’t reply, she opened her mouth wide and tasted pussy for the first time.  India ran her tongue along the edge of Summer’s lips, before starting to flick her clit.  Summer put a hand onto India’s head, bending it back slightly further to guide India’s tongue deeper into her cunt.  Mike left them alone, the cameras focused on the two girls.  After a few minutes he handed Summer a whip.  India kept to her task, enjoying the taste of another girl.  She licked hard, pushing her tongue up into Summer’s wet hole.  Summer started to groan and gyrate her hips.  India pulled back for a moment to swallow Summer’s juices.  Instantly Summer brought the whip down into India’s ass. 

“Eat me bitch,” Summer ordered India, pulling India’s head back into her pussy.  India resumed her licking, Summer moving her hips quickly as she neared orgasm.

“Yes . . . that’s it . . . yes . . . YES . . .  EAT ME.   YESSSSSSS.”  Summer screamed in delight as she came on India’s face.  Summer pushed India away slightly and bent over to kiss her.  Summer whispered in India’s ear, “For a first time that was great.”  The girls kissed again as Andy called cut.

India thought that would be the end of the scene, but instead he came onto the set with the camera men.  Mike released her hair and pulled the hook from her ass.  India was grateful, her neck was sore from being held back for so long.  They lifted India onto a table and tied her legs to the table legs.  India was very flexible and just had her pussy hanging over the edge.  While they were adjusting her Mason came on set to make sure she was OK.  They kissed and India assured him she was enjoying it.

“Spare a thought for Flame over there,” India said.

Mason had forgotten about Flame, he looked at her in the metal cage, forced to bend double, the metal digging into her.  Mason and India both wondered why she was there.  No doubt they’d find out in time. 

Andy and Mike spoke to India about the next scene.  They told her that Summer was going to come in and play with her.  Summer would drip wax over her tits and stomach, before flogging it off.  Summer would then fuck her.  The whole scene would take about 30 minutes to film.  They made sure that India was comfortable with the scene and her arms weren’t hurting her too much.  India assured them that she was OK.

They put a metal half hoop over India’s neck, holding it down to the table.  It didn’t interfere with her breathing at all, just held her in place.  Once India was secure everyone resumed their positions.  Mike inserted a gag into India’s mouth and put nipple clamps on a short chain on her tits, drawing them together.  In the background Summer put on a huge strap on cock.  When they were ready Mike sat down, this was going to be a pure girl-on-girl scene.  When Andy called action the cameras panned over India’s body, showing her huge, firm tits, her flat stomach, her hairless pussy.  The camera focused on her face.  India tried to look scared, in reality she couldn’t wait for what was about to happen.

When the cameras retreated Summer walked onto set.  She walked slowly round India, running her hands over her body.  India focused her eyes on the huge strap on.  It was a thick as Mason’s cock, maybe not quite as long.  Summer leant in and started to kiss India’s tits, running her tongue over the sensitive mounds.  India tried to lift her head to see, but had to put her head back down.  Summer saw this and grabbed India’s hair, pulling it hard so India could see.

“Like this do you slut?” Summer asked.

Through the gag India replied, “Yesh.”

“Well, you won’t like this much.”

Summer walked away from India and came back with a candelabra with 3 lit candles on it.  Summer put it down next to India’s head.  The fear in India’s eyes was real, this was her first time playing with wax too and knew it would hurt.  The cameras closed in on India’s face, picking up her obvious fear.  Mason stood up from his chair, ready to step in.  Andy moved to him to reassure Mason that India was going to be OK.  “We do this all the time, it’s OK,” he said to Mason.

Summer knelt down next to India and whisper loudly in her ear, so that the sound would pick up her words.

“I think my plaything is scared.  Are you scared India?”

India couldn’t take her eyes off the flames.

Summer stood up and picked up the candelabra.  “I’ll start with your tits I think”.

India was breathing hard and deep.  She could see the flames.  Summer held it over her tits and tilted it quickly.  The pools of red wax dipped off the candles and onto India’s tits.  India screamed in pain as the hot liquid hit her cold skin.  Summer straightened the candles and India’s screams subsided.  Mason leaped out to rescue India, he’d seen enough.  Behind him the cameramen laughed, as did Summer, Mike and Andy.  In her cage Flame was also laughing behind the gag.  Even India stopped screaming and laughed a little.

Mason stopped and looked round.  Eventually he spoke, “What’s so funny?” he asked in an angry voice.  Summer grabbed the candle and walked over to him. 

“Hold out your hand Mason,” she ordered him.

Mason hesitated, then thrust out his hand.  Summer smiled and tipped the candles wax onto Masons hand.  He gasped and pulled it back, the stopped to look at his hand.  Everyone on set laughed again.

“It’s special wax for bondage Mason,” Summer explained, “Low temperature.  India’s fear was real as she didn’t know.”

“Shit,” said Mason, “I’ve ruined the scene.”

“No,” said Andy, “We’ll just cut that out.  It’ll be fine.  Just sit down and let us get on with it.  We’re professionals.”  Mason relaxed and went back to his chair.  He stole a glance at India, she was looking at him and smiling through the gag as he walked away.

Andy spoke to India, “Keep screaming though India, our subscribers love this shit.”

Filming resumed.  India was acting now as Summer dripped wax over her tits and body.  Summer dripped it down India’s legs, across her belly, liberally covering her tits.  All the while India was screaming behind the gag.

When the candles were burnt down Summer blew them out and put he candle stick to one side.  She returned with a belt.  India focused on it.  Summer ran it up and down her body, before speaking in a normal voice.

“This, on the other hand, will actually hurt you India.  Sorry.”

Summer brought he belt down into one of India’s tits.  Some of the wax flew off.  India made a noise behind the gag.  Summer kept it up, blow after blow, little bits of wax flying off her body.  Summer tried to make it as painless as possible – hard enough to knock the wax off, but not hard enough to actually hurt India or damage her skin.  Summer was quite skilled with the belt, this wasn’t her first time with wax.  India wasn’t in great pain from each blow, but they started to add up.  After 20 or 30 she started crying but was determined to not use her safe word.  Soon after she started to cry Summer stopped.  She put he belt down.

“Are you OK India?  Do you want me to stop?”

India shook her head.

“Good girl, you’ve got a career here if you want it.”

Summer picked the belt up and delivered another dozen or so blows.  India kept crying.  Andy yelled cut and Summer pulled the gag from India’s mouth.

“Are you sure you’re OK India, you took a lot.  More than most professionals would.”

“I’m OK Summer,” India said through the tears, “I wanted to be challenged.”

Summer got India a drink and she drank it through a straw.  When India had had enough Summer kissed her.  When their lips separated Summer whispered into her ear, “Now for your reward.  You’re going to cum twice, at least.  Don’t beg or ask for permission, just cum.  This is all about you.”  Summer put the gag back into India’s mouth and secured it behind her head.  Andy yelled Action and Summer climbed onto the table, straddling India’s stomach.  Summer leaned down and manipulated India’s breasts, squashing and squeezing them, licking and biting.  Summer kept it up for a couple of minutes before biting on the chain connecting the nipple clamps.  She pulled it tight in her mouth, the camera focusing on the chain with India’s worried face in the background.  Then Summer pulled with her mouth, the clamps slipping off India’s nipples.  The pain was intense, India screamed loudly through the gag.

“Ah baby, that hurt didn’t it,” Summer said to India.  Summer pushed herself off India and walked back between India’s legs.  Summer slowly kissed her way up India’s left leg until she was level with her pussy.  India was ready, she was desperate to know what it was like to have her slit licked by a woman.  Summer didn’t disappoint.

Summer ran her tongue along the soft, hairless folds of India’s labia.  She ran up one side and down the other, just occasionally flicking India’s clit.  The occasional light touch was driving her wild – India was used to men and they just weren’t as skilled, not having a pussy of their own.  Summer then buried her face into India’s cunt, pushing her tongue in and out of India’s sopping wet hole, fucking her with her long tongue.  On the table India was being driven wild, bending at the waist, lifting her head and choking herself on the neck restraint.   She was trying to move her arms, to bend her legs but the expert ropes held firm.  India was in heaven.

Summer pulled her tongue from India’s cunt and licked her clit – this drove India over the edge immediately.  India screamed in delight as she started to cum, her legs bending slightly against the ropes.  India’s face was one of pure delight, her eyes were closed and her breathing fast as she came over and over.  Summer didn’t remove her face, she just kept at her task, licking India’s clit over and over.  India was in a state of constant orgasm for over a minute.

Eventually Summer pulled back and stood up.  The two women’s eyes met, Summer smiled and India tried hard to smile back.  Summer put a hand onto the huge strap on cock and lined it up with India’s cunt.  Summer pushed gently inside India and started to fuck her.  Summer fucked hard but India preferred a real cock – if Summer’s tongue was better her plastic cock was worse.  Summer fucked India for a minute or two until Andy yelled an instruction.  Summer pulled out and from under the table picked up a wand.  Summer started fucking India again and placed the magic wand onto India’s clit.  She was still very sensitive, it was less than five minutes since she came last.  Despite this India started to grind against the wand and Summer’s cock.  It wasn’t long before she started to moan and groan, her breath shortening.  Summer started to speak to India.

“That’s it Rose, you can cum again.  Cum for me Rose, show me what a dirty cum addicted slut you are.”  Summer kept talking like that, India started to think of all the people who would be watching her naked body being fucked hard by this woman and that pushed her over the edge.  India started to scream and cum again.  Summer knew that India needed a rest and pulled the wand from India’s clit.  She kept the cock inside India but stopped thrusting.  Summer leant in and put her hands onto India’s tits, holding them tight, looking down into India’s grateful eyes.  They held each other gaze for a few minutes.

“And cut,” said Andy.  Summer pulled out and then helped Mike to release India.  She was still shaking as they did the interview.  Behind her in the cage Flame was staying still, visible in shot.  At the end Andy asked India, “Ready for the next scene?”

“You bet,” replied India.  Mason and India hugged and spoke for a while – Mason confessed that he’d nearly cum watching the two of them together.  India just smiled, she knew it had been hot.

It was almost time for lunch, but Andy thought that they could get the next scene in before lunch.  He explained it to India, Summer and Flame.  What they’d done so far was for a general S & M market, this was going to be a bit more specialized.  India was worried at first, she had limits.  Andy explained and India relaxed.

The cage with Flame in it was pulled out to the center of the set.  Flame was gorgeous with her long red hair and large, natural breasts.  Summer had her long dark hair and great (if fake) tits and India with a similar body to Flame, just blonde hair.  Andy liked the look of the three of them together.  Flame had a thick leather collar on her neck – for the next scene Andy wanted to hear the girls so he removed Flame’s gag.  Mike put similar collars onto Summer and India. Andy called Action and filming began.

Mike opened the cage and pushed India in.  It was a squeeze but she managed to fit in, half standing with Flame under her.  Next Summer was crushed in.  The presence of all three women in the cage made it hard to close and lock the door.  The cage had an eye at the top and a hook was attached.  Mike had some sort of control in his hand.  He pushed some buttons on it and a hook descended from the ceiling.  He attached the hook to the eye and pushed another button – the connecting rope went taught and lifted the cage off the ground.  Inside the three girls were moaning and groaning in genuine pain, the hard metal and confined space was not easy for them.  When the cage was about three feet off the ground Mike put the control down.  He started to attach some wires to the cage, then connected them to a control box.  Mike spoke to the girls.

“I’ve hooked the cage to an electric shock generator.  Here, try it,” he said.  Mike pushed a button and an electric shock went through the cage.  All three of the girls cried out – the pain wasn’t that bad, they were just acting as if it hurt more than it did. 

“Now I’m going to connect it to a sound detector.  Every time one of you makes a noise, you’ll get shocked.”

Flame started to beg, asking to be set free.  India knew this was part of the act. 

“Now what did I say Flame?”  Mike flipped a switch and all three of them got a shock, causing them to cry out, which the detector picked up and gave them another shock.  Mike laughed and spun the cage, the noise of the rope twisting delivered another shock to the girls.  From off the set Andy called out.

“Hey guys, it’s just gone 12, fancy some lunch?”

“Sure,” replied Mike.  The two camera men put the cameras down, still filming the cage and they all walked off set, Mason with them.  As they left Andy assured Mason that the girls were in no danger, the shocks were very mild, like the ones you’d get off a 9 volt battery.  As the men left the room Misty walked in and sat down, incase it all got too much for the girls in the cage.

Lunch for the crew took just over 30 minutes, in the canteen area they put on a TV so they could watch the girls suffering in the cage.  Andy explained that there was a market for this – most customers wanted to see attractive girls like India being submissive, being fucked but here was another channel that they ran which just involved girls being put into painful positions and made to suffer.  He went on to say that it’s not as bad as it looks, on the final cut the girls’ whimpers and cries would be made much louder.  Mason watched the TV, entranced by his girl’s suffering.  Out in the street a truck rolled by, the girls screamed – the sound device must have picked up the noise. 

After lunch they went back onto set.  The cameramen picked up the cameras and the set continued.  Mike turned off the electricity but didn’t let the girls out of the cage.  Instead he turned on a hose and started to douse the cage with ice cold water.  Inside the girls screamed and cried – they weren’t in any danger.  Mike kept this up for 10 minutes before turning off the water and lowering the cage to the floor.  The room was clearly designed for this, there was a drain point and the water was disappearing.

Mike put six food bowls onto the floor.  He cut up sandwiches and placed them into three of the bowls, then filled the other three up with water.  He lowered the cage to the floor and opened the door.  Summer, India and Flame crawled out.  Summer was first out, she knew what was expected of her and she crawled to the first pair of bowls.  When she was in front of them she raised herself up and knelt there, legs spread wide, arms folded behind her back, head down submissively.  India didn’t have any instructions so she just copied Summer.  Flame was shortly behind her.  When all three girls were kneeling submissively Mike started to walk up and down behind them.  The camera was filming the whole time, close up to the girls.

The girls were still frozen and shivering.  Mike occasionally whipped one of them, barking an order at them to keep still, open your legs further, head down, that kind of thing.  He kept it up for five minutes before allowing them to eat.  Flame moved first, keeping her legs apart she bent forward and took a mouthful from the bowl.  India saw what to do and copied Flame, Summer was just behind.

The three girls ate and drank without moving their bodies.  It didn’t take long for them to eat and drink.  When they’d finished they resumed their submissive poses and the cameras rolled for another five minutes until Andy gestured.  Mike opened the door to the cage and ordered the girls back inside.  As he locked the door Andy yelled cut.

Quickly Mike opened the door.  Misty was on hand and each girl was given a hot blanket.  India was more grateful for that blanket than anything she’d seen before in her life.  The girls were given hot drinks and had 10 minutes to heat up before the three of them sat on the table, naked, to discuss the shoot with Andy in the post scene interview.

After they had warmed up they were taken back to makeup and had their hair dried before being back on set just after two.  While the girls were out Andy and Mike worked on Mason, trying to convince him to act on set.  Mason just had to explain that he’d lose his job if he was seen in a porno, so he had to say no.  Andy scratched his neck, he wasn’t going to let this one go.  All Andy could think about was Mason’s muscular body, his deep black skin fucking the three girls.  It would make a great shoot.

“Suppose Mason, suppose your face wasn’t in the shot?”

“Man,” Mason replied, “I don’t trust you to edit it out.”

Fair point thought Andy, “What if you wear a mask?”  Now Andy could see that Mason was considering it.  “A full face mask, not something that Robin would wear, more something that Batman would.  You get to go home tonight with your girl and you’ll get to watch this film, knowing that it’s you fucking Summer and Flame, two of the hottest girls in porn at the moment?  Throw in your girl and man, who wouldn’t want to?  You’ll get to fuck all of them, one after another.  They’ll suck your cock, lick your ass, what ever you want.  You telling me you don’t want that?”  Andy could tell that Mason was very close to accepting.  Money wouldn’t swing it, Andy knew that.  At least, not money for Andy.

“Tell you what, I’ll pay your girl another $500 and for you I’ll throw in a free lifetime membership for our site, all our sites.  What do you say Mason?  Does that sound good?”

As Mason considered it the door to the set opened and in walked India, Flame and Summer, all three of them naked, their breasts swinging free.  He looked at the three of them, imagining what it would be like to have all three of them tied up, available for his use.  How could he say no?

“Fuck man, I’ll do it.”

Andy smiled, he had his man.  “That’s great Mason, that’s great.  Misty, hey Misty, go get the box of masks.  Summer, Flame, Rose come here.  Meet your new co-star.”

Summer walked up and threw her arms round Mason, kissing him passionately.  “I can’t wait to suck your cock Mason, Rose has told us all about how big it is.”  Flame placed a hand on his crotch.  “Me too,” Flame said.  India smiled, she knew how much Mason wanted this.  Internally though it hurt her to see another woman kissing her man.  Shit, how did he feel watching her being abused by Mike and Summer?  That hurt her more than she cared to think about.  She was falling for Mason in a big way.

“Mason,” said Andy, “You’ll need a name.  Start thinking of one.  And look in the box, find a mask you’re comfortable with.  Mason started to look in the box of masks while Andy, Mike and the cameramen conferred about the next scene.  The three girls chatted sitting naked on the table.

Mason found one and put it on.  It covered his whole face and head, just leaving his mouth and eyes free.  He checked in a mirror, no one could tell who he was.  He started to think of a name and came up with Max Hardon.  He smiled to himself.

When the director was happy with what to do next he called the actors together.  Andy explained the scene to make sure they were OK with it.  Andy said that Mason’s name would do.  To start with it Mason, no, Hardon would be stood with his hands tied to a pole behind his back.  The three girls would come on and they would start with a lesbian scene.  They’d been instructed that this was all about Mason, they won’t going to get to cum.

Mason stripped off and took his place.  He was terrified that someone watching would see him and know who he was, but the mask was very secure and he didn’t have any distinguishing marks or tattoos.  He was given a safe word of his own.

When he was secure the three girls were interviewed, with Mason in the background.  The cameras broke off and Mike secured their arms behind their backs.  When the cameras rolled they came out and started kissing and licking each other, making sure that Mason and the cameras could see the action.  Mason had been worried that he wouldn’t be able to get hard with the cameras around, but the sight of the three naked bound girls’ lesbian action soon had his cock responding.  After a while, when Mason was fully erect Mike led the girls to him and they stood in front.  Mike explained what was going to happen for the camera.

“Were going to have a three part competition.  First, Hardon here will have his cock sucked for three minutes by each girl, he’ll then rank the girls.  The last placed girl will get five strokes from the cane, the second place girl, two.  The winner gets to suck him while the other two get caned.  Overall winner gets $500!”

Mike then blindfolded Mason.  Summer, Flame and India stood up and moved around before Summer knelt down first.  She started with Mason’s balls, taking them one after another into her mouth.  She worked her way up his cock, licking up and down before taking his huge cock into her mouth.  Summer was very experienced and got a good five inches into her mouth before she started to gag.  She then sucked hard, up and down, moving her head quickly, using her tongue on his thick shaft.  Mason was loving this, he didn’t know India well enough to know if this was her sucking or one of the others.  He had been told not to cum, they needed him hard for later.

After the three minutes were up Mike pulled Summer away and India took her place.  She was far less experienced at working the camera and started to suck almost straight away.  She moved quickly, sucking hard and gagging frequently on his cock.  Lying on her back with her head down she could take all of him, but like this she could only get four and a half inches in.  Mason enjoyed this, but India wasn’t as good as Summer.  When she was removed Flame took her place.

Like India she started with his cock, grabbing Mason’s ass to pull herself down.  Even in this position she could open her throat wide and she pulled over six inches down before his cock hit the back of her throat.  Mason moaned in delight.  Flame then started to move her head slowly, taking him in and out, six inches deep and back out so just the helmet was in her mouth.  This was incredible for Mason.  He had to restrain himself from cumming in her mouth.

When Flame was pulled away Mike asked him to judge.  Mason gave his review.  “Three, one then two” he said with a growl, trying to disguise his real voice.  Mike smiled, Mason had just condemned his girlfriend to five hard stokes.  Mike got the girls to bend over on the table in order.  He removed Mason’s blindfold, but left him tied.  Mike picked up the cane. 

“Flame, you were judged to be the best,” said Mike, handing her the cane, “Summer, you were the second best.  Flame, please deliver Summer three stokes with the cane.  If I suspect that you’re giving less than 100% I’ll give you 10 strokes, understood?”

“Yes Sir,” was Summer’s reply.  Mason wanted to intervene, he didn’t want any girl to suffer but he held his tongue.  Everyone had a safe word – Summer could use hers anytime.  Flame swished the cane in the air before placing it on Summer’s ass.  She waited for the cameras to be in position before lifting the cane and bringing it down onto Summer’s exposed butt.

India and Mason were both alarmed – unlike what had gone before this looked like it really hurt.  Summer screamed loudly and there was a red mark on her ass.  Flame lifted the cane and repeated the blow.  Summer screamed again.  Flame then repeated the blow a third time, Summer now had three red stripes on her ass.  When she calmed down Summer stood up and took the cane from Flame.

India prepared herself.  She’d know from the start that the scenes would get harder and harder, and her refusal to be fucked on screen by a real cock meant that she’d have to do something  else challenging instead.  She took a deep breath and readied herself. 

Summer brought the cane up and down hard into India.  The pain this time was real as the thin wood bit into her flesh.  India screamed, there was no acting involved.  Mason wanted to scream out, to move to help her – he kept reminding himself that India was perfectly capable of speaking out.  Summer delivered four more blows in quick succession, India started crying after the fourth.  When she’d taken them all she stood up and faced the camera, tears blurring her makeup.

Mike walked over and took the cane from Summer, then grabbed one of India’s breasts.  “Happy to carry on or have you had enough Rose?”

Through her tears India replied, “I’d like to carry on please Sir.”

Mike released her breast, “Good Girl.”

Andy called cut and Misty came on to rub balm into Summer and India.  Summer apologized to India and Flame to Summer.  Mason apologized to all three.  Andy and Mike made sure the girls wanted to carry on.  They all agreed that they did.

The girls were laid on the table, heads hanging back.  Next was a depth test.  Mason was released and told what was about to happen.  He wouldn’t be judging this time so he had his eyes available and his hands uncuffed.

“Can I grab their tits?” he asked Mike.  Mike just laughed, “Of course you can, the viewers would be annoyed if you didn’t.”

When the cameras rolled he walked up to Flame – they were going to be done in order from last time.  Mason smiled behind the mask, he knew that India could take his full 10” with ease.  Flame opened wide and Mason thrust in slowly.  As before, she grabbed his ass and pulled him down.  Mason grabbed her tits and started to pull.  As he suspected (and he knew, he’d watched several of her films) she had no problems taking him all the way.  She gagged a little but took it all. 

Next was Summer, she tried hard but Mason could only get five inches in, the same as when he was standing.  Her gag reflex was just too strong.  Summer was disappointed, she knew she was going to get hurt again.  She just hoped that India’s inexperience meant she would do even worse.

When Mason lined up with India they smiled at each other.  India opened wide, Mason grabbed her tits and she grabbed his ass.  In one smooth action Mason pushed his huge cock straight down her throat.  When he tried to pull out India held on more tightly.  She held him for over a minute before she released him.

“Wow!  Go Rose!” said Mike, “I declare you the winner, Flame, you were second and Summer, you’re last.”  The girls got off the table, Flame bent over it and Mike handed India the cane.  As before, the girls were told to deliver the blows as hard as they could.  India could barely hold back her tears as she hit Flame three times, Flame screaming in pain, she had three long red stripes on her ass.

When she stood up India wanted to hug Flame but Mike pushed her away.  Instead he took the cane from India and gave it to Flame, Summer bent over the table and Flame delivered the blows, Summer screaming and crying in pain.  When she’d taken all five strokes Mike again asked the girls if they wanted to continue, they all did.

India approached Mike and asked him a question, “Mike, how does this end?”

Mike looked at her, “Well, we keep going until we hit five pm, then we film the final scene.  We’ll have one girl on her back and Max will fuck her.  She’ll be the winner.  The girl who comes second sits on the winner’s face.  Finally the loser will eat Max’s ass while he fucks the winner.  Then she gets to eat his cum from her pussy.  So the winner cums twice, second cums once and the loser doesn’t get to orgasm.”

India looked at Mason.  She knew that Summer and Flame were some of his favorite stars, the chance might not come again for him.

“Mike, can you make sure I lose please?”

Mike looked at her in surprise.  “It’s going to be painful for you Rose, you must know that?”

“I know, but these girls are two of Mason’s, er, Max’s favorite stars and he might never get to actually fuck them again.”

Mike shook his head, “Sure Rose, I’ll make sure you lose.  It might not look like it while we film, but we can edit it.  Which one do you want to win?”

“Let me ask.”  India turned, then turned back.  “I don’t want to affect the girl’s earnings.”

“It won’t, that’s just bullshit for the cameras.  Makes the customers think that this is real!”

India smiled and walked over to Mason.  “So Master, which girl would you like to fuck and cum in in the final scene?”

Mason looked round the room.  “I’d like to fuck you India.”

India blushed, “You get to fuck me tonight Master.  Which one of the other two?”

Mason didn’t care and told India so.  India smiled, she wasn’t bothered which one she’d get to go down on either.

The games continued throughout the afternoon.  Mike had brought the other girls up to speed on who was going to win, or rather who was going to lose.  India still tried her best and she actually finished second, behind Flame.  At just after twenty to five Mike read the results of the games and set the scene.

Flame was tied to a table, legs spread wide.  Summer had her arms secured behind her back and she was sat over Flame’s face, pussy touching her mouth.  The red stripes on her ass from the caning were clearly visible.  Mike then fitted clips which connected Summer’s nipples to Flames by a thin wire.  Next he gagged Summer.  Flame started to lick Summer’s pussy.

Mason was brought on set wearing the mask.  Behind it he had a massive grin on his face – he was about to fuck the famous Flame and he couldn’t wait to get started.  When he was in position India was brought in, arms tied behind her back and roughly pushed to her knees.  Mason gazed at Flame’s exposed cunt, lined up his huge and waited.  As soon as Andy called action he thrust forward and Flame started to moan and groan as Mason fucked her slowly.  Behind him India buried her face in his ass, sucking hard.  Mason used his thumb to gently rub Flame’s clit. 

Mason had thought this would be amazing, but he quickly realized it was anything but as the cameras moved around, Andy ordering him to speed up or slow down (and for God’s sake not to cum).  They kept at it for almost an hour – Andy saying that they needed about 10 minutes of action on film, but it would take an hour to get there.  The cameras would close in on Mason’s cock, or India’s face, then to Summer’s body as she writhed under Flame’s expert tongue. 

Finally Andy decided that he’d got enough and said so – it was time for the girls to cum.  First he had Mason just fuck Flame slowly (India got a break) while Summer climaxed over Flame’s face.  Next it was Flame’s turn – Mason fucked her hard whilst holding a wand her clit.  Flame (still with Summer’s pussy over her face) started to push back, moaning and breathing deeply.  It didn’t take her long before she was cumming hard, screaming in delight.  Next it was Mason’s turn to cum.  He’d been holding back for hours.  He put the thought of the cameras and other guys out of his mind and concentrated on the girls in front of him, the tightness of Flame’s pussy and India’s tongue up his ass.  Soon he got the familiar feeling of his balls tightening and with a grunt he started to cum.  He’d seen enough porn to know what to do, he pulled out of Flame and wanked himself, shooting load after load onto Flame’s pussy.

When he’d finished cumming he turned round and fisted India’s hair as she sucked his cock clean.  Finally as Mason moved out of the way she buried her head into Flame’s soft, cum soaked pussy and started to lick, making sure that she ate all of Mason’s cum from Flame’s cunt.  Flame had only cum five minutes earlier but she loved oral sex and was soon twisting and pulling at the restraints holding her to the table as India brought her to a second climax.  The cameras closed in, one on Flame’s face, still under Summer and the other on India, her face covered in cum and pussy juice.

“And Cut,” yelled Andy.  Mike and the camera men came onto set and helped untie the girls.  Mason was guided by Misty to the changing room where he grabbed a quick shower and got dressed.  Summer, Flame and India went to the girls changing room.  In the shower Flame and Summer started to talk with India, asking her how she’d enjoyed the experience.  India said she was a little disappointed at the final scene – the constant changing of pace, adjusting positions had really spoiled it for her. 

“India,” said Flame, “Porn’s not real – if you want a BDSM threesome you should do that, not some crap for a porn channel.”  Flame then moved close to India and put a hand on her breast.  India paused and looked at Flame, their eyes met.  The two girls’ mouths were only inches apart.  They stayed like that for a moment before Flame moved in and kissed India, gently at first but rapidly becoming passionate.  Flame broke off the kissing after a couple of minutes.

“Call me any time if you want that threesome,” she said, turning off her shower and stepping out to pick up a towel.  Summer walked across to India and kissed her.  “And don’t forget to invite me,” she added.

India paused in the shower, watching them walk away.  She enjoyed the hot water, thinking about their offer.  When she got out Flame and Summer were leaving the changing room and heading back into the main part of the building.  India quickly got dried and changed and wandered back.  She found Mason sat in the canteen talking with Summer, Flame and Andy.  When India walked in Andy stood up.

“India, you were terrific,” Andy said, using her real name now that there were off set, “For a first-timer you could hardly have been better.  I know you’re only here for a few days but if you’re ever back in San Francisco let us know.”

Andy opened a box he was carrying.  “Normally we give the girls checks, but I doubt you’ve got a bank account in the US, so here’s $2,500 in cash.  I’ve given Mason his free lifetime subscription, here’s a log in for you as well.  We’ll edit your shoot and let you know when it’s uploaded.”  He thrust out a hand and India took it, shaking it.  He released it and she went to sit down with Mason and the other girls. 

“It was great working with you both,” India said to Summer and Flame.

“You too,” they both replied.  Summer checked her watch.  “Anyway, it’s time for us to be leaving.”  Summer stood up and kissed Mason, then kissed India.  Flame was next and repeated the kissing.  They left together, Mason and India both watching their asses as they walked out.

Mason spoke first, “How was that then India?  Did it live up to your expectations?”

Now the filming was over India fell back into her character.

“Yes and no Master.  I enjoyed the morning sets, I loved watching you – I could see how much you enjoyed being with Flame and Summer, but the actual group scene left me cold with all the breaks and direction.  Don’t get me wrong Master, I liked being with another girl, just the setting left me cold.”

Mason smiled.  India didn’t know it but the girls had given him their numbers and asked about hooking up sometime.  Maybe Saturday night.  Mason almost laughed thinking about what was to come Saturday night – he’d keep it secret from her until nearer the time.

“And you Master, how did you find it?”

Mason thought about it for a minute.  In the end he said his feelings were pretty similar to India’s, he’d thought it would be very exciting to fuck a porn star, but they way it was filmed had made it so clinical.

“Well Master, I could chase after them and maybe get their numbers?”

“No India, let’s just go back to my place, get changed and go out for something to eat.”

India tried to hide her disappointment but failed, Mason was pleased to see her look that way.  Saturday night was going to be great for them both, he had a surprise planned.  Back at his apartment they got changed quickly and went out for the night.  They didn’t go anywhere special, just grabbed a few beers and something to eat.  At the restaurant they discussed what to do on Saturday, in the end they decided to rent a car and head to Yosemite – it would mean an early start and a long day.  Mason booked a rental on his phone for 6am.  He also replied to a few texts, occasionally glancing at India and smiling.  She could tell that he had something planned, but didn’t feel it was right to ask.

They got back to the apartment relatively early and went straight to the bedroom.  Mason kissed India, their mouths glued together.  He placed his hands on her ass and lifted, picking her up.  India wrapped her legs round Mason’s waist and gripped him with them.   He eased her dress straps over her shoulders and reached behind her back, unzipping her dress.  She pulled her arms through the straps and pulled it down her body, revealing her firm breasts.  Mason held her tight and she removed his shirt.  Both of them loved the way the other looked, and how they contrasted together, her soft white skin against his muscular black skin.

Mason twisted round and fell forward onto the bed.  His arms were behind her back and he reached up and took a hand full of her hair in his left hand.  He pulled it down hard, tilting her head up and separating their mouths.  Mason kissed his way down her neck, all the time pulling on her hair.  India didn’t resist, knowing how much stronger he was, loving the way he was taking control.  With his right hand he grasped her full, exposed left breast, lifting and pushing it to his open mouth.  India groaned in pleasure as he ran his long tongue over the sensitive skin.  When he took her nipple into his mouth and bit down gently she let out a long sigh of delight.  This was what India wanted in a lover, a strong man who took control and used her for his own pleasure.

He released the nipple from his mouth and kissed his way over to the other nipple and as soon as he bit down she moaned loudly.  Mason could tell she was loving the attention on her tits.  He released her left breast to unbutton his own trousers, releasing his erect dick.  He badly wanted to fuck her but decided to wait.  He eased his way out of his clothes, all the time pulling on India’s hair and sucking her nipples.  Once he was naked he kissed his way down her body, kissing her legs.  India opened them wide, expecting him to fuck her straight away.  Instead he kissed her inner thighs, before licking her pussy from ass to front.

This drove India wild, she started to breathe deeply and quickly, groaning with every breath.  Mason kept licking her, pushing his long tongue in and out of the soft folds of her hairless pussy.  He took her engorged clit into his mouth and bit gently, while flicking the end with his tongue.  He pushed two fingers into her cunt and started to finger fuck her, all the time pulling her hair, biting and licking her clit.

“May I cum please Master,” India begged.  Mason wanted to let her but decided to make her wait, he knew that she liked that.  “Please . . . please . . . . please.”  Mason let her beg for over a minute, all the time fucking her hard with his hand.  When he thought she couldn’t take any more he released her clit from his mouth and gave her permission.  Instantly he started to flick her clit again with his tongue.

“Thank . . . .,” India couldn’t complete the word, she came as soon as she had permission.  Wave after wave of orgasm came over her, India screaming in delight, gasping for breath all the time as she maximized her cum.  Mason couldn’t extract his head or hand, her legs held him firmly in place and her hands pulled his head up even closer to her pussy.  Finally she released him.

Mason let go of her hair and he kissed his way back up her body.  When their mouths met India licked his face and jaws, savoring the taste of herself.  They kissed again and Mason positioned his huge cock up with her tight wet hole.  With a single thrust he was inside her.  India threw her arms up over her shoulders and crossed her wrists.  Mason took the hint and put one of his arms over hers and held her down, holding her wrists in his huge hands.  India bucked under his weight, loving the restraint of his body holding hers down.  Soon she was begging for permission to cum again.  Mason whispered gently in her ear.

“You can cum when I do slave.”

Mason’s word of the use slave almost drove her over the edge, she had to restrain herself.  Soon Mason started cumming, India could feel his cock pulse inside her and she let herself go.  She tried to lift her arms but Mason held her firmly in place.  This just intensified her orgasm. 

As he finished, Mason collapsed onto her, he released her wrists and India wrapped her arms round him, holding him tightly.  They kissed for a few minutes before Mason rolled away. 

“That was phenomenal Master,” she said, “so much better than on set today.”

Mason smiled to himself, maybe she was lying but it was a great lie.

He rolled over onto his back and shouted to the Alexa on the side of the room to wake them five thirty.  India snugged up to Mason and they kissed again, before Mason broke it off to sleep.  India kissed her way down his body and took his cock into her mouth.  She carefully sucked all her juices off him before placing her head on his stomach, his cock in her mouth and waited for him to go to sleep.  When his breathing was gentle she eased away and set her Fitbit alarm for 5:15, to make sure she’d be awake before him.  And with that India settled down to sleep. 


Saturday

India woke up at 5:15am when her Fitbit started to vibrate against her wrist.  She moved and silenced it instantly.  She was snuggled up next to Mason, her boyfriend, her dominant, her Master.  She loved looking at him as he slept, his dark black skin contrasting with her pale white skin.  India untwined herself from him and slipped under the covers.  She worked her way down his body and took his huge cock into her mouth, sucking gently until the radio started to play as the alarm sounded at 5:30.  Mason shouted at Alexa and she knew he was awake so started to suck hard, moving her mouth up and down his shaft.  Even flaccid it was still a good five inches long and she was soon rewarded for her efforts as his cock grew to full length.  Mason lay on his back enjoying her attentions for a while, before deciding he wanted more.  He put his strong hands onto her head and pushed her down as far as he could.  When she started to gag he held her in position for a few moments, before rolling onto his side, keeping his cock embedded in her willing mouth.

On his side Mason was now firmly in control and he started to take advantage of the position.  He held her head still with his hands and started to move his hips in and out, slowly at first but always deeply.  He pulled back on each thrust leaving just the tip of his cock in her mouth.  India opened and closed her mouth, always keeping her lips on his huge cock.  Mason would then thrust deeply into her mouth, getting most of his cock in until she started gagging.  In and out he thrust, getting faster and faster, turned on by her gagging and struggling.  India was excited too, she loved to be used like this by a powerful man.  She wanted to slip a hand onto her pussy, but without permission to masturbate from him she wouldn’t, so instead she grabbed his ass to pull him deeper and deeper into her throat.

India moved her body to angle her neck so she could take his full length down her throat.  As Mason sank his long shaft all the way in he groaned in delight and whispered India’s name.  She loved this, knowing how much he was being turned on.  He thrust faster and faster, India gasping for breath between his thrusts.  It didn’t long before he started to cum, and cum hard in her mouth.

“I’m cumming India, fuck I’m cumming,” Mason yelled, pulling back from her throat to cum in her mouth.  He shot seven or eight spurts into her mouth and India closed tightly to keep it all in her mouth.  When he finished cumming he pulled out of her mouth.  She licked his cock up and down, keeping Mason’s cum in her mouth, waiting for permission to swallow it.  Mason grabbed her hair and pulled her up.  When his face was level with hers he smiled.  She smiled back at him.  Mason opened his mouth to speak.

“Get me a coffee slave.”

India nodded and got out of the bed.  Mason slapped her ass hard, leaving a red handprint where his hand fell.  India took the blow without a flinch and went to get her master’s morning drink.  When she came back he was playing with his phone.  Mason couldn’t believe he was treating her like this – it was not how he was raised.  All of this was her idea, it was how she wanted to be treated and Mason was warming to his role as her master.

India placed the coffee on the bedside table and assumed a submissive kneeling position at the edge of the bed, legs opened wide, hands open on her legs, palms facing up, head down with Mason’s cum in her mouth.  Mason drank his coffee slowly, ignoring the naked collared girl at his side.  He played with his phone, answering emails and texts.  When he’d drunk his coffee he got out of the bed and made for the bathroom.  India started to follow him but with a word he ordered her to remain where she was.  Mason showered quickly and came back.  He pulled out a tight armless top for India and a pair of hot pants.  While he looked for clothes for her he ordered her to the bathroom.  He packed a bag for them both for the day.  When she returned he was dressed in shorts and a short sleeved T-shirt.  Mason pointed to the clothes he wanted her to wear.  She dressed quickly and Mason picked up the bag, looked at his slave and smiled.

“Swallow.”

India swallowed the cum.  “Thank you Master,” she said.

“Now use the bathroom and clean your teeth.”

She did and when she returned Mason threw the bag at her and ordered her to carry it.  She was surprised at its size, given that they were off for a day trip to Yosemite, but didn’t say anything.  Mason picked up a small back pack. 

They made for the BART and got to the airport car rental village.  Mason had pre-booked a car and they were on the road just before seven.  They stopped for breakfast on the road, India loving the free refills.  She could tell that they were out of the city, the fact that she was white and he black was grabbing attention, the slave collar raised eyebrows too.  In the city it hadn’t turned any heads, even in the car rental village.  They may only have been a hundred miles away but it felt like a different country.

“At least we’re not in Alabama,” Mason said.

India could understand what he meant.  Mason bought food and drinks for lunch at the gas station and loaded them into the backpack.

They made good time, parked the car in one of the main carparks.  Mason left the big bag in the car and took the small backpack.  Without India seeing he transferred some items into the backpack, they covered themselves with sun cream and went for a hike to a lake.  Once they were off the main track Mason stopped.  He opened the backpack and turned to India.

“Strip slave,” he ordered.  India looked around, unsure, and then said “Yes Master” and removed her clothes.  She stood naked in front of him and Mason smiled, admiring her lithe, big breasted body.  He reached into the bag and took out a bikini he’d found in her suitcase.  He threw it at her.

“Put this on.”

“Yes Master,” she replied.  He allowed her to leave her shoes on.  Next he took a pair of handcuffs out of the bag and cuffed her hands behind her back.  Finally he put a long lead onto her collar and started to hike, India following as best she could.  She was desperately hoping that they ran into someone on the trail, it would be exciting to be displayed like this as a piece of property.  It was one thing being displayed like this in the city or tomorrow at the fair, but to be displayed like this in a public park was incredibly exciting, so she was disappointed that they made it all the way to the lake without seeing anyone.

They sat at the edge of the lake.  Mason sat on a rock, India knelt in front of him, hands still cuffed behind her.  They chatted freely, India making sure to address him correctly.  After a while Mason opened the backpack and started to eat.  He fed India, breaking bits off sandwiches and feeding them to her.  Mason couldn’t decide if he should free her and have her feed him.  In the end he settled on feeding her and keeping her chained.  As they ate they heard some people in the distance, but they didn’t come close. 

After lunch he released her arms and stripped down to his shorts to go for a swim in the lake.  Mason wasn’t a strong swimmer but India gracefully dived and swam laps round him with ease.  When they got out the hot sun of late September soon warmed their skin as they lay beside the lake.  Mason lay on his side, looking at her amazing body, it wasn’t long before it was too much for him and his imagination began to run away with him.  He grabbed the cuffs and ordered India to stand against a tree.  She saw the cuffs and tried to place her hands behind the tree, but couldn’t manage it.  Mason looked up and smiled. 

“Hold out your left hand India.”

India looked up and smiled, “Yes Master.”

Mason placed her left wrist in the cuff.  India knew what to do and raised her arm up quickly, trying to pass the cuffs over a branch.  Try as she might they just weren’t long enough.  Mason looked around and found a small log.  He placed it near the trunk and India stood on it, she now easily threw the cuffs over the branch and Mason reached up to lock them into place.  When she was in place Mason put his arm under her ass and lifted her, then kicked the log out of the way.  He gently lowered India down, her feet reached the ground but she was forced to stand on tiptoes.

“Are you OK India?” he asked.

“OK Master,” she replied.

Mason took a couple of thin ropes out and attached them to India’s ankles.  He took the ends of them and pulled them apart, tying them round the base of some nearby trees.  He pulled them taught until India’s legs were about two feet apart.

Finally he took a blindfold out of the bag and covered India’s eyes, then stood back to admire both his work and her body.  She looked incredible, with her arms above her head her breasts were raised up higher.

Mason walked over to her and ran a finger under her breast.  India gasped, she’d not heard him approach, she was lost in her own world, tied in that bound position and unable to see anything. 

Mason smiled and lowered his head and took one of her nipples into his mouth.  It was a warm summer day but even so India’s nipples were hard.  He sucked on it for a moment, causing India to rock her head back, open her mouth and moan softly.

“Be as quiet as you can India,” said Mason, “We’re only 50 feet from the path.”

India didn’t reply, she was just enjoying the sensation on her sensitive breasts.  Mason started to circle them with his long tongue, starting at the nipple and working out.  He moved in response to the sounds she made, quickly discovering that the underside of her tits was almost as sensitive as the nipples. 

Mason kissed his way up her body, admiring the way the gentle warm wind was blowing her long blonde hair over her shoulders.  India moved her head, trying to kiss Mason but he was having none of it, he pushed her head back and kissed up to her ear.  When he nibbled her ear lobe she panted and softly mumbled “yes . . . oh yes” under her breath.  Mason was enjoying pleasuring her like this.

He put his hands on her breasts and caressed them as he continued to work on her ears and neck, before breaking off and running his tongue across her chin.  Again she tried to kiss him, again he denied her, just running his tongue over her lips.  He nibbled on her other ear before whispering in her ear, “Keep you mouth closed India.”  She was lost in the moment and just nodded.

Mason ran his tongue over her soft red lips, licking from one side to the other.  India was being driven wild, she wanted to kiss him but had to obey his orders.  She was moving her hips, pushing up against her master, letting him know she was excited.  Finally Mason could take it no more and put a hand to her chin, pulling her mouth open and kissing his slave.

Their open mouths met, their tongues explored each other.  Mason put one hand between her legs and India just about collapsed onto it, she was so wet and excited, desperate to be fucked by this tall muscular black man.  Mason pulled his hand away and brought it to her mouth where India opened wide as he pushed his hand in.  As soon as she knew what he was doing she sucked his fingers, savouring the taste of her own pussy on his hands.

Mason smiled, he repeated this several times, rubbing his hand on her soaking wet pussy, pushing several fingers inside and then having her clean them.  He’d get his hand covered in her juices and then hold his hand a few inches away from her face.  She smiled when he did this, smelling her own wetness and moving her head towards them, desperate to suck his fingers.  Sometimes Mason would let her first time, other times he’d make her work for it, either moving his hand away or moving it to one side.

Throughout this teasing India was getting more excited until she couldn’t hold back any more.

“Please fuck me master, fuck your slave master,” she begged him.  Mason smiled again, he wanted to but teasing her was so much fun.  He squeezed in behind her and the tree trunk and placed one hand on her neck, twisting her head back to kiss him.  With his other hand her started to finger fuck her, starting slowly at first, pushing two fingers in and out of her wet hole.  When his fingers were fully in his thumb just caught the edge of her clit.

Mason sped up, moving his hand in and out of India. She wanted to gasp and moan but Mason was holding her head firmly in place, twisting it to his, keeping their mouths locked in place.  It wasn’t long before Mason could tell that she was ready to cum.  He didn’t wait for her to ask permission, he just broke off the kiss and told her to cum.

“Thank you mas . . . oh fuck, I’m cumming master, fuck . . .” India tried to clamp her legs together but the ropes held her legs wide open.  Mason tried to keep on fucking her with his hand but her pussy was so tight round his fingers that when he pulled out he couldn’t get them back in.  Instead he brought his wet fingers back to her mouth and India sucked again as her orgasm subsided.

“That was incredible master, but what about you?  Please fuck me now master, take what you need.”

Mason moved from behind her and picked his shirt up from the ground.  He draped it over her shoulders and pushed her back against the tree.  She smiled, she hadn’t been looking forward to having her back against the rough bark of the tree.

Mason pulled his pants down and his giant cock sprung out from its confinement.  Mason moved towards her and pushed her back into the tree.  He bent his knees and in one swift action sank his cock deep inside her cunt.  India muttered “That’s it, fuck me hard master . . . oh yes, fuck me master.”

Mason tried hard, but he was just too tall.  After a while he pulled out and India looked hurt.  He dropped to his knees and undid her restraints.  When she could see what he was doing she smiled, this would be better.  As soon as her legs were free she pulled up with her arms, the cuffs dug into her wrists but she didn’t care, she just wanted her master to be satisfied.

Mason quickly stood up and re-entered his slave.  India wrapped her legs round his strong torso as he pushed her back into the tree.  Mason grabbed her tits and started to fuck her hard.  India was begging him all the time, “cum in me master, cum inside your slave’s tight cunt master, use me hard master.”  It didn’t take long before Mason’s balls contracted and he started to shoot load after load of cum into India.

They stayed like that for a few minutes after, kissing passionately, with Mason’s long thick cock buried deep inside India.  When it finally started to shrink he wrapped his arms round her and lifted her off him, gently lowering her back down to the ground.  He stepped back to admire her fantastic body, she was back to standing on tip toes and no doubt her arms and shoulders were quite sore.  She was too good a submissive to complain about her situation.

He toyed with pretending he couldn’t find the key for the cuffs, but decided that would be too much.  He found it and gave her one more glance before reaching up and unlocking the restraints, easing her down.  As soon as he let her go she thanked him and dropped to her knees, found his cock and sucked it until he was clean.  India loved the taste of pussy, she’d never really tried it until the previous day but was now addicted to it, even the taste of her own cunt.

Mason let her suck for a couple of minutes before he pulled back and ordered her to remove the blindfold.  India winced and blinked rapidly in the bright sunshine, taking a few moments to adjust to the light.  When she could see Mason had gone back to the lake and was swimming she went to join him.

When they were both refreshed they got out of the lake and dressed, India back into her bikini.  They ate and drank a bit and reapplied sunscreen before Mason cuffed India again behind her back and put a leash on her to lead her back down the path.  India was made to carry the backpack.  Again, she was slightly disappointed that they didn’t come across anyone on the back.  Just before rejoining the main path Mason allowed India to wear a short skirt and he removed the leash and uncuffed his slave before they headed back to the car.

They drove down to the main car park and India bought a T-Shirt from a gift shop to remember the day by.  Mason didn’t allow her to wear it so she had to traipse round with her ample assets barely restrained by the skimpy bikini top.  She enjoyed the attention she was getting from almost every man, and more than one woman.

They sat outside the shop and decided what to do next, India said that she loved waterfalls and so they checked the map and drove to the Bridalveil Falls lot before the brief hike to the waterfall.  They sat near it, chatting constantly.  When it was time to leave Mason stood up and India stared at his back.  They’d been together for just over two days but already she couldn’t imagine being away from him, they worked so well together as a couple.  When he turned round she wiped the sad look off her face and stood up to join him.

A couple near by asked them if they wanted their photo taking and they gladly handed over a phone to get a few shots in.  On the way out of the park they got stuck in a traffic jam – this turned out to be a bear jam.

“I’ve never seen a bear Master, please may I get out to look?  Please master?”

Mason checked his watch, still plenty of time before what he had planned for the evening.  He smiled, “I’ve never seen one in the wild either India, let’s look.”

They got out of the car and walked towards the center of the jam.  Maybe 100 feet off the road in a clearing there was a bear with a couple of cubs.  India’s heart just melted when she saw it.  She was very nervous about being that close, but as Mason pointed out, you don’t have to outrun the bear, just the person nearest to it.  They stood and watched it for 20 minutes or so until it made off into the undergrowth, India taking dozens of photos of the bear and Mason taking lots of India and the bear.

When it was gone they got back into the car and left the park, heading back to San Francisco.  As Mason drove India undid her seat belt and leaned over to Mason.  Without asking she undid his flies and pulled out his cock.

“India, fuck, India,” said Mason as she popped his cock into her mouth and started to suck gently.  India ignored her master and continued to suck.  Soon his cock began to grow her in mouth.  Mason didn’t stop her again, he put his right hand down onto her back, then round over her chest and grabbed her huge breast in his hand.  He slowed the car down and put on cruise control to keep him steady as she sucked.  Mason loved having his cock sucked, it was all he could do to keep the car on the road.  It wasn’t long before he came and India sucked all of the cum into her mouth.  She carefully flicked the end of his cock with her tongue before kissing it as she sat back up.

India turned to look at Mason who was smiling back happily at his slave.  He allowed her to swallow quickly as he was enjoying talking to her as they drove.  Once they hit the freeway Mason pulled over and asked India to drive, his phone had been bleeping and he needed to answer some messages.

India wondered what he could be doing but knew better than to ask, so she let him use his phone without comment.  She picked a rock playlist to listen to as she drove.              As they approached the end of the 580 Mason ordered her to take the next ramp so they could swap.  Once he was driving again he pulled off the freeway and headed north up the 680.  India noticed the change in direction, she wasn’t worried, just curious.  Eventually curiosity got the better of her.

“Where are we going master?” she asked.

“Shhh slave, a surprise for you,” he replied, then added softly under his breath, “and for me also.”  Mason grinned widely, he was looking forward to the evening.  He looked at India, she must have guessed that something was up but she was too into her role to ask outright.

Mason drove until they got to Walnut Creek, where he pulled off the interstate and pulled out his phone.  He opened maps and programed it for the BART station, then drove till they found it.  Just as they pulled up his phone started to ring.

“We’re here,” said the voice on the phone.  India thought she knew it, but wasn’t certain.

“Five minutes,” replied Mason. 

He pulled the car into the lot and found a space to park.  Mason opened his door to get out but when India started to open her door Mason looked at her.

“Stay here India.  Don’t get out.  Eyes closed until further notice.”

A thrill went through her.  She looked at Mason, then closed her eyes and said, “Yes Master.”  She didn’t know what was coming but she was looking forward to it.  Mason climbed out and slammed the door closed behind him.

He left the car and walked to the station.  He could see what he was looking for, outside the station there were two women waiting for him.  They smiled as they saw him.  When he’d seen them last they’d looked pretty plain with jeans and shirts.  Now they had had their hair styled, expertly applied makeup and wore stunning dresses.  Mason smiled, this was unreal for him.  Yesterday he’d met and fucked these two women on a porn set, now he was going to get to spend a night with them.

“Flame, Summer, you girls looks incredible.”

They smiled at him, “As do you Mason,” replied Flame extended a hand and put it onto his arm, feeling the powerful bicep under his shirt, “but please, we’re not working now.  I’m Julie and that’s Hazel if you don’t mind.”  She laughed, “At least until the party starts anyway.”  Hazel laughed as well and then leaned over to kiss Mason.  Next Mason kissed Julie, from the corner of his eye he could see a couple of guys watching in disbelief.

“Where’s India?” Hazel asked, her long black hair flapping in her face as the evening wind blew it.

“She’s in the car.  But hey, when we get there be silent in the car please.  She doesn’t know you’re coming as well.”  Mason smiled, “Come to think of it, she doesn’t know where we’re going anyway.”

All three of them laughed at that thought.  Mason picked up the girls bags and headed to the car with Flame and Summer, no, Julie and Hazel, in tow.  They chatted as they walked, all falling silent when Mason stopped next his car.  He put a finger to his lips and whispered shhh.  Julie and Hazel looked at him and smiled, before nodding. 

Mason opened the trunk and put the girls’ cases in.  Next he ushered them round to the side of the car and opened the back door.  Julie got in and slid across the seat, before putting on her seatbelt.  Hazel got in and Mason closed the door.  He shook his head as he closed the door, could life get any better for him?

Quickly he got into the driver’s seat and backed the car out.  He looked at India in the passenger seat.  She was breathing very quietly, listening for clues as to what had just happened.  She was a good girl, she must have been desperate to ask but was keeping quiet.  Mason programmed the phone and set off.  It was only a short ride to where they were going.

After 15 minutes Mason pulled off the road down a dirt track.  In the back Julie and Hazel were bending to the middle seat to look out of the windshield.  About half a mile away they could see an imposing house, it was enormous, built over three stories that they could see.  At the end of the driveaway about 100 cars of all sorts were parked.  India, of course, could see none of this.

Mason parked the car and got out, Julie and Hazel going with him.  He opened the trunk and looked at Julie.

“In my bag, open it and put it on me please.”

Mason smiled and opened the bag Julie pointed to.  On the top was a white leather collar.  He pulled it out and put it onto Julie’s neck.  He padlocked it and put the key on the trunk floor.  Next he put a black leather collar onto Hazel.  He stood back to look at the girls.  They looked sensational, standing there in their cocktail dresses with the collars on their necks.

Mason looked at Julie.  “Get India, but don’t speak to her.  Bring her here.”

Julie smiled, fuck she looked sexy with her long red hair, “My pleasure Master.”  She walked round the other side of the car and opened the door.  She put her hands onto India’s and gently helped her out of the car, India keeping her eyes closed.  Julie then walked her round to the trunk.

When India was in place Mason clicked his fingers.  Hazel started to undress India and Julie joined in.  She was naked in seconds.  Mason was tempted to leave her like this, but the instructions were clear.  He opened the bag he’d brought and pulled out a small black dress.  He hoped to God it was the right size. 

Julie and Hazel put it onto India, it was very short, zipped up the back and low cut, showing off her amazing chest.  Julie helped India get into the heels he’d packed for her.  Next he put cuffs onto India, locking her arms behind her back.  Hazel and then Julie put their arms behind their backs and Mason cuffed them.

He looked around then stripped off, quickly putting on the tuxedo he had in the back of the car.  When he was dressed he looked at his slaves.  Julie and Hazel nodded their appreciation of him, he looked good in it, his muscles were obvious through the material.

Finally Mason took three leashes out of his bag, put them on his slaves, put the various keys into his pockets, closed the trunk and locked the car.  His intention had been to walk India with her eyes closed, but he didn’t want to risk her falling in those heels.

Mason arranged the girls with Julia on India’s left and Hazel to her right.  Then he stood in front of his girls.

“You can open your eyes India,” he said.

India slowly opened her eyes, blinking in the strong evening sunshine.  She looked down and around, surprised to see she was wearing her tight cocktail dress.  Mason was in front of her and she smiled, pleased to see her master.  She was aware that they weren’t alone and looked to her left.

“Flame,” she said.

Julia shook her head, “No India, we’re not at work now, we can use our real names.  Mine’s Julia.”

“And my name’s Hazel,” added the woman India previously knew as Summer. 

India broke into a smile and looked back at Mason.

“What’s going on Master, if you don’t mind me asking?”

Mason smiled, she’d spoken out of turn but he didn’t mind.  “That’s OK India.  We’ve come to a BDSM party.  Remember the couple we met at the café?”  India nodded and spoke, “John and slave Bella.”

“That’s right.  I swapped numbers with John and we’ve been texting.  He liked the look of you and has invited us to a party at his home.”

India looked round, the house was vast, more like a mansion that a house. As Mason continued she took in the huge grounds, the vast array of expensive cars and the rolling lawns leading down to a lake in the distance.  She tuned back to Mason.

“And Julia and Hazel here gave me their numbers, I told them about the party.  It seems that John is well known in the local scene and they’ve both wanted to come to a party here for years.  So, here we are.  Any questions?”

India thought for a moment, “What are the rules here Master?”

“We’ll find out, but I’ve been told that everyone is here because they want to be, and anyone can leave or say no at any time.”

India looked nervous so Julie took her hand.

“These parties are the stuff of legend India, I’ve wanted to come for years but couldn’t get an invite.  Master John must have really taken a liking to your owner.”  Hazel squeezed her other hand, “Ready to go in?”

Mason coughed, “I make the decisions here Hazel.”

Hazel smiled and looked down, “Sorry sir.”

Mason laughed, “Come on girls, John said he’s prepared a room for us if we want to stay the night.”

“Ready sir,” said Hazel and Julie.  India paused then added, “Ready Master.”

Mason tugged on the three leashes and walked his slaves towards the door of the mansion.  It was only a short distance, but the heels the girls were wearing meant they had to walk slowly.  When they got to the door it was closed but on either side was a naked girl.  The one on the left spoke to Mason.

“Good evening sir, do you have an invitation to the party?”

“No,” said Mason, “but I’ve been exchanging texts with John and he has invited me and my slaves.”

“Very good sir.  What’s your name please sir and I’ll see if you’re allowed in.”

“It’s Mason.”  He didn’t mention the girls names, it didn’t seem important to mention the names of slaves.

“Thank you sir.  I’ll be back soon.”

The other girl stood motionless and silent throughout, while they waited Mason admired her naked body, her firm breasts.  He wondered if he’d get to fuck her later.

The first slave was back and with him came a woman, mid twenties.  It took him a moment to place her, in the café she’d been dressed plainly with little makeup.  This time she was wearing nothing but stockings and suspenders (no panties), a lacy bra and high heels.  But she had the same smile and long dark hair.  It was Bella.

“Master Mason, you made it sir,” she said, sounding very happy he was here, “and wow, you’ve brought three slaves.  I am impressed sir.”

Mason smiled, “You know India, and this is Julie and Hazel,” he added pointing to the two other girls.  Bella smiled and walked over to Hazel.  Without asking she planted her lips onto Hazel and the two women kissed.  Bella broke it off after a few seconds before kissing Julie in the same way.

“Follow me,” she said.  As they walked into the entrance hall Mason and his slaves looked around.  They’d only gone 10 feet when he paused, looking at a scene to his left.  A woman had her arms restrained behind her back, with a rope around her huge breasts, tied tightly causing them to be almost purple with a lack of blood.  She was wearing a leather hood and couldn’t see anything.  The rope extended up to a hook, with a control box.

Bella paused to look at them.  She picked up the box and pressed a button.  The rope tightened and the woman was forced onto her tiptoes.  Bella kept her hand on the control and slowly she was lifted off the floor, her breasts taking her entire weight.  She started to thrash about, trying to find a floor that wasn’t available to her.

When she was three or four inches off the floor Bella handed the box to Mason.

“You can let the cunt down if you want sir.  Or leave her to suffer.  It’s you choice.”

Mason took the box and hesitated, he wasn’t sure what the right thing to do was.  He could feel himself getting hard, watching her thrash about but in the end decided to let her down.  But not all the way, he lowered her so her toes were just touching the floor.

The woman stopped screaming as her toes took the weight off her tortured tits.  Mason handed the control back to Bella, who could see the look of alarm on India’s face (and to a lesser extent Hazel and Julie).

“Don’t worry,” she said, “that cunt loves to suffer, she really loves having her tits tortured.”  To emphasize the point she picked up a cane and hit the suspended woman’s tits hard with the cane, causing her to jump and have her tits take her full weight again.

“Everyone is here because they want to be here sir, and anyone can leave whenever they want.”  Bella looked at the suspended woman and added “Even this dumb cunt, aren’t you?” 

From behind the hood the woman spoke and they could just about make out her saying yes.

“Follow me then sir,” Bella said, setting off down the hallway.  Mason took his eyes off the woman trying to maintain her balance, shook his head and followed Bella, pulling on his slave’s leashes.  The girls followed him quickly.

At the end of the corridor Bella opened a door and they all walked into a large living room.  Mason paused, it was bigger than his whole apartment.  It must have been 70, 80 feet long and 30 feet wide.  The room had a deep, luxurious carpet, with huge doors into the garden.  India gasped, she’d never seen a room so long.  In the room were about 50 people, roughly half and half male to female.

The next thing that struck them was how people were dressed and behaving.  The men (and a couple of women) were sat in groups of four or five, the majority of whom had a naked woman, or semi naked woman kneeling next to them or in front of them.  Bella walked straight over to John and Mason followed with his girls in tow.

Mason looked round the room as he walked, he’d been worried that he would be the only non white in the room, but he was pleased to see that there were a good portion of African Americans, Hispanics, Asians – every race and color was represented, amongst both owners and slaves.

As soon as John spotted Mason he stood up and walked over to him.

“Mason, you came.  I was starting to think you wouldn’t get here.”

Mason grinned, “Sorry, we went hiking and spent longer there than I expected.”

“Hey, don’t worry man.”  His voice hardened, “Bella, why hasn’t he got a drink?”

“I’m, I’m sorry master,” she turned to Mason, “What can I get you sir?”

“Erm, can I get a beer please Bella?”

“Yes sir, and sir, you should address me as Slave Bella please sir.”

“Sure.”  Bella turned and walked away, Mason admiring her ass as she walked away.  John saw him watching.

“She’s great isn’t she?”

“Sure is.”

“And who are these girls.  India I know, and do I recognize you both?”

“Maybe,” said Mason, not letting on about Julie and Hazel’s occupation.  He turned to his girls and spoke, “Aren’t you a little over dressed girls?”

The girls made to undress as John spoke, “Mason, anything goes here.  The girls wear what you want them to.  If you want them to wear clothes then keep them dressed.  Let me go over the rules, such as they are.  You all need to hear them.”

John explained as Bella had that everyone was here by choice, and that everyone could leave whenever they wanted.  Slaves could refuse any order if they didn’t want to follow it (but if they refused too often they wouldn’t get to come back).  Part way through his explanation Bella arrived back and presented Mason with a beer.  As he took it she dropped to the floor.  Mason looked at his girls and they all worked it out and dropped to the floor, still fully clothed.

John and Mason talked for a while discussing the rules.  When John finished he turned to Bella.

“Take the girls upstairs to their room, show them round then bring them back to Mason.”

“My pleasure Master,” she replied.

Bella stood up and started to walk away, Mason’s slaves looked at him and he nodded, they got to their feet and walked off.  John took Mason away and introduced him to a few people before they sat down and started to chat.  John told him that the evening meal would be served in about 20 minutes.

India and the girls followed Bella back into the hallway where the slave was hanging by her tits again.  Bella picked up the control and lowered her to the floor, before setting off up two flights of stairs before taking them to a room.  The name on the door was Angeline – Bella explained that all the rooms on this floor were named for Californian wines.  She opened the door and took them in, there was a huge bed against the wall and a small bathroom.  India thought it reminded her of a hotel room, just a very nice and expensive one.

“No one else will come into this room girls, it’s yours for the night.  Do you have any questions for me?”

Hazel spoke, “What if we are ordered to do something we don’t want to?”

“Politely say no, your master has ordered you not to.  Everyone will respect that.  But you can’t be selective – if you fuck one guy you must fuck them all.  Anything else?”

“What about condoms?” asked Julie.

“Your master’s choice – I’d recommend that you insist, and most guys will insist that they wear them as well.  Anything else?  No?  Right, let’s go back down.  Any questions, any time find me and I’ll do my best to help.”  Bella looked at the clock on the wall, “It will be time to eat when we get back down.  Do you want to stay in your dresses?”

Julie took the lead and shook her head, as she was still cuffed Bella helped her out of her dress.  Next she stripped off Hazel.  India was more hesitant, Bella took her hand, “You can leave it on if you want India.”  India shook her head and so Bella started to remove her dress.  Shame that, India thought, I had it on for almost 30 minutes.

When they were all naked Bella led them back down the stairs.  As they reached the bottom a bell rang.  “Great, just in time,” said Bella, “Dinner is served”.  India looked at the woman hanging in the hallway, she was on tiptoes again.  No food for her, India thought.

This time Bella led them to a room on the right.  There was a huge table in the center of the room, none of the slaves had ever seen anything like it before.  It must have seated 90 or 100 people.  Round the table were sat mostly the men in their tuxedos, there were five or six women wearing ball gowns.  John, as the host, was at the head of the table.

Behind most of the guests at the table was a slave girl, some on their knees, some stood behind their dominant.  Bella whispered in India’s ear, “Go find your master.  Everyone will be very impressed that he brought three girls.”  With that Bella was gone, heading towards John.

India looked round the room, suddenly conscious that she was naked and a fair few people were looking at her.  Shit she thought, if I can’t handle this how will I ever manage the fair tomorrow?  India took a deep breath and scanned the table.  It didn’t take her long to spot Mason, he was sat 7 or 8 places away from John on the far side of the table.  India started to walk, Hazel and Julie followed. 

Mason spotted them as they walked round and broke off his conversation to watch.  The man he’d been talking to watched them as well, graceful and almost naked as they crossed the room.

“Man, are they yours?”  Mason nodded, “Shit man, that’s amazing.”  Mason smiled, sure was.  When they were behind him Mason pointed to the floor, the slaves to either side of him were also kneeling.  Mason’s three slaves assumed their positions as the dinner commenced.

Mason ignored his girls while he ate, the food and wine came quickly, all served by naked waitresses.  After the first course the man next to Mason told his slave to relax and she moved to sit on her ass.  Mason waited until the second course before he allowed his slaves to relax. 

“Do the slaves get to eat?” asked Mason.

“Sure they do,” was the reply, “After we’ve eaten they get to eat at the table for 20 minutes while the owners go next door for an after dinner drink.  Then the girls are brought in and the night begins.  Mason smiled, he didn’t know what would happen but he was looking forward to it.

The meal was fantastic, Mason thought it was one of the best he’d ever eaten.  Whenever his wine ran low it was topped up without asking, again a naked girl would top it up.  After a few glasses he raised his hand and felt the serving girl’s breast as she poured.  She didn’t flinch or ask him to stop.  When his glass was full she stopped pouring but didn’t move.

“Would you like me to stay like this sir?” she asked Mason.  He didn’t speak, juts released his grasp the slapped her ass.  She smiled at him, “Maybe you’d like to fuck me later sir?”

Jesus, maybe?  MAYBE? “I’ll look out for you . . . er, what’s your name?”

“This slave’s name is Isla sir.  I hope you do fuck me sir.”

Mason watched her walk away, she must only have been 19 years old with firm teenage tits and long blonde hair.  This was the life he thought.  The he looked at India, she was staring up at him, looking a little sad.  He could see it in her face – was she not enough for him?  He felt guilty, and being honest he thought he’d much rather be with her for the night.  India smiled at him, but he wasn’t convinced.

When the meal was over Mason stood up and looked at his slaves.  He was proud of them, they hadn’t complained or asked about food while he’d eaten and drunk.  The three girls looked up at him.  He squatted down beside them.

“OK girls, what happens now is I go next door with the other masters and we have a drink.  You’ll get served food and drink – eat and drink as much as you want and I’ll see you soon.  Enjoy!” Mason released their arm from the cuffs, stood up and walked away.  India looked around, slaves around the room were standing up and stretching, then pulling out seats to sit down.

Mason’s slaves sat down and soon the table was loaded with food.  India didn’t expect much from the food, she assumed that they would get left overs.  She was pleasantly surprised that they were served the same food as their owners.  While she ate India talked to the slave next to her.  She’d been coming to these parties for a few years, they were held once a month and for her and her owner they were one of the highlights of the month.

“And as new girls,” she told them, smiling, “You’ll be very popular, as will your master.”

India smiled and asked more questions about what would go on.  The girl was coy, not always answering the questions. 

After they’d eaten the slaves started to drift off a few at a time.  When the girl next to her stood up India looked at her.  She smiled down, “Time to get used,” she said.  India looked at Julie and Hazel.  They smiled at each other, stood up and left the dining room.  As they left India looked over her shoulder, several slaves were starting to clean up.

When they went into the next room the girls paused at the door.  Before the living room had been brightly lit and sparsely populated.  Now the lights had been turned down and the furniture had been re-arranged, there were many more chairs and bondage devices.  In the low light India made out several St. Andrew’s crosses, cages and a load of devices that she didn’t recognize.

As they stood at the door a man walked up to them, he put he hands out, taking one of India’s breasts into one hand and one of Julie’s in the other.  Hazel was stood in the middle of the three and he bent over and kissed her.  Hazel responded and they stood there for a minute, kissing and groping.  When he broke off the kiss he ordered India to her knees.

“Suck me slave,” he ordered.

India paused then replied, “Sir, this is my first time here.  I need to find my master to see what I’m allowed to do.”

“Pity,” he replied, taking his hands off the girls, “I’ll find you when we know what your limits are.”  He walked off, slapping Julie’s ass as he walked away. 

The slave looked round the room, eventually spotting Mason on the far wall.  He was sat in a chair talking to a woman opposite him.  A naked girl was between his legs, sucking on his huge cock.  The girls walked slowly across the room, taking in the sights. 

India could see a girl hanging upside down, her legs spread wide, her head about 3 feet off the floor.  On her body was written ‘Please use my mouth’.  As they walked a naked man walked up to her and started to fuck her mouth. 

On the side of the room several girls were tied to the crosses and were being lightly whipped.  Virtually all the women in the room were naked, or just wearing stockings and suspenders. 

They walked past a couple of slaves who were on their knees, legs apart masturbating with magic wands.  six or so guys were stood around, gambling on which one would cum first.  Just after they passed they heard one of the slaves cumming loudly.  India turned round to watch, two of the men were celebrating and the others groaning, handing over money.  The second slave started to cum, just as one of the men (presumably her master) brought a flogger down on her breasts.

“You cost me there slave, I’ll deal with you later.”

India looked closely at the girl, she was still cumming but she looked sad.  India decided it wasn’t the threat of punishment that bothered her, it was that she’d lost the bet for her master.

As they walked towards Mason they were stopped several times by owners who would feel them or give them orders, but each time they gracefully explained they didn’t yet know what they were allowed to do.  It felt very odd to India, to walk past all these naked slaves, many of whom were getting fucked.

Finally they made it to Mason.  When they were with him all three girls dropped to the floor and waited for instructions.  It took Mason a while to notice them, he was deep in conversation with an attractive woman in her mid thirties sat opposite him.  India instantly felt envious, she was about Mason’s age.  She wanted to be Mason’s girl, not this other woman.

When he noticed them Mason broke off and spoke to the girls.

“You found me then slaves.”

“Yes Master, it’s a busy room,” replied India, “and Master, we need to know what our limits are Master?”

Mason thought for a moment, then spoke.  “Set you own limits girls, but make sure men use condoms with you – but you don’t have to fuck anyone you don’t want to.”

All three thanked him.

“But before you leave, say hello to Mistress Penny.”  The three slave said hello.  “I promised Mistress Penny could use one of you.”  Mason looked at Penny, “Which one do you want?”

“Hmmm, the blonde,” she replied.

“OK Hazel, Julie, go party.  Be back in our room for two am though.”

“Yes Master,” they replied.

Throughout the conversation the slave between Mason’s legs kept sucking his cock.  Penny took her eyes off India and looked at Mason, as Julie and Hazel stood up to investigate the party.

“Is she any good?”  Penny asked.

“She’s ok.  Not as good as my slaves.”  India smiled to herself as she moved towards Penny.  When she was about a foot away Penny opened her legs to show India her naked pussy.  India moved in and started to suck on Penny.  With her first lick Penny took a sharp intake of breath.

“Ahh,” Penny said, “I love this, watching my slave sucking cock while I get my pussy licked.  Hey, HEY slut,” Penny raised her voice shouting to the slave blowing Mason, “Why do I like this so much?”

The slave popped her cock out of Mason’s mouth and put her hand on, wanking him slowly.  “You love this Mistress as it degrades me totally.”

“Why does this degrade you slut?”

“I’m a lesbian Mistress.  I find the idea of sucking a cock disgusting.  The taste of cum makes me want to puke.”  The girl blushed as she said this.

“So why do you do it slut?”

“Because this slut is your property and will obey every order you give me mistress.”

“Good slut.  If Mason gives you a good report maybe I’ll decide you’ve sucked enough cock for one night.  Or maybe I’ll make you suck another dozen.  Who knows?”

The girl nodded and took Mason back into her mouth.  Mason looked down and gave her an order, “And don’t you dare swallow when I cum slave.”

“Oooooh, that’s good,” said Penny.  Mason wasn’t sure if she was talking to him or India, Penny had her head back and her eyes only half open, she’d placed her hands on India’s head and was pushing it deep into her pussy.

Fuck it, thought Mason and put his hands onto the girl who was sucking his sock.  He found it very exciting to know that this girl was sucking his cock, a girl he’d met less than five minutes before and he didn’t even know her name.  He pushed down with his hand and she gagged.  Last week he knew he would have apologized and released her, but that was last week. 

The new Mason just pushed her down harder, making her gag more.  Across from him Penny got more excited, she was clearly turned on by seeing her slave suffer like that.  Mason could see India’s arm moving quickly, she was finger-fucking Penny and Penny was loving it.  Jesus, India learned quickly, two days ago she’d never eaten pussy, but judging by Penny’s face and breathing she had learned quickly.

Penny started to take short breaths, gasping with each intake of breath.  She took her hands off India’s head and grabbed the chair arms instead, sinking her finger into the leather. “I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming,” Penny yelled, pushing her legs together and half sitting up in the chair, crunching her stomach.  India slowed down her fingers, to prolong Penny’s orgasm.

Mason loved watching this, the sight of India fucking another woman while he watched was too much and he took the slave girls head into his hands and started to bounce her head up and down on his cock.  She was gagging and spluttering over him as he fucked her face.  The fact that India was trapped between this other woman’s legs just made it better and he started to cum.

He held the slave’s head firmly in position to make sure that she didn’t spill any cum as he shot load after load into her mouth.  When he’d finished he pushed her off and she stayed where she was on the floor.  Across from him Penny released India.  Penny put a finger onto India’s chin and lifted it up to look into her eyes.

“You were pretty good slave.  Your owner told me that you’ve not much experience with women.  I hope we can meet again so you can get more practice in.”

“That would be nice Mistress,” replied India.

“Hey slut, are you enjoying the cum?” Penny shouted at her slave.  The poor girl shook her head.  “Pity, it’s going to be a while till you get to swallow it.”  Penny looked at Mason and said, “I’d never have thought of making the slut wait like this.  Thanks for giving me another way to degrade her.”

Penny stood up and pulled her dress down.  She stepped over to Mason who was watching, then said.  “I’d like to get fucked by you as well, and watch you fuck my slave.”  The dominants swapped numbers and Penny lead her slave away.

Mason ordered India onto his lap and he pushed his still hard cock into her.  India gasped and closed her eyes as she rested down onto his shaft.  Mason took her breasts into his hands and sucked her sensitive nipples.  When he released her they kissed.

“So India, seen anything you’d like to try?”

India looked round the room, “Yes Master.”

“What did you see?”

India gestured to the other side of the room, “I’d like to try that please master.”

Mason looked, across the room where she was pointing was a slave tied to a St. Andrews cross.  It took Mason a few minutes to work out what he was looking at, under the woman was a machine that was hammering a dildo in and out of her pussy – at the side was a control and passers by were changing the speed.  The woman was blindfolded.

Mason smiled, he helped India off his cock and pushed it back inside his pants – he wasn’t prepared to go naked just yet.  He stood up and made his way across the room, India following him.  As they arrived at the machine Bella appeared.

“I was watching you India,” she said, “I wondered if you’d like to have a go on this.  Most new slaves do.”

“I’d love to try it.”

“No problem, this slut’s been up here a while now.”  Bella turned off the machine and pulled it from the woman’s pussy.  Mason studied it as it came out, it was a simple piston system with a huge dildo on the end.  He smiled then helped Bella and India to release the woman. 

When she was free she could barely stand, the look of rapture on her face was nothing like Mason had ever seen.  He spoke to her.

“How many times did you cum slave?”

“Sir, this slave lost count sir,” she managed to say, “but I think it must have be 13 or 14 times sir.”  The slave turned to India and hugged her, “You’re going to love this.”  Then she turned and walked away.

Mason and Bella secured India to the cross and put on the blindfold.  Mason whispered in India’s ear that she could cum as many times as she wanted.  India smiled and thanked Mason.  Bella dropped to the floor and inserted the first inch of the fucking machine into India.  She stood up and handed the control to Mason.

“You should start slow sir,” said Bella, “but you can speed up quickly.”

Mason took the control and looked at it.  He turned the control gently and the dildo rose slowly into India, who gasped as it went in.  Mason watched as inch after inch disappeared until he thought there must be about nine inches inside her.  Mason looked at her obscured face, there was a look of total bliss and she gasped as slowly the machine pulled the cock out of her.

Bella kissed Mason’s ear and whispered into it, “You should speed this up now sir.”  Mason tore his face away from India’s and looked at Bella.  He smiled and twisted the dial – instantly the dildo sped up and India started to pant as it fucked her faster than any man could.

India had never felt sensations like this as the machine pounded her pussy without relief.  It had only been going for a minute or two but she could barely breathe as she was so excited.  She was struggling, pulling at the restraints that held her in place, desperate for some stimulation on her clit.

Mason could see what she needed and put out a hand towards her, then stopped.  “Bella,” he said, “Suck India’s clit till she cums.” 

Bella smiled, “My pleasure sir,” she said, dropping to her knees, her face millimeters away from India’s slit.  Bella extended her tongue and ran it down one leg, up the other and onto India’s clit.  India screamed as Bella touched her nub and came, shouting loudly.  Mason looked round, several men and slaves had turned to see what the noise was for. 

Bella kept licking and the machine kept pounding.  Mason watched India cum again before he slowed it down and put the control down.  He grabbed Bella’s hair and pulled her to her feet. 

“I’ll say thank you for India,” he said, then took one long look at India before deciding to leave her like that.  Mason walked away, leaving India impaled on the machine hammering away at her cunt.  It wouldn’t be long until someone else came along.  Besides, he realized that he needed the bathroom.

“Where’s the restroom Bella?” he asked.

“Sir, down the hallway, last door on the left before you get to the front door.  And sir, please remember than everyone here is here because they want to be.  Everyone sir.”

Mason left her, wondering what she meant by that.  As he entered the hall way he picked up the control for the girl hanging by her breasts.  As he walked past she was on tiptoes.  He looked around, feeling guilty and dirty but what the hell he thought.  Mason pushed the button and raised her off the ground.  The girl screamed in pain.  Mason looked at her for a moment, then picked up the riding crop and whipped each breast twice.  He smiled as thin red lines started to appear, then made for the restroom.

When he opened the door he paused.  He’d never seen a restroom like it in a private house.  It looked like something you’d see in a bar, with five cubicles and five urinals.  Except even that wasn’t  correct.  The first two stalls had had the urinal removed and in each was a naked girl.  They were both blindfolded and on the chests was written “Please use my mouth.”  Mason looked around, he wasn’t sure about this.

The door opened behind him and a man he didn’t recognize came and slapped him on the back.  “First time eh?”  Mason nodded.  “Make one of them drink your piss bud – sluts like this love it.”  With that he walked over to the first girl in the stall and pulled a cable – Mason hadn’t seen it before.  The girl’s head tilted back and her mouth opened.  The guy pulled out his dick and started to piss, aiming for her mouth.  Mason couldn’t believe it, she was drinking his piss.

When he’d finished he let go of the pulley and went to wash his hands.  Fuck, fuck, fuck thought Mason.  He walked to other girl and pulled the cord.  As with the other girl her head went back and her mouth opened.  Mason shrugged and pulled out his cock and started to piss. 

When he’d finished Mason grabbed a handful of her hair and wiped his cock in it.

“Don’t do that later in the night,” the other man said, “it will be soaking.”

Mason nodded and went to wash his hands.  He looked at the two girls when he left to restroom.  What drives someone to want to be used like that?  In the hallway the girl was still hanging by her tits, Mason picked up the control and lowered her down before going back into the main room.

When he entered he looked for India, she was still being fucked on the cross.  A girl was on her knees between India’s legs, Mason smiled looking at her.

“Like what you see sir?” a woman next to him said.  Mason turned, it was the serving girl from the dinner.  Mason looked at her, she could only have been 18 with long dark hair and firm teenage breasts.

“Very much so,” he replied, extending his arms so he could grab her breasts.

She looked at him, “Would you like to use me sir?”

“Yes,” whispered Mason.

Mason couldn’t resist, he pushed the girl to a table at the side of the room and put her on her back.  There was a bowl of condoms on the table and he picked one up.  While he slipped it on the girl started to rub her pussy, moaning softly.  Mason didn’t bother with foreplay, he just lined his cock up with her soaking wet pussy and started to fuck her.

He started slowly, pushing his enormous cock into her.  As he slid in she gasped, “oh fuck, Jesus Sir, that’s incredible.”  She kept rubbing her clit and it wasn’t long before she was cumming, screaming as she came.  Mason kept fucking her – he’d forgotten what it was like wearing a sheath, he’d been married at 23 and not worn once since, well, since he was as young as she was.

Mason kept fucking, he put his hands on her tits and crushed them in his powerful hands, this just increased the girl’s excitement.  As he fucked he could hear her speaking, “Slap my tits sir, hurt me please sir, hit me hard.”  Mason wasn’t sure, he’d never hit a woman before but she was literally asking for it so he released one of her tits, glanced round the room and slapped her breast.

“Harder please sir, much harder.”

Mason raised his hand back and slapped her has hard as he could.

“Oh fuck, fuck, that hurt sir,” she said between panting.  Mason was about to apologize when she spoke again, “Do it again please sir, keep hurting me sir.”  Mason kept hitting her, loving the way she reacted and it wasn’t long before she was screaming in pain and pleasure as she came again.  Mason grunted and he started to yell “yes . . . yes . . . YES . . . YESSSSSS” as he came in her, cumming in time with the girl.

When his orgasm subsided he released her, with his still hard cock embedded in her smooth teenage cunt.  He studied her breasts, one creamy white, the other red from where he’d been slapping her.  The girl still had a huge smile on her face, Mason could also see little tears dripping out of her eyes.  She raised her head up and looked at him.

“That was incredible, thank you sir,” she said, sliding her arms back to prop herself up on the table.  Mason smiled, he’d been really hurting this girl and she seemed to like it.  She squeezed her red breast.  “You really hurt me sir, thank you.  Most men are too gentle.”

Mason smiled, “I was sure I was doing it too hard.”

“Not for me sir, I love to have my tits slapped.”  She squeezed her cunt muscles and Mason tensed.  The girl smiled at him, “Especially when my cunt has a long fat cock in it.”

Mason pulled out and she slid off the table.  She pulled the condom off and sucked his cock clean before she stood up.

“Is this your first time here sir?”  Mason nodded, “I thought so sir.  Remember you’re the master here sir.  If you see a girl you like the look of her you don’t ask to fuck her, you tell her to fuck you sir.  Do you want me to stay with you sir, or can you see other girls you’d like to fuck?”

Mason looked round the room, “I think I’d like to look around . . . shit, I don’t know your name slave.”

The girl smiled, “And I don’t know yours either sir.”  And she walked away from him.  Mason smiled and shook his head.  A week ago he’d fucked four girls in his entire life, now he’d fucked India, Julie, Hazel and this teenager in the last 24 hours.  Plus the lesbian slave that had blown him.  He could get used to this life.

He stood there for a moment, surveying the room.  He could see Hazel, she was bent over a chair, a cock in her mouth while she was being fucked from behind.  He checked the cross, shit India was gone.  He scanned the room but couldn’t see her anywhere.  Mason panicked, where could she be?

He went to the dining room, she wasn’t there either.  A man spoke to him, “Looking for someone are you?”

“Yes, my slave, I left her on the cross.  Long blonde hair, big tits.”

“That’s half the girls here.  She could be in the dungeon or out in the gardens. Hey, HEY,” he was shouting at a naked girl walking past, “come here and suck my cock girl.”

Mason walked away, he was looking for the dungeon.  He asked another man who gave him directions – it was through a doorway in the hall.  In the dungeon he could see a dozen people, girls tied in various positions being fucked or punished, but India wasn’t there.  Quickly he left and went to the garden.

He found her there.  There was a circular ring marked on the grass, about 20 feet in diameter.  At the side were 30 or so men and six slave girls, all with huge breasts.  Mason gulped, India had a rope bound around her breasts, enlarging them and pushing them out.  Her arms were tied behind her back.  In the ring two of the slaves were standing, their tits tied together with a length of rope about six feet long. 

A man at the side blew a whistle and the two girls started to pull backwards.  They were both ball gagged, but her could hear their grunts and cries as they pulled each other around by their tits.  It took Mason a while to work it out, but the girls were trying to pull the other to the floor.  He approached to watch more closely.  A man he talked to confirmed his understanding – a girl won if she pulled the other to the floor.  She lost if she stepped out of the ring.  The men were gambling on the outcome.

Mason watched - they were both trying hard to force the other to the floor by pulling hard.  The pain in their tits must have been intense.

“What’s in it for the girls?” Mason asked the man next to him, not taking his eyes off the action

“The loser fucks the winner, so the winner gets to cum.  Ooh, well done,” he said.  One of the girls had stopped pulling and gushed forward, the other promptly falling to her ass.  Two men entered the ring and released the girls, taking out their gags and unhooking their breasts from each other (but he left their tits bound).

When they left the ring the winning girl sat in a chair and opened her legs, the loser got to her knees and started to lick the winner’s pussy.  Mason watched for a moment, before refocusing on the ring.  India was in it, one of the men inserting the gag into her mouth.  The girl she was up against was a bit bigger than her.

“Gentlemen, place you bets please.”  The system was simple, you bet on a girl and if she won you got a proportion of the losing girl’s bets.  Mason bet $50 on India to win.  When all the bets were in the competition began.  Mason reckoned that there were three bets on the other girl for every dollar on India.

“Take the strain slaves,” said the ring master.  Both slaves walked backwards and the rope lifted off the ground.  They leaned back and Mason could see the concentration on their faces.

“Three, two, one, goooo!” yelled the man.  The girl that India was fighting against pulled hard, unfortunately for her India just walked forward and she fell straight onto her ass.  Mason couldn’t help it and he started to laugh, and he wasn’t alone.

“We have a winner!”  India was taken from the ring, the gag removed and put into the winner’s chair.  Mason checked, she was smiling and looked happy.  The other girl was placed on her knees and started to lick India’s pussy.  Mason went to collect his winnings.  As he walked past India he reached down and grabbed one of her breasts, it was purple from the lack of oxygen.  She looked up at him.

“This is fantastic master,” she said.

“I’ve having a great time too India.”

Mason picked up his winnings, almost $150.  Not bad he thought, not bad at all.  He went back into the main room. 

The next few hours passed like a dream for Mason and India.  They saw each other occasionally, Mason saw he at one point being fucked by three guys at the same time, one in her pussy, one in her mouth and one in her ass.  He felt envious watching his girl getting fucked by other men, but at the same time he could hardly complain, given than he’d already fucked six girls that night and had his cock sucked by a fair few other girls.

At one point he was in the garden when John asked him if he liked ponies.  Mason figured that this must be a code word for something (like who goes to look at a pony at one am in the middle of a BDSM party?)

“Sure,” said Mason.

John smiled, “You’ll like these ponies Mason.  Come with me.”

John led him out into a grassed area to the side of the house.  There was a pony trap, but what Mason couldn’t take his eyes off were the two ponies harnessed to it.  These ponies were both female humans, about 25 years old.  They both had long blonde hair pulled back into high ponytails, blinkers on over their eyes and a black leather bit between their teeth. 

Mason had seen so many attractive and fit girls that night, but these two were something else.  Their bodies glistened with oil and sweat.  Their nipples had little bells attached to them, their bodies had leather straps all over them with reigns going back into the trap.  Each girl stood on one leg, their right.  When he got close he could see that their left legs were held upright by a rope.  Their feet were in ankle boots, but the heels were high.

John could see where he was looking.  “Stops them from running off,” he said smiling.

Mason looked shocked and John laughed.  “No, they’re here through choice Mason, as are we all.  Let me introduce you to my prize possessions, this is Siri and Iris, and yes, they are twin sisters.  I’ve owned them now for just over four years and they live as my ponies.  Let’s go for a ride round the estate.”

Mason got into the trap and John sat beside him.  He could see now that each girl had one arm tied behind her back, interlocked with her sisters.  John let their legs down and lightly whipped the two girls across their backs.

“Walk on,” he said and they started to move.  Mason was impressed, they both raised their right legs in time with each other and the trap started to move.  The ground was level and smooth and soon the house was receding into the night.

John explained how to control them, pull the left reign would slow down the girl on the left, so they’d turn left.  Whip her to get her to speed up, pull back to slow down and stop.  After he’d explained it all he handed the whip to Mason.

“Give it a go,” he said.  Mason took the whip off John and lightly lashed the twin’s backs.  Instantly they started to move more quickly, but still kept their legs in synch.  Mason could see a fork in the path coming up, when they were almost on it he pulled the right reign and the twins veered to the right.  Mason then lashed the girl on the right and she sped up.

Mason smiled, he could get used to this.  He and John had been chatting throughout, maybe for 10 or 15 minutes.  Mason looked back, the house was hidden behind a rise in the path.

“So Mason, fancy stopping the ponies and we can fuck them?”

“Sounds good John.”

“Great, pull over to that tree.”

Mason pulled on the left reign and the girls left the path, the trap bouncing uncomfortably over the grass.  As they approached the tree Mason pulled back on the reigns and the twins stopped about 10 feet short of it.  John pulled up on a rope to force one girl’s left leg up and Mason did the same, then he put the brake on and climbed out, Mason got out of the other side.

They walked round to the front and studied the girls.  Sweat was pouring down their graceful bodies, saliva dripping out of their mouths forced open by the bit gag.  John approached them and put a leash on each, then turned to Mason.

“Got a favorite?”

“John, I can’t tell the difference.”

John laughed, “No, they are pretty close aren’t they.”  He handed Mason the leashes and removed the girls from the trap.  John took a leash off Mason and kicked the girl.  She dropped to the floor, raised her ass up into the air, putting her hands behind her back.  Mason took his lead and did the same, his pony assuming the same position.  John dropped to his knees and pulled out his cock and started to fuck his girl.

Mason slipped on a condom and started to do the same.  The girl worked hard, she pushed back against him, timing her hip thrusts with his.  Mason put his hands onto the girls ass as he fucked her, his balls aching having cum six times that night, but nights like this don’t come all that often and he fucked her for all he was worth. 

For her part Siri (or was it Iris?) was panting harder than when she was running and soon she was grunting and bucking her hips as she came on his cock.  Mason took one hand off her ass and gripped her hair, yanking her head back.  She was still cumming but she winced in pain and that pushed Mason over the edge.

“Fuuuuuuucckkk,” he yelled as he came in the pony girl.  As he came Mason was very aware that next to him another man was fucking this girl’s twin sister.  Last week that would have bothered him, now it felt almost normal, almost.

John started grunting and Mason looked away as his host came in his pony.  They both stood up and hooked the girls back into the harness, before climbing back into the trap and travelling back to the house.  When they dismounted another slave took the ponies and led them away.

“How was your first ride in a pony trap then Mason?”

“John, it was fucking awesome.”

John smiled, “Next party come for another ride Mason.”  John slapped him on his back and they went back into the house.  John saw someone else he wanted to talk to and they separated.  Mason looked round the room and saw Bella walking towards him.

“John took you for a ride then sir?”

“Yes, It was, it was like nothing I’ve ever heard of or experienced before.”

Bella smiled, “He must like you sir, he hardly ever lets anyone out for a ride.  Did you get to fuck one sir?”

“I sure did,” he replied.

“Lucky you!” she said and turned to walk away.  Mason looked at her, he was pretty sure she wanted him.  And why would he say no?

“Come back here Bella,” he ordered, his voice hardening from it’s normal soft deep tones.  Bella stopped and turned round. 

“Yes Sir,” she said.

“Follow me slave.” 

Mason walked into the main room and found a chair.  He sat in it and ordered Bella to suck his cock.  Bella smiled, “My absolute pleasure sir.”  Mason looked at her, she must have been wanting him to fuck her all night.  How had he missed noticing her before?

Bella unzipped his fly and took out his cock.  Mason’s balls ached, he’d cum seven times now in five hours and wasn’t sure he could cum again, but Bella was going to try.  She didn’t mess around and took his full length into her mouth, even flaccid it was a good four inches long.  Bella sucked for all she was worth, cupping Mason’s balls and looking down at her, watching her at work soon got him excited and his cock started to grow. 

Mason looked up as Julie was walking past.  Their eyes met.

“Suck my ass Julie,” he ordered.  Julie dropped to her knees and Mason shuffled his ass down the chair so it was hanging off the edge.  Bella moved to one side and Julie slid under him.  Julie gently pulled his cheeks apart and inserted her tongue.  As soon as her expert tongue hit his ass hole Mason moaned, it wasn’t going to be easy for him but he was determined to cum in Bella.

Bella could take Mason’s full erect length down her throat with only a little choking.  She kept at it, sucking without stopping until Mason put his hand on her head.  She stopped, his full length buried in her throat.

“Fuck me Bella, fuck me hard.”

She took his cock out of her mouth and smiled, “Yes sir.”  Bella picked up a condom and rolled it down Mason’s cock before climbing onto his legs.  She straddled him and held his shaft in her hand, lining it up with her hole.  She smiled at him and planted her mouth on his.  When their mouth were locked Bella slid down his long, thick shaft and gasped as he filled her.

“Oh, oh sir, your cock is enormous sir, fuck me with it sir, fuck me as your little slave cunt sir,” Bella groaned as she started to fuck him.  Bella put her hands onto her head and scrunched her hair in her hands.  Mason looked up at her, she was lost in the moment with her eyes closed. 

Mason felt something on his belly, from under him Julie had extended a hand and was searching for Bella’s clit.  Mason smiled and grabbed Bella’s tits in his hands.  It wasn’t long before Bella was cumming.

“I’m cumming sir, fuck I’m cumming sir,” Bella cried as she started to cum.  She kept riding him as she came, yelling in pleasure but never slowing down.  After all, she was a slave who knew her place was to serve the person she was with, her pleasure was at best secondary.

Mason crushed Bella’s tits in his hands, he could feel and see Julie’s hand (as well as her expert tongue in his ass), he knew that these two girls were completely devoted to satisfying him.  The thought of that was what drove him to his final orgasm of the night, he’d fucked seven or eight girls in one night.  Shit, he thought, I’ve actually lost count.

He pulled Bella by her tits into him and they kissed.  Bella whispered in Mason’s ear, “I hope you come to next month’s party sir.”  She nibbled his ear for a moment before Mason lifted her off.

He checked his watch, it was close to two am and he was ready for bed.  He grabbed Julie by her long red hair and pulled her out from his ass. 

“Time for bed slave,” he told her.  Julie just nodded, she was exhausted and happy to go with him.  They made their way up the stairs, Julie telling him where the room was.  As he opened the door he heard movement in the room.  At the foot of the bed India and Hazel were getting into their submissive kneeling pose.  Mason smiled, he’d had an incredible night but it was equally great to see India again.

Mason looked at them, “How was your night girls?”

India spoke first, “Master, it was incredible.  It was everything I dreamed of when I thought that that would be what the porn shoot would be like.”  Julie and Hazel confirmed that they had also had a great evening. 

Mason used the restroom, then ordered the girls in one by one.  He lay on the bed, when Hazel came out he ordered her to lie on his right side, he put Julie on his left and India got between his legs and took his cock in her welcoming mouth.

“Sleep well sir,” said Julie.  Mason smiled and turned out the lights. 


Sunday

Mason woke early, the sunlight was creeping round the bottom of the curtains in the room.  He could feel India’s hair on his legs and her mouth on his cock.  She was gently sucking his shaft as he woke.  Mason smiled, he could never get bored of waking up like this.  His cock started to respond and grow in her expert mouth.  He thought back to the previous day, he’d come seven, no eight times last night, not forgetting he’d fucked India as they hiked in the mountains.  And shit, she’d blown him twice as well.  No wonder his balls ached.

Mason put a hand onto India’s head so that she knew he was awake.  She tightened her grip on his cock and sucked him harder.  He looked to his right where Hazel was lying on her left side, an arm draped over his chest, her head on his arm, her long red hair covering his shoulder.  She was still asleep.

He looked to his left, Julie’s dark hair was visible but she was turned away from him.  Mason took his left hand off India’s head and put into onto Hazel’s head.  He stroked her hair for a few moments before he took a handful of it and pulled gently.  Hazel woke instantly, turned to face Mason and smiled.

“Good morning sir,” she said, maintaining her submissive character.  Mason smiled back, she did still have her collar on after all.

“Good morning slave,” Mason replied, releasing his grasp on her head. 

Hazel moved in and lay on his shoulder, his arm under her head, mirroring the position of the sleeping Julie.  Mason and Hazel started to kiss, all the time India sucking his now rock hard cock.  Mason repeated the hair grab on Julie’s head and she opened her eyes.  She blinked a few times before she saw Hazel and Mason kissing.  Smiling, Julie started to kiss her master’s chest.

Mason broke off kissing Hazel and turned his head to Julie to kiss her.  Under the covers they could all hear India gagging on Mason’s cock. 

“OK girls,” Mason said, “I’m going to roll onto my side.  I want one of you to suck my ass hole and the other to kiss.  Any volunteers?”

Julie spoke first.  “Please may I suck your ass sir?”

“You may Julie, thank you.”  Mason rolled his head to face Hazel as Julie moved off his arm.  India wouldn’t know what was going on so he put his hand onto her head to hold it in place.  Slowly he rolled over onto his side to face Hazel.

Julie didn’t wait and slid down the bed to suck his ass.  She put her hands onto his cheeks and pulled them apart.  Mason gasped as she pushed her long tongue into his ass.  He started to buck his hips slowly, India was no longer sucking his cock, he was fucking her face.

He started to kiss Hazel, pushing his tongue into her willing mouth.  This was the highlight of his time with India so far, one girl to kiss and play with her tits, one to suck his cock and another to suck his ass.  Until three days ago no girl had ever done this for him, he loved the sensation of a tongue deep inside his ass.

Mason stopped moving his hips and India started to suck him again.  He put a hand back on her head to control her movements, he pushed her head down, burying almost his full length in her mouth.  India was gagging and slobbering and Mason got more and more excited hearing her struggle.  His balls started to tighten and he thrust again into India’s mouth.

He broke off kissing Hazel, Julie could sense he was close and continued to tongue fuck his ass as Mason came.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck girls I’m cumming.”

“Cum for us sir,” said Hazel, “Fill India’s mouth with your cum sir.”

“YESSSSS,” Mason yelled as he started to pump cum into India’s hot mouth and she didn’t move away as he filled her up.  Mason put his hands onto her head to make sure – he needn’t have bothered, she was a willing slave who only wanted to please and would have kept her head in place, but Mason enjoyed the feeling of control over her.

Eventually Mason pulled back, slowly removing his cock from its home.  Julie kissed her way up his back and Hazel moved up too so Mason could suck one of her nipples.  He rolled onto his back as Julie appeared, her face half hidden in her mane of red hair. He could feel India’s hair on his chest now, she was moving up his body.  When she appeared he smiled at her and she beamed back.

Mason looked from side to side, a redhead on his right, a brunette to his left and a huge breasted blonde lying on top of him.  Shit, could life get any better?  But then the thought that India would be leaving him tomorrow crossed his mind and the smile was replaced with a look of sadness, chances were he’d never see her again. 

“India,” Mason said, “why not share my cum with you sister slaves?”

India turned to face Julie and they started kissing.  India was on top of Julie and Mason could see the seed slipping from India’s mouth into Julie’s.  He got a twinge in his cock as it stopped shrinking back and pulsed as it grew again. 

India broke off from kissing Julie and repeated the scene with Hazel.  Now each girl had some of his cum in her mouth.

Mason lifted India off him and got out of the bed.  He took a couple of steps away and then turned to the three girls, they were all lying on the bed watching him. 

“Get off the bed and onto your knees girls,” he ordered them and he turned away and went into the bathroom.  When Mason came back he was pleased to see them all kneeling at the foot of the bed, they legs open wide displaying their smooth, hairless pussies.

He ignored his property as he got dressed, pulling on his jeans and a shirt.  The girls were all watching him, waiting for orders.  He crossed the room to the window, pulled back the curtains and opened the windows allowing fresh air into the room.

He inhaled deeply and stood there for a while, admiring the view across the lawns.  Shit he thought, this just couldn’t get any better.  Shame he’d never be able to afford anything like this. 

He left the windows open and crossed to the door.  He opened it and then paused.

“I’m going to stretch my legs and grab some coffee.  You can swallow, slaves.”  Each girl swallowed and thanked their owner.  “While I’m out, why don’t you three get back on the bed and enjoy each other’s company?  India, you can cum if you want to.”

“Thank you master,” she replied.  Mason stepped out and closed the door behind him.  He walked quickly down the hallway and descended the stairs two at a time.  Three hot slaves waiting for him when he got back, shit this was the best weekend of his life.  He was pleased to see that the slave who had been suspended by her tits wasn’t there any longer. 

Mason found his way to the dining room where he was greeted by a naked girl which the obligatory collar on her neck.

“Good morning sir,” she said to him smiling, “Can I get you anything sir?”

Mason extended his hands and put them onto her firm breasts.  She met his gaze and smiled even wider.

“Would you like to fuck me sir?”

He shook his head in disbelief.  How had he never known this life before?

“No thanks, well, not just yet anyway.  Can I get a coffee, black please?”

“Of course sir, it will be my pleasure.  Would you like anything else?” 

“No thank you, just the coffee.”

She stepped back and her breasts moved from Mason’s hands.  Then she turned and walked away.  After a couple of steps she turned back to him.

“Sir, most of the owners that are up are outside if you’d like to join them.  I’ll find you with your coffee.”

Mason looked round, he hadn’t noticed the sliding doors last night.  They were wide open and he walked out into the light and onto the grass.  He blinked in the bright morning light, when his eyes had adjusted he made out a group of people on a patio close to him.

As he walked he recognized a few of them and nodded.  He was looking for a seat when he heard a man shouting his name.  It was John, the owner of the mansion.

“Hey Mason, come here man, have a seat,” John said pulling out a chair.  Mason made his way over and sat down next to his new friend.

“So how was your night?  I hope you enjoyed yourself,” he said half laughing.

“John, I . . . I . . . I don’t know what to say.  It was incredible.”

“We hold them once a month.  You’re welcome back any time with three hot girls like that.  Took me a while but I recognize that redhead you’re with.  Flame isn’t it?  Seen her in more than one film.  Never knew she was a real life slave.”

“She’s not, none of them are,” Mason said, his voice falling.

“Really?  What the fuck man, you could have fooled me.  Especially India, take it from me man, she’s 100% submissive.”

“It’s not that John,” replied Mason and explained that she was only with him for five days.  While he was speaking the slave brought his coffee and put it on the table next to him.

“Can I get you anything else sir?” she asked.  Mason picked up the coffee and sipped it.  “No thank you . . . sorry I don’t know your name?”

She smiled at him, “This slave’s name is Gill sir.”

Mason smiled at her, “Not at the moment thank you Gill.”

“You’re welcome sir.  Enjoy your coffee sir.”

John looked knowingly at Mason.  “You’ve got to learn to do better than that Mason,” he said, “That girl is a slave, she doesn’t have to like you, she needs to know that you can control and dominate her.  In fact, the more you’re nice to her, the less she’ll like you.  Remember, she chose this life, she likes being dominated.”

Mason thought about it for a moment and discussed further how he had to be more controlling if he wanted to own a slave full time.

“I’ll show you,” said John, looking around, “Ask that slave, Gill wasn’t it, to get us coffee.”

Mason looked round, Gill was standing nearby.  “Hey, Gill,” he half shouted at her, “Please get me two coffees, one black and one with cream.  Thanks.”

“My pleasure sir,” she said looking at Mason.

Mason watched her walk away.

“It takes time to learn this Mason,” John said, “but I’m pretty sure you can do it.  And the two other girls you brought, Flame and the brunette – if you want to own them, I’m pretty sure you can.  They were pretty submissive when I fucked them last night.”

Mason was surprised, he had thought that it would just be a one off with them and said as much.

“Mason, it will be if you carry on like this.  Take control and don’t ask them for permission or what they want.  Tell them what you want and let them know what will happen if they don’t obey you.  Have you ever punished a slave before?”

Mason shook his head.

“Hmm, when that blonde comes back and she’s sucking your cock I’ll give you my riding crop.  Tell her she’s shit at sucking your cock or took too long to get your drink then lash her.  Show me you can do it.”

Mason opened his mouth to speak but John cut him off.

“If you can’t whip a girl you don’t know you’ll never be able to discipline a girl you care about.  And I’m pretty sure you care about India.”

Mason thought about that.  John was right, he did care about India, more than he was prepared to admit.  As luck would have it the girl took over 10 minutes to return with the coffee.  John winked at him as she approached and pushed his crop towards him.

“Now’s the time Mason.  Take the step to ownership.”

The slave put the coffees down on the table and started to speak.  “Sirs, I’m sorry that took so long, I was . . .” Mason cut her off.

“I don’t care why,” he said, “You should obey orders better than that.”  She started to speak again and Mason just said "Silence."

"Turn round and bend over,” he ordered.  “Yes sir,” she replied quietly.  Mason picked up the crop and looked at John.  John mouthed “Go On” to Mason and he swished the crop in the air before bringing it down onto Gill’s rear.  He didn’t do it hard and she hardly reacted.

“Harder,” said John, “She needs to feel pain so she learns her lesson.”

Mason struck her again and again, each time harder than the last.  By his seventh or eighth stroke Gill was screaming after each one.  The poor girl was breathing deeply and crying.  Mason delivered two more blows, taking her up to 10 before he put the crop down.

“Turn round slave,” Mason ordered.  Gill straightened up, tears flowing down her face, her makeup smeared.  “Anything you’d like to say to me slave?”

Gill spoke through her tears, “I’m sorry I took so long with your coffee sir, it won’t happen again.  Thank you for teaching me a lesson sir.”

“You’re welcome slave.  Now suck my cock.”

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.  Gill dropped to her knees and unzipped Mason’s pants.  She pulled his cock into her mouth and started to suck.  Her tears were stopping and Mason looked down her back to her ass, were several red lines were starting to form.  He felt guilty about what he’d done and looked to John.  John smiled, he could read Mason’s thoughts.

“First time you’ve whipped a woman eh?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t worry about it – the first time is the hardest.  See, the problem was you were soft with her when you ordered the coffee – she then took a liberty and stopped for a chat with a friend, figuring that you’d go easy on her.  Slut learned her lesson, didn’t you slave?”

Gill popped Mason’s cock out of her mouth and spoke, “Yes sir, it won’t happen again sir,” and with that she took Mason back into her mouth and sucked.

Mason still found this situation bizarre, talking to a man be barely knew while a girl he’d exchanged 30 words with (and he’d hit 10 times with a riding crop, reducing her to tears) sucked his cock, for no reason other than he’d asked, no ordered her to.

When he finished his coffee Mason put the cup down and pulled Gill’s hair sharply, his cock coming out of her mouth.  Mason looked at her.

“Enough, I’ve got to leave now slave.”

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock sir, and thank you for punishing me.  I won’t stop to talk when I’m obeying orders again sir.”

Mason put his cock away and stood up.

“Leaving us Mason?” asked John.

“Not just yet, I’ve got to go to my room and get my slaves something to eat.”

“Bring them down, I’d like your redhead to blow me, if you don’t mind.”

Mason smiled, “No problem John.”

Mason left the table and re-entered the house, made his way up the stairs and into his room from last night.  He opened the door silently he was pleased by what he saw, the three girls were all on their sides, forming a triangle, each one with her head buried deep in another girl’s cunt.  India was eating Julie, Julie was eating Hazel and Hazel licking out India.

India had her hands across on Hazel’s tits, Hazel had her hands on Julie’s tits and Julie had hold of India’s huge breasts.  Each girl was moaning loudly, none of them had noticed Mason coming into the room.  Judging by her breathing Mason thought that Julie was about to cum.  He pulled his cock out of his pants and started to wank himself.  He could watch this for hours, he thought.

Hazel pulled her mouth slightly away from India’s pussy as she started to groan loudly.  “I’m cumming, oh Christ Julie . . .YESSSSS,” she yelled as she clamped her legs around Julie’s head, forcing her to keep sucking her pussy.  When she finally relaxed Hazel pushed her head back into India’s cunt to resume her licking.

Mason smiled, he’d seen enough.  “Alright girls,” he said and instantly they broke from their tryst, looking at him.  “Off the bed, on your knees, legs slightly apart, facing the bed, bent at the waist, faces down into the bed.  Fold your arms behind your backs.”  The girls hurried to obey him.

Mason dropped to his knees behind India and pushed his rock hard cock into her pussy.  India gasped and moaned as he pushed inside her.  He put his right hand over her hips and onto her clit and started to rub it.  It wasn’t long before she was gyrating, pushing back against him.  Her hands were moving, grabbing and releasing her elbows as excitement built in her.

India was approaching orgasm when Mason abruptly withdrew from her and pulled his hand away.  India cried out, Mason was going to play with them all.  He repeated this move on Julie, then on Hazel, working his way up and down the line of girls, toying with them.  On his third pass down the line he allowed them to cum, one by one.

As he withdrew from Hazel he grabbed a handful of Julie’s hair and wiped his cock in it.  “OK girls, let’s go outside and get breakfast.  Follow me.”  Mason hadn’t cum, he wanted to wait until later.  The three naked girls stood up and followed Mason down the stairs, through the dining room and out into the gardens.

As they stepped outside Mason spoke to his slaves.  “India, Julie, mingle with the crowd and be good slaves.  Hazel, stay with me.”  Julie and India separated from him and were soon servicing the breakfast crowd.  Mason smiled as he watched India being put to use by Mistress Penny for a second time.  He scanned the tables and soon located John.  He walked over to him, Hazel following slightly behind.

As they approached John looked up and smiled.  He undid his flies and looked at Hazel.  “Suck my cock slave,” he ordered. 

“My pleasure sir,” she replied and was quickly on her knees, sucking away.  Mason smiled, watching her mane of red hair bobbing up and down on his new friend’s cock.  Mason and John fell back into conversation, while Hazel continued.  He clearly wasn’t in in any hurry to cum and she’d be there for a long while.

Eventually Mason and John’s conversation fell into a lull and John restarted it.

“Are you going to the fair today Mason?”

“Sure am – that’s why India’s here in the first place.”  Mason explained to John that they’d only been together for four days and that she’d be leaving him tomorrow.  As he spoke, Mason’s voice slowed and deepened – he’d known that this was coming but it wasn’t easy to say.

“Man, that’s too bad,” said John, “You two are great together.”

Mason looked round, India was lying on her back on a table, a man fucking her pussy and another fucking her throat.

“If you want to come back to one of my parties you’re welcome Mason.  You don’t even need to bring any girls with you.”  John put his hand onto Hazel’s head and forced his cock down her throat.  She started to gag but John didn’t allow her to move.  He held her in place before fisting her hair with the other hand.  He then started to force her head up and down, very quickly, Hazel gagging continually.  John didn’t allow her any relief and her suffering turned him on.  Mason was suddenly aware that he was watching this and he turned away. 

Mason was looking around at couples and naked girls when he heard John starting to yell.  “That’s it slave, yes, yes, YES oh fuck YES slave,” as John was clearly climaxing.  Mason waited a few minutes before he turned back to John, who had his head back and was smiling.  He’d released Hazel and she was continuing to lick and suck John’s cock and balls. 

Mason smiled as John straightened up.  He pulled Hazel up by her hair and slapped her ass.  “Good girl,” he said, “Now go and get something to eat.”

“Thank you sir,” she said and turned back to the house.  John slapped her again and the men watched her walk away.

As she disappeared into the house John turned back to Mason.

“How the fuck did you find her and Julie?  I’ve got them both now, shit man I’ve watched enough of their films,” said John.

Mason looked at him, “India wanted to shoot a porno and they were on set with her.  I was there as India’s guardian and we got to chatting.  I told them about your party and they were almost begging me for an invite.”

John shook his head, “If they’d asked they would have been welcome any time.”

“They didn’t know you or how to get in touch.”

“Guess not.”

“John, what time do things wind down here?”

“After breakfast – which will last until about 11.  Everyone will be gone by 11:30 and then my slaves will clean up.”  John paused, then added, “You can stay if you want, maybe you’d like to exercise my ponies again?”

Mason checked his watch and John saw him.  “You can leave whenever you want Mason – and you can take your girls with you.  I dare say India would like to see a bit more of the city before she leaves.  But remember, she’s your slave and you set the rules”

“That’s very kind of you John.  I would like to take your ponies out for some exercise.”  Mason thought to himself that the chance would never come again, so best to make the most of it.

“No problem Mason.  Just let her finish first .  .  .”

Mason looked around, India was sucking another cock.  He didn’t like it, but could hardly complain given the number of women he’d fucked.  Mason watched, as soon as the guy withdrew he stood up and excused himself and walked over to her.

“India, go inside and get something to eat.”

“Thank you master,” she replied and moved towards the house.  It took Mason a few minutes to locate Julie, she was serving a man coffee.  When she started back to the house Mason walked with her.  Hazel was sat at a table with India where they were chatting and eating.  Mason walked over with Julie in tow and they sat down.

“Get something to eat Julie,” he ordered, “then we’ll go back to the room, pack, you can all dress, then I’ll take you both back to the station.”

“Thank you sir,” said Julie as she stood up.  It still felt very surreal to Mason that he was sat at a table with three naked women who would obey his every order.  They talked and ate until the girls were full then they went back to their room, the girls got dressed and they went to the car.  Mason went to find John to say he was taking Julie and Hazel back to the station, but he’d be back later with India.

When they got into the car Mason removed their collars and they both rubbed their necks and looked at Mason.  “Thank you” they both said, they were no longer wearing their collars and didn’t address him as sir again.

When they got to the station Julie and Hazel got out.  They took a couple of steps before turning back to Mason’s window.  He wound it down and looked at them.

“Will we see you again Mason?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“How about tonight?  After the fair?”

Mason was about to agree, hell, who wouldn’t want to fuck them but then he looked at India.  She was smiling, but he could see that she was a bit sad.  Fuck, he thought, I can’t believe I’m about to say this.

“No, not tonight girls.”  It was his last night with India after all, he wanted to spend it with her, and only her.

“I’ll call you both later in the week.”

“That means you won’t see us again, doesn’t it Mason?” said Julie.

“No, it . . . it means that it’s my last night with India and I want to spend it with her.  Just the two of us.  And I’ll call you on Wednesday, if that’s OK – Tuesday will be my first day back after three days off and I’ll be in work until late.”

Julie and Hazel both smiled.  Hazel leaned into the open window and kissed Mason.

“See you then, and have a great night India.  I loved working with you.  Professionally and personally – come and visit us again.”

“Yes do India,” added Julie.

India smiled, “I hope I can come out again soon.”

They girls backed off and headed for the station.  Mason and India watched them walk away before he rolled up the window and put the car back into gear.  As they drove out of the lot India asked, “So what are we doing next Master?”

“Going for a pony ride,” Mason replied, smiling and not giving anything away.  He didn’t know if India had seen the twins last night – he stole a glance at her, she looked puzzled so he reckoned she hadn’t seen the pony girls.  She was in for a surprise.

India soon recognized where they were heading.  “Are we going back to John and Bella’s master?” she asked.

“Yes,” replied Mason, giving nothing away.  She sensed that he had something planned and didn’t speak again.

At the house there were only a few cars left and most of those had people getting into them ready to leave.  Mason parked and got out, India followed him.

“Strip,” he ordered India.

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Within seconds she was naked.  Mason opened the trunk and India put her clothes in, he put a blindfold onto her then they went into the house.  Bella greeted them and told Mason that John was in the stables.

“He’s getting the ponies ready for you sir,” she added as they walked out into the sun drenched rear gardens.  Mason led India by her leash. 

Once round the back he paused, he’d seen the stables that morning at breakfast but hadn’t realized what they were, they just looked like any outbuilding.  The building was 70, maybe 80 feet long with a pitched roof.  He walked towards it, with India following him, unaware of what was happening. 

The stable doors were open and Mason walked in.  John was standing there, admiring his ponies.  A slave was standing at the twins’ side, brushing them down.

“Mason, glad you came back.  Ready take them out for a ride?”

“Sure am,” said Mason, a wide grin showing on his face.

“They’ll be ready in a few minutes.  Want to study them?”

Mason nodded and looked at them.  In the light of day they were, if anything, more impressive than the previous night.  The girls were about 5’ 6” or 7” with not an ounce of fat on them.  Their legs were strong and sturdy, as to be expected from slaves who spent their lives running.

On their heads were matching feathers, bit gags in their mouths.  Both had their small breasts constrained by leather straps.  They each had one arm behind their back and were holding an arm of the pony trap.

“India will need sun cream,” said John, waking Mason out of his daydream, “Gina, they are ready now, get India here creamed up.”

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Gina walked away from the twins and took a tub from a shelf.  She applied the cream liberally over India’s body while John explained how to control the pony girl twins.

“They speak English of course and understand everything we are saying, but they aren’t allowed to speak.  Isn’t that right girls?”

Neither girl looked at John but they both raised their right leg and stamped it once on the ground.

“One stamp for yes, two for no Mason.  Basic commands are walk on, or run.  Issue a command and then whip them, or the other way around to get them moving.  You remember how to steer them yes?  When they walk you expect them to high step, their legs must be in time with each other.  Whip them if they don’t maintain standards.  But that won’t be necessary, will it twins?”

Again, the twins raised their right legs but this time stamped the ground twice.

“And when my friend comes back he’ll give me a report on how you performed.  You won’t let me down, will you girls?”

The ponies stamped their legs twice to indicate no.  Mason could almost sense India’s curiosity, what was about to happen?

“And I’ve put some food and drinks into a hamper, just be back for about 1:30.  Enjoy yourself Mason.  And at the fork go the other way, they’ll pull to the left but don’t let them guide you.”

“Thanks man, this is going to be incredible.”

Mason helped India into the trap and then climbed up beside her.  He checked his watch, he had almost two hours to spend with the twins.  Nervously he picked up the whip and glanced at John who gestured to him.  The inference was clear, if he was to make the ponies move he had to use the whip.

Gently he laid a stroke across one of their backs – Mason had no idea if it was Iris or Siri.  She grunted through the gag and Mason spoke to them, “Walk on.”  Each girl lifted her right leg high, so her knee was level with her stomach before planting it back down and the trap moved forwards.  It wasn’t a fast way to travel Mason decided.

Once they were clear of the shed Mason took India’s blindfold off.  She blinked rapidly in the light, before looking around.  She was well trained and knew not to speak out of turn, but she couldn’t help it.  “What the fuck?” she said, her voice tailing off as she took in the sight of twin sisters, dressed like ponies pulling a trap that she was sat in.  Mason let it go.  He was secretly pleased that he’d managed to surprise her to this extent.

India turned to Mason.  “Is this for real?”  After a moment she added, “Master.”  Mason let it slide again.

“It sure is India.”

When they were clear of the stable block Mason lightly whipped the twins and ordered them to run.  The high stepping came to an instant end and the two girls started to run.  Mason was pleased to see that they kept in step with each other, even now they were running.

As they approached the fork in the path (where the previous night John had gone left) Mason remembered John’s words and he pulled on the right reign.  He felt some resistance from Iris (or was it Siri?) so he pulled harder and whipped them both, harder this time.  Slowly under his direction they pulled to the right and Mason and India enjoyed the ride, the ponies must have been making five miles an hour or so and they generated a light breeze. 

Mason looked at the backs of the twins, sweat was pouring down them.  He felt them slowing and was tempted to allow them to rest, but instead he picked up the whip.

“Are you going to whip them Master?” asked India.

“Yes, they aren’t pulling as quickly as they were.  John told me not to allow them to control the pace – I’m the Master, aren’t I India?”

India gave a half smile, “Yes Master, you are.”  Mason laid a couple of slow lashes across the girl’s backs and was rewarded as they sped up again.  He’d been told that there was a great spot by the edge of the lake, about three miles from the fork.  “You’ll know it when you see it,” John had told him.  In the distance Mason could see a fence with a forest behind it, leading down to the lake.  The path led to the fence, then followed it towards the lake edge.  Other than an occasional whipping he didn’t have much to do and he and India fell back into conversation.

20 minutes or so later the path dipped as it approached the lake and Mason could see what John had meant.  By the edge of the lake there was a small group of trees with a table set in the shade.  There was a raised bar as well where the pony girls could be hitched.

Mason pulled on the reins and the twins slowed to a walk when they were 100 feet away.  Without being commanded they started to high step again.  They were very well trained.  When they were two feet from the bar they came to a halt and Mason climbed out of the pony trap.  He tied the reins to the bar so the girls couldn’t move off and then turned to look at them. 

Their bodies were a glistening, covered in sweat and oil from the sun block.  Their chins were covered in drool from where their mouths had been forced open for half an hour by the gags.  Their lungs and chests were heaving rapidly and they were panting loudly. 

Mason looked up at the sun, the girls were in the shade and would be for the next hour or more.

“Sure is hot,” he said, “Get me a coke India.”

“My pleasure Master,” said India who was climbing out of the cart.

“And get yourself something if you’re thirsty.”

“Thank you master,” she added.  India opened the hamper and discovered an iced section.  She took out a coke for Mason and bottle of water for herself.

“Master, should I get something for the pony girls?”

Mason looked at the twins, they must have been desperate for a drink.  “No, nothing for the animals.”  He looked at their faces, he could see the look of disgust on each one of their pretty faces.  He took a step towards them and took one of each of their small breasts into his hands.  He rubbed the hot, sweaty mounds of flesh and then sank his fingers in.  Each one whinnied like a horse would.

“Maybe before we set off back, if you behave.”

They didn’t respond, as he’d expected.  He released his grip on their breasts and ran his hands down their bodies, pushing between their legs.  He pushed the harness to one side and slipped 2 fingers in each girl’s soaking wet cunt.  He pushed his fingers in and out, the sweat from their running made them very wet.

India saw what was going on and moved towards her owner.  She put the drinks down and slipped under the arms of the trap and positioned herself between Iris and Siri.  Without being asked she opened his pants and took his cock into her mouth and started to suck.  She was instantly rewarded with a pulse in his cock as it started to grow in her mouth.  Mason looked down on her.

“You can masturbate if you want India.”

“Ank u,” she managed to say without taking him out of her mouth. 

The twins breathing was less erratic now and their chests were moving less quickly.  Mason was fully hard under India’s expert tongue as she slid him up and down her throat.  Mason could see that her hand was busy between her legs.  The four of them stayed in that position, Mason finger fucking the twins while India sucked him and rubbed herself.  Shit he thought, the only thing that was wrong with this was that he could never tell anyone, let’s face it he thought, no one would believe me anyway.

Mason continued to fuck the twins with his fingers.  His breathing was deepening, he was getting close to cumming.  He judged that the twins were close as well, they were breathing deeply and their stomachs were heaving.

“I’m going to count to 10 slaves, we’ll all cum together.  Cum before I do or don’t cum and you’ll get a good whipping.”

“One . . . . two . . . . three,” Mason counted out loud.  He waited five or so seconds between each number, to make sure they could judge when it would be time to cum.  The pony on his right hand was very close, this must be agony for her Mason thought.  The idea that she was struggling to contain her orgasm excited him.

“Four . . . five . . . six . . . seven.”

Mason was bucking his hips now, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into India’s throat.  She was gagging a little and spit was dripping down her face.  She was whining and gasping, she was close as well.

“Eiiiight . . . . nINE . . . . .oh God fuck TEN” yelled Mason as he came into India’s mouth.  He felt her jaw moving on his cock, trying hard not to bite him.  India was cumming as ordered.  Mason kept his hands pumping the pony’s cunts, he looked to his left, the girl on his hand was cumming, she’d put her head back and her face was one of delight.  A glance to his right showed that this girl had just started to cum – she was late.

Mason kept fucking the twins as he continued to pump cum into India’s mouth.  After six or seven spurts he slowed down his fucking of her mouth and pulled his fingers from the twins’ slits.  He stepped back, his cock coming out of India’s hot mouth.  He turned to the girl on his left.

“Did you cum when I counted 10?”

She stamped her right leg once for yes.  Mason turned to the other girl.

“And you?  Did you cum when I got to 10?”

She hesitated, then raised her leg and stamped it once.  Her eyes met Mason’s, she knew that he knew she’d been late.  She raised her leg a second time and stomped it.  Mason didn’t want to whip her, it hardly seemed fair given the work that she’d done in pulling the cart.  He’d only threatened it as it excited him, but now he’d have to go through with it.  He took a deep breath.

“India, get me the whip.”

India looked up at Mason, it was clear that she wanted to speak, but with a mouth full of cum she couldn’t.  She crawled out from between the twins stood up and walked slowly to the pony trap.  She picked up the whip and slowly made her way back to Mason.  He’d moved behind the slow pony and stood waiting for the whip.  India handed it to him and waited, nervously.

Mason swished it a couple of times in the air before he laid a stroke onto the unfortunate girl’s back.  She screamed as the thin leather bit into her back.  Mason had struck her much harder than when he’d been driving the girls a few minutes before.  He waited for her to calm down before striking her again.  Once again she screamed through the gag. 

Mason looked at her back, a thin red line had appeared where the whip first bit into her soft skin and a second was starting to form.  He wasn’t enjoying this, but John had made it plain to him that his slaves were expected to obey all orders.  He struck her another four times before deciding she’d had enough.  The poor girl screamed after each blow and was crying by the end.  Her sister stood motionless, doubtless not wanting to cross Mason.

After the sixth blow Mason gave the whip back to India and spoke to her, his voice quiet, disturbed at what he’d done.  The blonde pony stood still, her cries subsiding.

“Put this away, get the hamper and follow me to the table India.  Oh, and swallow.”

India replied, Mason could hear the fear in her voice, “Thank you Master.”  She was afraid that Mason was going to whip her.

“I didn’t enjoy doing that India,” he said.

“OK Master.”

“No, really I didn’t.  I said she had to cum on command and threatened her with a punishment if she didn’t.  She didn’t cum, so I had to punish her.”

“You didn’t have to make the threat master.”

“No, that’s right.  But I thought it would be exciting for everyone.  And John told me that I had to keep the twins under firm control.”

India accepted this and didn’t speak for a moment as they walked away from the restrained girls.  When they got to the table she put the hamper down and opened it, spreading the food and drinks out onto the table.  When she’d finished she spoke softly to Mason.

“Would you have whipped me master?”

Mason thought about it.  “I would have asked you if it was OK to punish you, and then I would have whipped you, yes.  But you’ve got a safe word, I would have respected that.  And I wouldn’t have whipped you as hard.”

“You should do master, I’m your slave and I live to serve you.  Well, for the next day or so.”

Both of them felt a pang when she said that.  Tomorrow India would be flying out and leaving Mason behind, probably forever.

“Let’s not talk about that India,” said Mason reaching for a sandwich.  They ate lightly and talked, the atmosphere somewhat ruined by India’s statement of fact.  After they’d finished they went for a short swim in the lake. 

When they got out and dried off they packed up and went back to the twins, standing where they’d been left, sweat pooled on the ground underneath them.  Mason felt sorry for them, he ordered India to get a couple of bottles of water from the pack and they studied the girls’ gags.  It took them a while to work out that they were part of their head harnesses and couldn’t be removed.  They were padlocked in place at the back of the twin’s heads.

“We tried,” said Mason.  He unhitched them from the pole and helped India into the trap, passing the reins to her.  He walked round the back and clambered in beside her.  India handed the reins to her master and he pulled on them.  The girls moved to the left under his direction and were soon pointing back towards the stables.  Mason picked up the whip and laid a gentle lash across their backs.

“Walk on,” he commanded and they started to move, slowly high stepping up the path.  He waited for a couple of minutes, allowing them to get their muscles warmed up before lashing them harder and ordering them to run.  The responded quickly and were soon running along.  As they approached the rise they slowed down.  Mason whipped them lightly to encourage them, but he could see that they were trying hard.

At the top of the rise they sped up again and India spoke.

“Master, do you think I could have a go?”

“Sure India,” replied Mason passing the whip and reins to India.  India smiled.

“That wasn’t what I meant master, could I have a go as a pony girl?  And pull you around for a bit?”

Mason could barely constrain his enthusiasm.  “I’ll ask John when we get back.”

“Thank you master.”

“For now, just suck my cock as we ride.”

“My pleasure master,” she said, bending across the trap and taking his cock into her mouth.  She sucked gently as they rode the two miles back to the house.

As they approached Mason pulled her off by her hair and he pulled back on the reins, the twins once again resuming their slow, high stepping gait.  Mason didn’t need to guide them, they walked back into the stable and came to a standstill.  A woman they hadn’t seen before took the reins and helped them down.  Mason looked at her, she was the oldest female he’d seen.  She had a collar on her neck but was dressed in jodhpurs, a riding jacket and knee length horsey boots.

The woman studied the twins, taking note of the whip marks on one of their backs.

“Sir,” she said, “I hope you weren’t disappointed by the twins.  Please let me know if you were and I will arrange an appropriate punishment for this one,” gesturing towards the one he’d whipped.

“Oh, er, no, they were great.”

“But you’ve whipped her sir?”

“Yes, she didn’t cum when I ordered her to.”

The woman turned and lashed the poor girl three times, the pony was soon crying.  “Stupid cunt,” she shouted, “He was generous enough to allow you to cum and you couldn’t manage that?  You’ll be punished later slut.”  She then landed another three blows onto her back.

“I am sorry sir.  Would you like to punish me for their short fallings?”

Mason hesitated and she spoke again.  “I am their trainer sir, if they disappoint it is my fault and I should be punished accordingly.”

“No,” said Mason.  He didn’t want India to see him whipping another woman, he was very aware of how she’d reacted before.

“You are kind sir,” she added, “I will inform Master John or Mistress Bella later and they will arrange some suitable punishment for me.”

“There is one thing,” said Mason, “India would like to try being a pony, would that be possible.”

The woman smiled, “I think so sir, let me call my master and ask.”  She pulled out cell phone from her pocket and dialed.  Mason overheard part of the conversation, it wasn’t going to be a problem.

“And Master,” she added, “Master Mason had to whip one of the twins.  How should I be punished for their failure? . . . . Very well Master, thank you.”

John was desperate to know how she would be punished, so he asked.  After all, he was a master and she was a slave.

“Thank you for asking sir.  My owner would like your slave to administer 10 lashes to me.  If you or she refuses – or if you hadn’t asked – he will come down and give me 20.  And he will be far more severe than you or she would be.”

“I can’t do that,” said India, “Please don’t make me.”

“Please,” said the slave, begging India, “Please, you have to whip me.  If you don’t it will be far worse for me.  Think about it while you pull your master around.”  She walked over to India and put her hand onto India’s chin, lifting it up until their eyes met.

“You have to whip me, you’re a slave and your master will order you to do it.”  Then she leaned in and kissed India, mouths open, tongues entwined.

Mason spoke, “India, I’ll order you to do it.  If you want to refuse you can use your safe word, but just remember it will be much worse for  . . . I’m sorry, I don’t know your name?”

The girls broke off their kissing and spoke.  “This slave’s name is Jet sir.”

Mason looked at her, with her long black hair the name suited her.

“Thank you.  Much worse for Jet, and you don’t want her to suffer, do you?”

“No sir,” replied India quietly, “I’ll think about it master.”  India was clearly troubled about this.

Jet spoke to them both again.  “India, it’s OK, I’ve chosen to live this life and all that it entails.  I’ve been a slave now for almost 30 years and wouldn’t want to live any other form of life.  It’s what I am.  Now, let’s get India ready for her first pony experience.”

Jet moved away from India and walked over to a wall which was covered in leather tack and shoes.

“What foot size are you India?”

“5, no 6.  Sorry, I’m a 6 in US shoe sizes”.

Jet studied the wall and lifted off a pair of knee length boots.  “Let’s try these first.  And India, you’re a pony now.  Don’t speak again until your master tells you to.  All you can do is stamp your right leg once for yes and twice for no.  Do you understand?”

India stamped her right leg once on the ground.  She looked at Mason, he was clearly going to enjoy this and that made her feel good about what was going to happen.

“Sit down on the hay bale.”

India turned round and saw the hale bales.  She moved over and sat on it, the loose ends sticking up and irritating her skin.  Jet moved across and kneeled down in front of her.  Ominously India noticed that in addition to boots she was carrying a riding crop.

First Jet put a think pair of socks onto India’s legs, they came up to just below the knee.  “You won’t see these sir,” Jet said, “The boots will completely cover them.”

Next Jet dusted the insides of the boots with talc and put one onto India’s right leg.  The base of the shoe was arched upwards, so that her ankle would be at 45o.  The boots were laced up at the back and it took Jet a good while to get them done up tight.  Once it was secured Jet showed Mason (who’d moved over to watch) the other boot.

“These are custom made,” she said, showing them the left boot, “The sole is made of leather covered steel, it forces the pony’s ankle/foot to 45o so that only her toe area touches the floor.  But look at the base sir – a real horse shoe on it.  That’s the only part that will make contact with the ground, she’s leave real pony footsteps.”
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Jet slipped the other boot on, fastened it up and helped India to her feet.  “You’ll be a little unstable until we get you into the pony trap – the wheel touching the ground will help you balance.  But do the boots feel OK?  You’re not going to move around in them and get blisters are you?”

India pushed her feet inside the boots and tried to move them.  The boots were snug, without being overly tight.  “They’re good OOOOWWWWW”.  India had just started to speak and Jet moved quickly, raising the crop and bringing it down hard into her breasts, once, twice and then a third, India screaming each time.

“Ponies don’t speak,” barked Jet.  Poor India screamed after each blow, maybe I can whip this woman later as revenge she thought.  “Let’s try that again India.  “Are the boots OK?”

India raised her right leg and stamped it down onto the ground.

“Better.  Next time you’ll get a proper whipping if you speak again.  Understand?”

India opened her mouth, then closed it and stamped her leg once more.

“You’re learning pony.  Good.  Now Sir, would you like you’re pony to wear a tail?”

“A tail?”

“Yes sir, come with me.” 

Jet took Mason over to the wall with the equipment on it, India was watching nervously.  Jet showed Mason the tails.

“Essentially it’s a butt plug sir, with a long tail attached to it.  Has she had much anal experience sir?”

“Some.”

“OK, then a six inch one should do.  This is a good one to start with,” Jet said, reaching for a black rubber butt plug with a long, blonde tail on it.  She took it off the wall and handed it to Mason.  “Would you like to insert it into your slave sir?”
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Mason couldn’t help but smile.  “Yes I would.”

Jet walked back to India, Mason following.  “Open your mouth wide slave,” Jet ordered and India obeyed.  “Put the tail into her mouth sir.”  Mason inserted the rubber plug end into India’s mouth and she closed her lips around it.

“Don’t just hold it India, it’s going up your ass.  Suck it, get it wet.  It will make it so much easier for you master to insert it into you, and it will hurt you less.”  India didn’t respond, she just started to suck it, generating as much saliva as she could.

“Now Sir,” said Jet, “Let’s pick a body and head harness for her.  Given the size of her breasts we should find something with some support.”

Jet cast her expert eye over the selection of harnesses and picked one out.  “Let’s try this one, the black leather should look good against her pale skin.”  Mason could hear the noises of India’s hoofs moving on the paved floor of the stable.  He turned to look, India couldn’t stay still in the heels.

When Jet returned she pushed India’s legs apart and slipped the harness between her legs.  Jet pulled half of it through and then up India’s back and over her shoulders.  “Can you hold this in place please sir?” Jet asked Mason.

Mason grabbed the straps, keen to help out.  Jet pulled the harness up India’s front and buckled it loosely into place over India’s shoulders.  Mason stood back and watched, Jet worked quickly and expertly.  The harness had three rings on the front and back.  The strap under India’s pussy went to a ring front and back.  From each of the lower rings a strap extended to the sides and another upwards to a ring just below India’s breasts.  Jet fastened the straps to the side, pulling them tight just above India’s hips.

Next she secured the straps under India’s breasts in the same way, these straps had an additional strap which came up to the third ring, securing each breast inside a triangle of leather.  Jet worked for a few more minutes, tightening the straps.  India didn’t make a sound as Jet worked.  When she was happy Jet stood back.

“Bend over India, it’s time for your tail.  Yes, you can hold on.”  India was looking around, she was worried about falling over.  She placed her hands onto a bar and bent at the waist.

“The cunt strap is split sir, so you can get the plug in.  Or your cock, should you choose to fuck your pony sir.”  Mason walked over to India and pulled the tail from India’s mouth.  India had taken Jet’s advice to heart and saliva was dripping off the end of the plug.  Jet put her hands onto India’s ass and pulled her cheeks apart.  Mason used his left hand and found the split in the leather strap.  He pulled it apart and lined up the plug end with India’s ass.  India knew it would be easier for her to relax, but she couldn’t help herself and tightened up.  Mason pushed regardless, slowly getting the plug deeper and deeper until it disappeared into India and her cheeks clenched it into place, holding it immobile.

“Good girl,” said Jet, letting go of India’s ass and stroking her hair.  “Now for your head harness.  Straighten up pony.”

“We’ve got all kinds of head harnesses sir,” said Jet, addressing Mason.  Behind her India straightened up and moved, her feet stamping on the stone floor.  “We’ve got full horse head harness, but that’s normally used when the pony is enclosed completely in rubber.  It’s hard for the pony as well, they can’t see anything and it gets very hot.”  Jet picked up a different head harness, “Or we’ve got something like this, it’s more open and easier for your slave.”  Jet handed it to Mason and he studied it.  It had a rubber mouth gag, a strap over the forehead and horse ears.  India’s own ears would be open and it was secured at the back with several straps.  Mason smiled, India would look good in it.
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Jet slipped it over India’s head.  When the gag was level with her mouth India opened wide and Jet pushed it in.  She secured it tightly in place, forcing India’s mouth wide open.  The harness was fastened at the back of her head, her hair sticking through the gaps, the blinkers restricting her vision.  Jet passed the reins over India’s shoulders and down her back.  She looked incredible.

“Just a few more things and she’ll be ready sir.”  Mason watched Jet, what else could there be?  Jet opened a drawer and pulled out a couple of items.  Mason couldn’t see what they were – India could barely see anything.

Jet walked up beside India and took one of her breasts into her hand.  She leaned in and started to suck on India’s nipple which responded by growing and getting hard.  Jet sucked for 20 seconds or so, when she judged that the nipple was fully hard she clamped a small bell on a chain onto it.  As Jet tightened it India winced in pain, but she didn’t object.  Jet quickly repeated the same tactic on India’s other nipple.  Now when she moved the bells rang.  They caused India some pain, but she said nothing, Jet and Mason weren’t bothered.

“The bells will hurt her sir,” said Jet, “But it’s nothing like the gag does.  At first it’s just annoying, after five minutes her jaw will ache, after 30 minutes of salvia dripping down her face all she’ll be thinking of is closing her mouth.  And she’ll know that that’s not going to happen for a long, long time.”  Jet paused, “Before you take her out would you like me to train her – just the basics sir?  It will take about 30 minutes.”

“Sure,” replied Mason.

“Great,” said Jet smiling.

“You enjoy this don’t you Jet?”

“Yes sir.  Sir, I was a pony for, oh, 20 or so years.”

“Really?  What happened?”

“I got old sir, I couldn’t manage anymore.  And master John enslaved the twins as my replacement.  He offered to release me or I could become their handler.  After 22 years of being a slave, a pony slave, I couldn’t face not being a slave.  This was the next best alternative sir.  I still get to work with the livestock.”

Jet picked up the reins and pulled them over India’s shoulders.  She started to walk and India followed, being pulled along.  They walked through the stables, past the twins, still in harness, gagged and tied to a post.  At the far end of the stable was a post with an arm at about 12 feet high in the air.  The arm was 20, 25 feet long with cables hanging down.  Jet pulled India under the cables and tied them to India’s headset.  Mason could make out salvia forming at India’s bottom lip.  She was trying to keep it in her mouth, moving it with her tongue.

“Just let it fall out India, it’s going to come out,” said Jet.  India took the advice and it dribbled down her chin and onto the ground.  Mason found her submission very erotic.  He saw a chair and went to sit down in it.  He didn’t know what was going to happen, but he wanted to watch.

“OK India,” said Jet, “Let’s start with the simple stuff.  First we’ll work on your posture.  Keep your head still, looking ahead.  Your master will control your actions, your directions with the reins and the whip.  If he guides you to run through a patch of nettles you run through the nettles, understand?”

India stamped the ground, she was sure that Mason wouldn’t do that to her.

“If he commands you to run fast, you run fast until he commands you to slow down.  Tired?  No one cares, you’ll be whipped until you speed up.  So just run quickly and save yourself the pain.  I was a pony for 20 years, so I know.”  India gasped, 20 years like this?

“Let’s begin.  Walk on.”  India started to walk, after two steps Jet struck her ass with the riding crop.

“Didn’t you watch Siri and Iris, slave?  Is that how they walked?”  Jet lashed her again, India remembered that the twins raised their legs up high, so she raised her knee up until it was level with her hips, then lowered it and repeated with the other leg.  She’d taken three steps and could feel the arm and harness turning her in a circle.  Jet was walking alongside her.

“Better . . . better.  Now speed up, your master has places to get to, he’ll die of old age at this pace.”  India speeded up, but her gait suffered – she wasn’t raising her legs as high.  Jet cropped her again, “Maintain your gait slave.”  India tried hard, she was desperate to please Jet and Mason (and also to avoid being whipped).  “Better . . . better.”

Mason could feel his cock was rock hard watching this, he was entranced.  He didn’t hear the footsteps behind him and jumped when he heard a voice.  “Enjoying this are you sir?”  Mason looked over his shoulder, Bella was looking at him, or rather looking at the bulge in his pants. 

“Eyes front slave,” Jet yelled, cropping India a couple of times.  India’s gaze has strayed and she was looking at Mason and Bella.  She quickly turned her head back and concentrated on what she was doing.

“Would like me to take care of your erection sir?” asked Bella.

“Err, yes, that would be great than you Bella.”

Bella smiled, “I love sucking your cock sir.”  She moved round in front of him, dropped to her knees, rolled her top down to expose her breasts and parted Mason’s legs.  She toyed with him, licking the bulge in his crotch before unzipping his trousers and taking his huge cock into her mouth.  Mason ignored her, preferring to watch India.

India kept her gaze straight ahead, her view was limited by the blinkers.  Twice more she tried to steal a glance of Bella sucking Mason’s cock, twice more Jet whipped her the moment her head moved.  India was a clever girl, she quickly learned not to move her head.  After another couple of laps Jet commented that she was learning.

“Better slave, better.  Remember as a pony everything is about your master, he will have standards.  Slow down and stop now.”

India stopped and Jet spoke to her again.

“Are your feet sore?”  India stomped twice.  “Jaw?”  A single stomp.  “That gag’s only been in for 10 minutes, wait until it’s been in there for two hours.  My first owner used to have me gagged 16 hours a day, seven days a week for over 10 years.  You can take it.”  India stomped her leg once more.  She could take it.

“Now we’ll practice running.  Walk on.”

India broke into a run and Jet instantly whipped her.  Jet shouted, “I said walk on slave.”  India slowed and went back into a high step without thinking, Jet’s training and use of the whip was paying off.  Jet made India walk two more laps before she lashed India softly.  “Run”.

India didn’t hesitate, she stopped high stepping and broke into a run.  She found the action easier on her legs.  Soon she was running in circles as fast as she could.  Once in each circle she could see Mason, their eyes meeting for a second or so.  India could see that his eyes were glued on her – Bella might be sucking his cock, but he was thinking of her.

“Slow down slave,” yelled Jet, “You can’t run at that speed for an hour.”  Jet looked up at the harness, it had a read out on it that showed she was doing about 7 mph.  Jet slowed India until she was doing a steady 5mph. If India sped up or slowed down Jet used the whip and corrected her speed.

“We’ll keep going until your master cums, slave.”

Mason had his fingers twisted tightly into the hair on the back of Bella’s head.  He’d lost count of how many times India had run round the ring.  The sweat was pouring off her and the noise from her hooves and bells was incredible.  Mason was incredibly turned on and it wasn’t long before he was holding Bella still while he fucked her mouth.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled as he started to pump thick wads of cum into Bella’s mouth.  As she ran past India smiled to herself, Mason was cumming so she’d soon get a rest.  India started to slow and Jet whipped her.  “I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?”  India didn’t complain, she took the blow and sped up again.

Mason let go of Bella’s head and she pulled back, swallowing his load like the good girl she was.  Bella thanked Mason for allowing her to suck his cock, then she turned to watch India being put through her paces.

“She’s very submissive isn’t she sir?”  Bella stated.

“Yes, this was her idea.”

“Though with tits that big she won’t make a great pony sir, not without support.  Maybe you should put her in a rubber suit?  But it would be too hot.”

“We’re not doing this every day Bella, this is more of a once in a lifetime thing.”

“I think she’ll do this again sir, look at her, she likes it.”

Mason looked hard at India, Bella was right, India was enjoying herself.  Jet brought India to a halt and crossed over to Mason, India remained as still as she could, unable to see or hear what was going on.

“Would you like me to put her into the trap harness sir?  She’s ready to pull you.”

“Yes please Jet, get her ready for me.”

“Of course sir, I’ll call you when she’d ready.”

Mason sat back, I could get used to this life he thought.  Shame its back to work on Tuesday.  After a minute he stood up, he watched Jet lead India away, he wanted to watch this.  Bella excused herself and went back to the house.

Jet had India stand still, facing out into the yard.  She was stood next to Iris and Siri, still in their harnesses.  Jet moved away, a few seconds later Mason heard wheels moving on the ground.  When she re-appeared he saw that she was pulling a single seat cart, about 10 feet long.  She pulled it alongside India, with the arms extending either side of her.  She lowered them to the ground and stepped out and over the arms.

Outside the contraption she lifted the arms of the trap up until they were level with India’s waist.  India couldn’t see anything and had learned her lesson, she was desperate to move her head and see what was going on – but the whip marks were still fresh on her body and she didn’t want any more.  Jet attached the arms of the trap to the hook points on India’s body harness.  Mason watched with interest, this was different, the twins had held the arms in their hands.  Jet noticed him and came across.

“This is much easier for a new pony sir, she’ll have enough to worry about without letting go of the handles.  Experienced ponies like the twins are trained to hold the handles, they adjust their grip to give you a better ride.  India would just let go at some point and then you’d have to punish her sir.”

Fair enough, thought Mason.  Jet helped him into the seat and gave him the whip. 

“She’s all yours sir,” said Jet.

Mason lifted up the whip and laid a gentle stroke onto India’s back.  “Walk on,” he said.  India raised her right leg high and started to walk.  Mason used the reins to guide her out of the stable and onto the path.

“Take the left fork sir, she’ll find the rise too hard on the right fork.”

“Thank you Jet.” With that Mason and India were alone and started out down the path.  India was pleased to be out of the shed and moving again, her body was covered in sweat and the gentle breeze was pleasant on her body. 

After a hundred feet or so Mason used the whip again and ordered India to run.  India was pleased to speed up, she found running easier than the slow high step.  Mason didn’t need to do anything, India was running freely.  He sat back and enjoyed the ride.  As they approached the fork in the path he pulled gently on the left rein and India moved accordingly.  The path was smooth, the noise of the hooves and bells was intoxicating.  This coupled with watching her tail swish back and forth was getting Mason hard again.  He unzipped his pants and took his cock into his hand, he was going to fuck India as soon as they stopped.

Mason picked up a bottle of water and drank – he felt guilty, poor India was going to get nothing but he needed a drink in the heat.  As India approached the tree where John had taken him the day before he slowed India back to a walk and she high stepped until Mason ordered her to stop under the shade of the tree.  Mason dismounted and walked round to face India.  She’d taken Jet’s lessons to heart and didn’t move her head to look at Mason.

Mason put his hands onto India’s heaving breasts, she was still breathing deeply after running more than a mile, pulling around 250lbs.  Mason squeezed her breasts, his cock growing as his hands slid over India’s body, wet with sweat and sun block.

“Are you OK India?”  One stomp.

“Want to stop?”  Stomp, stomp.

“What hurts most?  Lungs?  Legs?  Tits?  Back from the whippings?  Jaw?”  Stomp. 

Mason pulled his trousers down to reveal his rock hard cock.  He’d cum only 30 minutes before, but was ready to go again.  India looked down, she could see his cock and knew what was coming.  Mason bent down and pushed his groin against India’s slit and rubbed his dick back and forth against her wet cunt.  India gasped and moaned, she was very excited at the thought of being used like an animal in harness.

Mason put his hands onto her ass and lifted India, she knew what to do and wrapped her legs round his waist, his shaft sinking deep into her cunt.  She wrapped her arms around Mason’s shoulders to help herself stay on him.  India loved the sensation, she could feel his thick cock against the butt plug of her tail and she ground herself up and down on him.  Her breathing had been slowing as she wound down from running, now she started to take deep breaths again.  India was grinding her clit down into Mason’s groin, saliva was dripping from her mouth, down her chin and onto Mason’s chest. 

Mason took his hands off her ass, over the arms of the cart and onto India’s back, pulled her in, her tits crushed up against his chest.

“You have permission to cum India,” Mason whispered to her.  She didn’t need to be told twice, she was already holding back, hoping for permission.  She bit down hard into the rubber of the bit, the pain fading in the delight of her helplessness, being fucked like an animal.  India screamed in delight as she came on Mason’s long thick cock, helpless to prevent his fucking of her.  India started crying, her orgasm was intense, worth every second of the pain for something as pleasurable as this.

Her eyes met Masons, locked into each other’s gaze as she came a second, and then a third time in quick succession before Mason grunted and groaned, filling her cunt with his cum.  He wanted to kiss her and tried hard, the gag was in the way but India sneaked her tongue under the gag and managed to get a little into her master’s mouth.

Mason put his hands on India’s head, holding their lips together.  He held her there until she was breathing normally, then he helped her down off his shrinking cock.  He put her back onto the ground and checked the time.  He was about to speak when he saw his cum dripping down her leg.  He smiled, India has resumed her position as his pony, her head was immobile and she couldn’t see him.

“Ready to run again India?”

India stomped her leg once.

“As soon as we get back I’ll get that gag off you and get you a drink and a shower.”  Stomp.

Mason took the reins and turned India round, then climbed into the trap and whipped India once.  “Run for me India, all the way back to the stable.”  India stomped once and then started to run, her tail swishing sexily.  Mason knew that he could watch this all day.  It was the way to travel.

The journey back took them half an hour, India was tired and Mason whipped her a few times to speed her up.  A hundred feet from the stable he slowed her to a high stepping walk.  The sound of her hooves on the pavement brought Jet out.  She smiled seeing how happy Mason and India looked.

When Mason was close enough she spoke to him.  “How was your pony sir?  Please tell me if she displeased you and then you can whip me sir.”

“That won’t be necessary Jet, she was well trained.”

“Thank you sir.  If you ever want to leave her here for six months I can really train her for you sir.”

Fuck, thought Mason.  He decided to wind India up.  “That’s very tempting Jet, maybe I’ll do that one day.”  India didn’t move her head, but Mason could see that she wasn’t pleased about that.  He laughed silently to himself.

Mason dismounted and threw the reins to Jet.  “Get her out of that, get her a drink and then a shower please Jet.”

Jet didn’t speak, she caught the reins and walked India into the stable block.  Mason made his way to the house and found John and Bella. 

“Thank you so much for inviting India and me to the party.  It, it was incredible John.”

“You’re welcome Mason, and I’ll invite you to the next one.  End of next month.”

“Thanks, I’ll be there.”

“I’ll be there?  No India?”

“No, she’s got to fly home before then.”

“Shame.  Still, you can come along.  Bring Julie and Hazel if you want.  Or come alone.”

“Thanks John.”

They shook hands and walked back to the stable talking.  When they got there India was kneeling, she’d been stripped and cleaned.  Jet was tied to a St Andrews cross on the wall, India was in front of her, a leash on her neck with the handle in Jet’s hand.  Mason stopped to take in the scene.  Jet could sense his puzzlement.

“Sir, I need to be punished for the twins fuck up.  I cleaned India for you and made her restrain me like this.  I’m ready to be punished by your slave.  Please choose an implement for her to use.”

Mason walked over to the selection of whips and lashes on a wall.  He looked for a moment – then realized he had no idea what he was doing.  Bella appeared beside him, she had worked out that he was clueless in this area.

“It all depends on how much you want to hurt Jet sir,” she said, looking at the implements with him. “For instance sir this one,” she added, picking up an enormous single tailed bull whip, “Will cause her intense pain, even at low speeds.  Where as this whip is much gentler.”  Bella picked up a short, multi tail whip as she said that.  “Or if you prefer there are canes, floggers, paddles – anything you can think of.”

“And a load I’ve no idea about,” added Mason.  “Look Bella, I don’t want to hurt Jet that much.  As little as possible.”

“OK sir.  Then I suggest the short multi tail whip.  She has to feel pain though sir – tell India to hit her hard.  If she doesn’t then I will have to discipline her, and I will hurt her.”

Mason took the whip and studied it.  Bella spoke to him again.  “This one is made of man made fibers, it’s much gentler than the leather whips.  And the tails are short, so they won’t move as fast.  Plus there are many of them, so they get mixed up with each other and that slows them down.”

Mason walked over and ordered India to stand and face Jet.  He gave the whip to her.  “India, you are to punish Jet.  Six strokes from the whip, each to be hard enough to make her feel it.”

India looked at the whip.  “I’m not comfortable with this master.”

“If you don’t do it, Bella will punish her.  And she’ll use a more painful whip.”

“Please whip me India,” added Jet, “And make it hurt.  Siri fucked up and I’m her trainer.  So it’s my fault.  I deserve this.  Please India . . . . Please” Jet was almost begging India at this point.  She knew that if India refused it would be so much worse for her.

India spoke very quietly.  “OK then.”  India raised the whip up and with a flick of the wrist the tails just about made contact with Jet’s body.

“That doesn’t count,” said John, “Seriously, you’ve got to make her feel it.”

India hit jet another five times, each one harder than the last until eventually Jet gasped.

“One,” said John, “but harder next time India or it goes back down to zero.”

India was crying, she hated inflicting this on Jet but knew that if she stopped it would be worse for her trainer.  This time India raised the whip up to her shoulder and brought it down onto Jet’s breasts.  Jet gasped, India had really hurt her this time.

“Two . . . three . . . four . . . . only two to go now India.”  With each blow Jet screamed a little louder.  “Don’t let up or we start again at zero.”  India fought back her tears as she delivered the last two blows, then she threw down the whip.

“Release Jet India,” ordered John.  India looked at him with hatred, then obeyed his orders.  When she was down Jet hugged India.

“How can you hug me?”  India asked, “Don’t you hate me for what I just did?”

“No India, I’m a slave and I fucked up.  I get punished.  Hasn’t your master ever punished you?”

India looked at Mason, then back at Jet.  “No.”

“Then either you’re the perfect slave, or you’re new into this, or you and your master are only playing.  Every slave should know the consequences of failure.  It’s part of the thrill of living this life.”

India released Jet, she was pleased that Jet had no hard feelings.  Even so, when they got into the car to leave India was very quiet.  Mason eventually broke the ice.  He wanted to ask her about her experience as a pony girl, but based on her reaction to the whipping judged that now was not the time.  Instead he opened with something that he knew would be OK.

“You hated that didn’t you?”

“Yes . . . Master.  I don’t ever want to do that again.”

“What if I order you to?”

“Please don’t master.”

“OK.  What should I do if you fuck up?”

India thought for a moment.  Jet was right, without punishment and fear of punishment they were only playing.  And India wanted more than just playing.

“You should punish me master.  However you see fit.  As long as I can use my safe word if you go too far.”

Mason took his hand off the wheel and placed it onto India’s leg.  Their eyes met.  “Of course India, I wouldn’t want to hurt you either.”

India finally managed a smile.  “Unless I deserve it master.”

“Unless I decide that you deserve it.”

India laughed.  They were back to normal again. 

When they finally got back to Mason’s apartment it was almost four.  They showered together then got dressed and went out.  Mason took a small backpack and they headed out to look around downtown then get a few drinks before heading to a restaurant that Mason knew.  He had told India to wear a dress, he wanted to be seen with her.  She didn’t disappoint, picking a black dress that showed off her body with its low cut top and high hemline.  Mason for his part kept it simple with trousers and a long sleeved shirt.

Over drinks they discussed the up and coming evening at the Folsom street fair.  Mason was nervous, he could be seen there by people he worked with. 

“What’s to be nervous about Master?  If anyone sees you there, then they are also there?  Who can they tell – oh hi, I was at a BDSM festival and saw Mason there . . .”

Good point thought Mason.  “And besides, you’re not the one who’s going to be naked, are you Master?”  Another excellent point.

When they finished their drinks they left and went to the Lazy Bear restaurant, it was only a couple of blocks from Folsom Street.  Mason told India that it was one of his favorites, not a fast in and out place but a quality meal.  India almost fell over when she saw the price of a meal for two.

“You can’t take me here,” she told him, “it’s far too expensive.”

Mason studied her.  He decided to put Bella’s training of him into action.  “First off India, I can afford it.”  He leaned into her, “Second, I make the decisions slave.  Thirdly, you address me as Master when you speak, understand?  Forget again and I’ll punish you.”

India swallowed, she had forgotten. “Yes Master, sorry master.  It won’t happen again.”  She liked this new control that Mason was exerting.  It excited her.

“And besides, I bet on you winning at the tit tug of war, so I won a fair few dollars – almost $200 in fact, so don’t let the prices worry you.”

India smiled, she’d not grown up in a wealthy family and this was a new experience for her.  Spending almost $200 each, before drinks and tips – it was unheard of for her.  As the first course arrived though she changed her mind.  Maybe a meal could be worth that much. 

The meal was superb (as it should be for that price) and when the bill came it was almost $600, including tips.  It was late when they left, just after 11pm. 

“Ready India?” asked Mason.

“Ready, I think Master,” she replied.  India swallowed, “But if it’s OK can we get one more drink before we go?”

“Of course India, need a bit more courage?” Mason asked.  Truth was he was also nervous – despite their earlier conversation he was terrified he’d see someone that he knew.  They found a bar and had a couple of shots to further steady their nerves.  Mason checked his watch.

“India, it’s 15 before midnight.  If you want to do this we should leave – the fair closes at 2am and John told me it would start to wind down at about 1:30.”

India picked up her drink and downed it.   She smiled at Mason.  “Let’s go then master.”

“And you’re sure you want to do this?”

“Yes Master.”

Mason reached into his bag and pulled out the leash.  He put it onto India’s collar and dragged her to the bar.  The bar tender gave him an appreciative nod as he inspected her while Mason paid.  Then they went out into the night. 

At the entrance to the fair no one blinked as they walked in.  The clock struck midnight and Mason turned to India.

“Time to strip off slave.”

India looked around, she could see several naked people (mainly men she noted) but she wanted to do this.  She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor.  Mason admired her body again, as did a few people watching.  India picked up her dress and handed it to Mason, she was fully naked apart from her shoes and collar.  Mason put the dress into his bag and they started the five block walk, up and down the street.


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.

“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 


Keep reading for free samples of some of my other books
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been interested in BDSM as a submissive for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasise about happening to me. I'm trying to write one book a week - if you find something you like please let me know. If you want to join my mailing list you can contact me at paige.bond.author@gmail.com


Praise For Author

For Blackmailed

I couldn't put this book down for a second even though it is a little twisted at some points I loved it.

- georgina bryant


Slaves for the Night Excerpt
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Dear Josh,

I saw your browsing history and . . . well, look at me.  I’m here to fulfill your fantasy.  Tonight I will be whatever you want, I will not say no and I will obey your every order.  I’ve loved watching your favorite videos and my throat is ready for you.

Your slave for the night,

Chloe xxxxx




Shit, he could be here any time.  Not much to do.  I knelt down in front of my armchair and fastened my ankle cuffs together.  I tried to pass the wrist cuffs under the ankle cuffs and fasten them, but I couldn’t do it.  I tried for 5 minutes without success.  Fuck, there were 2 choices.  One, don’t bother and 2 ask Kirsty for help.  I wanted this to be perfect for Josh so there really was no choice.  I unfastened the ankle cuffs, slipped on my robe (making sure to adjust it high so the collar was covered) and walked out of my room to find her.  She was in her room.




“Hi Kirsty, can I come in?”




“Sure.”




“I need your help.  There’s no time to explain but I need you.”  She started to talk but I spoke over her.




“Kirsty, Josh has a fantasy where by a girl is naked and tied up kneeling before him ready to be throat fucked.”  Kirsty started to move and opened her mouth “I don’t have much time, he’ll be here soon.  I’ll fill you in tomorrow.  Will you help me?  Please?”




Kirsty looked at me, her long dark hair covering most of her face.  She didn’t speak for several minutes.  




“Please Kirsty, he’ll be back soon.  I don’t need much from you, it will only take a minute.”




She breathed in and out and then nodded slowly.




“Thank you so much,” I smiled “come through to my room please.”




I explained what I needed from her and she agreed.  I stripped off and knelt down.  She stared at my naked shaven body for a moment before she secured my ankles and wrists behind my back.  Looking at me she smiled.  “One more thing . . . . slave.”




Fuck, she’d called me slave.  Kirsty sat on the chair with me kneeling before her.  She picked up the bright red lipstick and started to move it on my chest, above my tits.




“I’m going to label you.” 




When she’d finished she held up a mirror.  She’d written “SLAVE” on my chest in bright red lipstick.  We locked eyes and she moved closer, our mouths barely inches apart . . . . 








Blackmailed Excerpt
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I’m nervous as fuck.  A man (shit, is it a man?) I’ve never met or spoken to is coming to my hotel room to fuck me.  At least, I hope he’s coming to fuck me, let’s face it, he’ll be able to do what ever he wants to me and I’ll let him.  

Two days ago I got my instructions for Saturday in a large Amazon box.  I dare not disobey them.  I have to get this right to the letter.  If I don’t my blackmailer will release some of the videos he’s got of me.  And I can’t let that happen.

My orders are explicit, nothing has been left to chance, there is no room for misinterpretation.  First I showered and shaved, if he finds so much as one hair on me, other than my head, I can expect a severe beating – based on previous experiences I’m kinda expecting that anyway.  Next I placed the ball gag into my mouth and fastened it tightly.  

I secured the four sets of handcuffs to the ends of the hotel bed.  One last look round the room, everything is set up, the door is unlocked and I’m ready.  I secure my ankles, forcing my legs open wide, my cunt on display.  Next I force the hood over my head and zip it into place.  There are little holes for my nose which I line up so I can breathe.  Then I place the collar round my neck, over the hood and padlock it into place.  As if that wasn’t tricky enough, now I have to get the handcuffs over my wrists, without being able to see.  I twist at the waist and can use my right hand to get them onto my left wrist.  The one on my right takes a few attempts but eventually I manage it.

I’m secured to the bed as ordered, my legs open wide, my tits out on display and I’m certain I’ve obeyed all my orders.  Inside the hood I can’t see anything, I can barely hear the traffic in the street.  I start thinking, two months ago this seemed exciting.  Now, now I’m terrified and want this to be over.  Will he release me at the end?
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