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The Bunny Girl

I was sat opposite the club manager, he’d looked me up and down, studying me like a farmer studies an animal.  If he’d been allowed to I was sure his hands would have been on me, inspecting the goods, feeling the meat.  But the PlayBoy club was supposed to be the high end of strip clubs, sorry, gentlemen’s clubs, which was why I was there.  I smiled at him, I needed the job, needed the money.  Surely I was good enough looking for his club.

He scratched his chin and looked down at my résumé, then directly at me.  “I’m sorry  . . . er . . . Louise, I don’t think you’re what we’re looking for.  You’re  . . . you’re just too young for this club.”

I felt my anger rise, “But surely I’m exactly what you’re looking for?  I’m young, I’m pretty, aren’t I?”  He nodded.

“But you’re just not what we’re looking for.  I’ll tell you what, if you come back in five years I can almost guarantee that there’ll be a place for you.”  He put his hands on my resume and pushed it across the table.  I picked it up, dumfounded.

“And what am I supposed to do until er, 1967?” I replied doing some quick math in my head.  He shrugged his shoulders.

“Work in a bar?  Look, I’m sorry, but my decision is final.”  He stood up and thrust out his hand.  I stood and took it, dumbfounded.  I’d moved half way across the country for this, the money was supposed to be great and I didn’t mind showing off my body.  I started to cry.

“I’m not changing my mind young lady,” he said, his voice going hard.  I thought about pleading with him, begging but I could see it wouldn’t achieve anything.  He showed me to the door and barked at the bouncer to send the next girl in and show me to the door.  The bouncer was nice, he helped me out and handed me my coat, the escorted me to the back door of the club and out into the cold.  Chicago was not warm at that time of the year.  I shivered, turned up my collar and looked around for inspiration for what to do next.

“Hey, HEY,” a man shouted at me.  I looked around, he was standing in an alleyway.  The alley was dirty, boxes piled up, trash littering the street.  I looked at him, he was wearing a black trench coat, a black hat and holding a cigarette to his mouth.  He put it to his lips and inhaled, the end glowed bright red in the dark of the late afternoon.  He was surprisingly clean.

“Rejected were you?” he said, as he walked towards me.  I nodded.  “Too bad,” he said, “You look like a good looking girl.”  I wiped a tear from my eye.  I could make him out now, taller than me, he looked a little dirty – not physically dirty, just a dirty older man, but I wasn’t afraid.  Looking back I should have been.  He ran his eyes up and down my body, examining me, before he removed a glove and reached a hand into a pocket.  I tensed, but needlessly.  He pulled out a card and offered it to me.  I read it as he continued to speak.

“We’re always looking for girls,” he said, “You can earn a lot of money, and I’m guessing you need money.”  The card ‘The Warren’ and ‘Best Looking Girls in Chicago’ with the street address and a phone number.  I took it from him, he put his glove back on as I thrust the card into my pocket.  I met his eyes.

“Call and make an appointment,” he said, then put his cigarette to his lips and inhaled.  It seemed that my initial interview was over.  I turned up my collar and walked away.  I walked to the library and researched ‘The Warren’ in the newspaper adverts, I’d never heard of it but it seemed to be a legit club, opened the same week as the bunny club, only half a mile away.  The newspaper did hint that it wasn’t quite as reputable as the real deal, but no surprise there.  It was Chicago after all.

******

My apartment was a shit hole, a one room hell hole in a block.  And mine was probably the worst bedsit in it.  The view, such as it was, was out onto the L, trains passing every few minutes 24 hours a day.  The room was about 15 feet by 10, a tiny kitchen area, doors hanging off, the bathroom facilities in another corner, there was no privacy.  The bed was a thin mattress and a few blankets, the walls hadn’t been painted for 20 years, the paint peeling.  Heat came from an under window heat/air unit.  Power from an ever hungry meter, the landlord charging two or three times the going rate for power.  Why did I stay there?  It was all I could find.

I woke up the following morning, shivering.  It was cold in my apartment, I couldn’t afford to have the heating on frequently.  There was a second knock at the door, that was what had woken me.  I ignored the knocking, then sat bolt upright.  I could hear a key in the lock, the handle turned and the door opened four inches, then the safety chain prevented it from opening further.  The door closed, then it flew open, the chain offering no resistance. 

Silhouetted against the corridor was a large man, about six feet tall.  He walked into my apartment and closed the door behind him, then flicked the light on.  My apartment was small, a one room bedsit.  He looked at me and walked to the table, pulled out a chair and sat down.  I watched, not moving, barely breathing.  He took off his hat and gloves and put them on the table, then pulled out a packet of Camels and lit up.  When he balanced his smoke on a plate on the table he finally looked at me.

We looked at each other, the only sound was the occasional passing L train.  The apartment was level with the track, I’d barely slept the first week I lived here.  So close I could almost touch the passing trains.  That’s why it was so cheap.  Still more than I could afford though.

“It’s cold in here Louise, put the heating on,” he said, finally breaking the silence.  The fact that he knew my name just made this worse.  There was only one person, or person’s representative this could be.

“Put the heating on,” he repeated.  He didn’t raise his voice or get angry, he just demanded respect and obedience from me.  I swallowed and pulled the covers back, then moved to the window and switched the heating on.  I could almost feel myself getting poorer, the money in the meter disappearing into nothingness.

“Are you going to offer me a drink?”  I nodded, dumbfounded, “Coffee please Louise, black.  One sugar.”  He just sat there motionless until I started to move, I made him a coffee (none for me) and offered it to him.  He took it from me and sipped it, then put it on the table.  He used a foot to push out a chair and pointed at it, inviting me to sit, which I did.  I looked down, trying to appear harmless, weak, submissive, hoping to avoid what I knew was coming.

We sat in silence, only a couple of feet between us in the tiny room, his head close to mine, until he finished his smoke and stubbed it out on the plate.  Then finally he looked at me.

“Why am I here Louise?” he asked.  I shook my head, hoping he’d think I was dumb.  Fat chance.  His hand came flying out and his open palm slapped my face hard, knocking me sideways, off the chair and onto the hard uncarpeted floor.  The pain in my face stung, my shoulder burned from where I’d hit the floor.  I lay there in silence. 

“Why am I here Louise?” he repeated. 

“I,” I stammered, “I . . . I’m behind on my rent.”  I watched him from where I lay on the floor, not daring to move.  He nodded.

“You’re behind on your rent,” he repeated.  He nodded his head, as if he was thinking.  “Mr. Rossi thinks that this is not acceptable.  What do you think Louise?”

I shook my head, “He’s . . . he’s right Sir.”  The enforcer raised an eyebrow when I called him Sir.  Would I be able to talk my way out of this?

“Mr. Rossi has sent me to collect the monies owed, plus a little interest.  Have you got the money Louise?”  Throughout his voice was stable, calm, quiet.  And all the more threatening for it.  I shook my head.

“But I’ll get it for you,” I said, almost silently.  He shook his head.

“Mr. Rossi expects payment today Louise.  If you cannot pay, I will have to encourage you to pay.  Are you going to pay me Louise?”  The constant use of my given name made the situation even more threatening.  My body remained motionless as I lay on the floor at his feet and I shook my head.

“That’s a shame.  If you were a man I’d break a bone now to encourage you.  But you’re only two months behind, so perhaps we’ve not come to that just yet.”  He undid his coat and slipped it off.  The apartment was starting to warm up.

“Take you clothes off … Now!”  I looked at him, but was slow to react again, his foot jabbed out and caught me in the stomach, I cried out in pain and doubled up.  He waited for a minute, then repeated the order.  This time I moved quickly, I got onto my knees and then stood up, I quickly removed my tee shirt and pushed my cotton bottoms off, revealing my naked body.  I put one arm across my breast, my other hand covered my pussy.  He didn’t speak, just looked at me.

“Put your hands at your side.”  I nodded and did as he ordered, now fully exposed to him.  I expected him to reach out, to touch me.  I was shaking, terrified.  I’d only ever been naked in front of one man before, I felt so self conscious, exposed like this.  But I didn’t dare disobey.  I expected to be raped. 

“Take my belt off,” was his next command.  I met his eyes, then knelt down as he opened his legs and dropped his hands to his sides.  I pulled the leather back, out of the buckle, pulled it tight, releasing the clasp and then slid it out of the loops, pulling it round his back and into my hands.  I folded it in two and looked at him.  He lifted his right hand and opened it, inviting me to place the belt in his hand.  When I did he closed his hand on the belt.

“Stand.”

I did as ordered, he closed his legs and took my hands into his left hand, then guided me to his side and bent me over his knee, my stomach on his knees, breasts one side, hanging down, legs on the other, ass raised and exposed.

“Fold you arms into the small of your back and keep them there,” he said.  I didn’t speak, just obeyed his order.  “You know why I’m doing this, don’t you?”  I nodded, I started to shake, and not just from the cold.  I listened as he swished the belt in the air a couple of times, then be brought it down onto my ass, hard, really hard.  There was nothing playful about his, he did it to inflict pain on me and he succeeded.  I screamed in pain and started to thrash about. 

He was good at his art, I expected him to lash me relentlessly, but instead each time he waited until I calmed a little, allowing the full pain of the belt to go through my body.  Over and over he hit me, I was crying and screaming in pain, begging him to stop.  He just ignored me and continued to hit me.  My neighbors must have heard my cries, but they ignored me.  It’s like that in a mob controlled apartment block.

Eventually, finally, he stopped.  He pushed me to the floor and left me there, crying as he stood up.  He put the belt back on and started to inspect my apartment, pulling out drawers, throwing clothes on to the floor, looking under mattress.  I lay there motionless, trying to calm down and get a grip on what was happening, listening but not watching him as he carried out his inspection.

When he finally finished his inspection he stood over me, inviting me to look up at him.  “No money, that’s good.  I’d have to beat you again if you’d been stupid enough to hide it from me.  He showed me instead some things he’d found.  “I’ll keep these until you pay.”  My driving license, my passport, all my IDs.”  I sniveled and nodded.

He walked over to the toilet and pulled his zipper down, then looked at me.  “Hold this for me, would you?”  I nodded in horror.  I moved to stand and he shook his head.  “Crawl to me.”  I hesitated, then got onto all fours and crawled over to him.  When I was next to him I waited again until he raised a hand and backhanded my face, knocking me down again.

“I need to piss girl.”  I nodded, completely dumfounded.  I lay there for a few more seconds, then nodded again.  I got back on my knees and took his cock out, holding it as gently as I could.  Surely he wasn’t going to piss on me?  Thank fuck he didn’t, I aimed it at the pan, lifted the seat and he started to piss, a thick yellow stream left his cock and hit the water.  I felt sick as he urinated, he was just dominating me, abusing his power over a helpless young girl.  Bastard.

When he finally finished he took his cock from my hand and shook it, drops of piss hitting the rim of the dirt stained pan.  He looked at it, then at me.  “Clean that mess up girl, keep this place tidy.”  Despite being naked at his feet, expecting to be beaten I almost laughed.  Clean that, what about the rest of the place?  I started to move, his foot came out and caught me again.  I paused and looked up at him.

“Use your tongue,” he ordered.  I just nodded, I knelt up and put my hands onto the porcelain and moved my head down.  I looked up at him, asking silently for a reprieve, but none came.  I opened my mouth, put my head down and started to lick.  All I could smell was his piss in the bowl, I had to fight down puking as I tasted his piss.  He made me kneel and clean for what felt like forever, but he didn’t let me flush it.  I licked it from top to bottom, around the base, the bowl, inside and out, my hair getting wet from the water and his piss.  I was nothing to him, he was just exercising his power over me.

“Kneel before it and put your head in the bowl,” he said eventually.  I just did as I was ordered, I moved and opened my legs, putting them around the pan and my head in.  All I could see was the yellow water, the smell filled my nostrils, I retched and had to fight down the desire to puke again.  I listened as he moved.

He walked to the door and opened it.  “I’ll be back next month.  You’d better have the money.”  I nodded.  He held the chain on the door.  “I’ll send someone to repair that,” he added, “We’ll just add it to your tab.”  He stepped through the door and closed it.  As he did the heating and lights went off, the meter had run out.  I stayed where I was in the dark for a long time, scared to move in case he came back.  How long did I stay like that, motionless?  I have no idea.  I was crying, terrified.  Eventually I knew he wasn’t coming back, but I still stayed like that, my legs and knees in agony.  When I got up I knew I was in trouble.  If I’d only got that job . . . . then I remembered the card.  Fuck, what choice did I have?

******

When the lazy sun crawled above the horizon I got dressed and bummed a couple of quarters from a neighbor, we might be poor but we helped each other out like that.  Before I put them in the meter I turned off the heating and lights – the sun would have to do, then I fed the meter and took a quick shower, cleaning myself as best I could, as quickly as I could.  Those two quarters would have to last me a couple of days.

I washed my hair, my body, figuring where I was going I shaved my pussy, legs and arms and dried myself.  I inspected myself in the broken mirror in the bathroom, my ass was red from the welts and bruises were beginning to form.  The mark on my face had gone down but there was a bruise on my stomach from where I’d been kicked.  I looked like shit.  I pulled my hair into a high pony tail, it could drip dry.  It would have to drip dry.

I put makeup on, bright red lips to stand out from my dark hair then got dressed, I started with black lingerie,  the bra a cup size too small – damn these growing breasts of mine, I pulled on stockings and a suspenders.  I’d put my heels, my only pair of heels on just before I went out.  Next I put on a white skirt that came above my knees and a sleeveless skin tight vest. I checked myself and shook my head.  The outfit screamed street whore.  A few tears escaped my eyes, I dried them off without damaging my makeup too badly.

I put on my heels and winter coat, it was a little threadbare but the best I could do.  It had been a real find in the thrift shop in the summer.  I shivered at the thought.  Summer.  I left my apartment, locking the door and descended the stairs onto the street.  The cold and the wind hit me hard, I shuddered and walked to the phone box on the corner.  It wasn’t that cold, only 5 or 10 degrees below freezing, but the wind made it worse.  Chicago was well named.

I had to queue 15 minutes before I got into the booth, when I got in I was grateful for the protection it provided.  I called the number on the card.

“The Warren,” said the girl on the other end of the line, “How can I help you?”

“Hi,” I replied, trying to sound friendly, “I got one of your cards yesterday and I’m looking for work.”

“A-ha,” replied the girl, “And you know what we do here?”

“Yes.”

“OK, Mr. Lorenzo is interviewing today, can you be here for 11?”

“Sure,” I replied.

“Come to the back door and knock.  Ask for Mr. Lorenzo.  And don’t be late.”  With that she hung up.  I checked my watch, two hours to kill.  My stomach rumbled, I needed something to eat.  Maybe I could find a soup kitchen.  If I was really lucky they might let me in, I probably looked too good, just not down enough on my luck.

******

I arrived at the club with 20 minutes to spare, I walked up and down, trying to keep warm, trying to keep the dirty snow off my shoes and legs as best I could.  With a minute before the appointment I knocked on the door.  It opened almost instantly and a huge man opened it from the inside.  He was well over six feet tall and almost as broad across the shoulders.  He looked at me.

“My name’s Louise,” I said, my teeth chattering, “I’ve got an appointment with Mr. Lorenzo at 11.”  He looked me up and down, then checked his watch.  He didn’t speak, just looked up and down the alley before opening the door wider.  I stepped inside, nervous but grateful to be out of the cold.  The man led me through the back of the building, through what looked like a changing room.  He held open a door at the far end and gestured into the room beyond.  I nodded and tried to walk through the door. 

He barred my way and held out an arm.  “Coat,” he said, finally speaking.

“Right,” I said and unbuttoned the coat, slipping it off and handing it to him.  At least it was warm inside the club.  He ran his eyes up and down my body, half smiling before putting the coat over his arm.  He moved his arm out of the way and allowed me to enter the second room.

It was dark inside, but I could make it out.  The room was about 120, 150 feet long with two bars at opposite corners.  In the center of the room was the stage, I’d actually come out onto it, the stage ran almost the full length of the room, effectively dividing it into two.  There were seats all around the stage, many tables with chairs at them, each with a light above it suspended from the ceiling.  Only one was lit, at it sat a man of about 50 years.  I walked along the stage, when I was level with him I lowered myself off the stage and walked over to him.  He didn’t look up. 

I stood there silent, this was an early play for power, for dominance of the situation.  First one to speak would lose the power.  I waited for a couple of minutes, then decided I had to speak.  I was the one that needed the job, the money.  I’d been kidding myself, he had the power.  All of it.  I just had to realize that simple fact.

“Mr. Lorenzo?” I asked.  He put down his pen and looked up from the paperwork on the table.

“Yes,” he replied, sounding Italian.  Mob again.  What had I expected?

“My name’s Louise,” I said, “I . . . I got one of your cards yesterday and I’m looking for a job.”  He looked me up and down.

“Coffee?” he asked.  I nodded.  “Cream? Sugar?”  I nodded.  I jumped slightly as he shouted out without looking round.

“2 coffees, cream, sugar.”  I looked round, I couldn’t see anyone but I heard someone moving.  He kicked out a chair and gestured, I sat down, keeping my back straight and chest thrust out.  I tried to smile, but it was forced and we both knew it.

“So, you’re looking for a job are you?”  I nodded, “Anything in particular.”  I opened my mouth to respond but before I could speak he carried on.  “Girls in my place all do whatever’s needed.  One day you’ll be tending bar, the next waitressing, then dancing and serving our clientele.  You see, my clients come here a lot and what they like is variety.”

I nodded, unsure of what he meant but determined to go though with it.  I heard footsteps again and looked around, a girl was coming towards us carrying a small tray.  My mouth opened as I looked at her.  She was about my age, maybe a couple of years older.  She was wearing a skin tight, figure-hugging black leather or PVC dress, it had inch thick shoulder straps that held it on her amazing body.  Her breasts were full, squeezed into the dress, it was cut down the front, below her chest.  The dress ended barely below her pussy, her legs were encased in fishnet stockings and dangerous highly heels. 

But what grabbed me, what stood out was her neck and head.  On her neck was a black leather collar, there was a steel ring at the front, there were straps on her shoulders connecting the dress to the shoulder straps of the dress.  And on her head were an enormous pair of rabbit ears, again black leather, they must have been 18 inches high.  Her face was heavily made up.  She looked like a clone of a playboy bunny girl, but whereas they looked classy, she looked cheap.  And her body looked available.

“Your coffee Sir,” she said, putting the tray on the table.  She bowed to Mr. Lorenzo and I watched him as he studied her body.  She smiled at him and straightened up, but despite the smile on her lips she looked sad and distant, her eyes looked dead, then she turned to walk away, the man watching her as she moved, swinging her hips, oozing sex appeal.  I could see now how I’d be expected to dress, to act, behave.  I swallowed, then following his lead I picked up my coffee and sipped it.  First hot drink of the day.  It tasted incredible.  Come to think of it, first caffeine for several days.

“So you want to work here do you?” he asked, not really looking at me.  I nodded.

“You address me as Sir,” he said, “Nodding is not an acceptable response.”  He paused, waiting for me to speak.

“I understand Sir,” I replied.

“Good.  Now stand up, let me look at you.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, unsure if I should just obey or speak, but he seemed satisfied.  I stood in front of him, somewhat self conscious.  He looked me up and down.

“Lose the skirt and vest,” he said, sounding bored. 

“Yes Sir.”  I did as he said, throwing them to one side.  He examined me with his eyes, looking me up and down.  He made me turn slowly, inspecting me like I was an animal or a side of meat.  Which, to him, was what I was.  At least I was warm.

“Face away from me,” he said eventually, “Bend over and back into me.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, nervous.  I bent over, really showing my ass and moved slowly backwards, looking over my shoulder at him.  I must have been close when he slapped my ass with both hands.  I grunted.

“What happened here?” he asked.  Clearly he’d seen my red ass.

“I . . . I got spanked Sir,” I said, nervously.  He didn’t reply, just grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down onto his knee.

“Grind your ass against my cock,” he said, sounding almost bored.  I was shocked, this was a new world to me but one thing I knew about strip clubs was no touching the girls.  I said as much.

“This ain’t the high end girl,” he said as I turned my head to look over my shoulder at him, “You just want to dance and look pretty go to Hugh’s place.  Oh, that’s right, he rejected you, didn’t he?”  I nodded.  I’d forgotten the rules, his hand came out and slapped my face hard.

“Sorry Sir,” I said.  He didn’t speak, he didn’t move, just sat there expectantly, looking bored, so I started to grind, pushing my ass up and down against his body, backwards into his cock.  I closed my eyes and imagined music, I started to move to the beat, working my body in time to the imaginary tune, working his groin with my body.  I put my hands on his knees, the support allowed me to move better.

He put his hands on my elbows and pulled them together, then pulled me backwards, I guessed at what he wanted, I twisted my head to look at him and put an arm round his shoulders and neck, holding him.  Our eyes met.

“You might have potential for this,” he said, slightly lowering his chin so it touched my breast.  I wanted to recoil, but this wasn’t what he wanted.  And I needed the money, desperately.  I twisted more, off his legs and I turned, then climbed onto him and took his head in my hands and pushed it between my boobs.  His tongue came out and flicked my tits, I moaned slightly.  I wasn’t turned on, I just wanted him to think that I was.

“Stand up,” he ordered.  I obeyed, speaking didn’t seem necessary here.  I stood but continued to move, gyrating, running my hands over my body, squeezing my boobs.  He stood up so I squatted, placing myself beneath him but continuing to move gracefully.  When I came up I turned away from him but pushed back, my ass touching his cock again.  I could feel that he was semi hard.

He grabbed my elbows and pulled them together, then whispered in my ear.  “How far are you prepared to go?”  I thought for a moment.

“All the way.”  I thought this was the expected answer.  I blushed, I’d just agreed to fuck for money.  I looked at him over my shoulder.

“Right answer,” he said, “Right answer.”  He tightened his grip on my elbows, until they came together, it caused me to gasp in pain.

“How do you feel about bondage?  Being tied up, dominated.”

“I’m good with that Sir,” I said, trying to sound shy and not nervous.  He nodded again.  He released his grip on my elbows and moved his hands down my arms to my wrists, he took them in his hands and lifted them, force folding my arms behind my back.  He held my crossed arms in one hand, then ran the other onto my stomach and upwards onto one of my tits, he squeezed it, then moved across to the other one and put his hand inside my bra, his fingers found the nipple and he squeezed, causing me to gasp.

“Problem?” he asked.

“No problem Sir,” I replied, “Do what ever you want.”  He smiled.

“That’s the attitude,” he said.  He took his hand out of my bra but pushed the material away at the same time, my breast now fully exposed.  His hand came up, onto my throat where he wrapped it round and squeezed, restricting my breathing.  He tilted my head and licked the side of my face, then pushed up, tilting my head further back.

His hand came down again, I started to straighten up then his hand came down into my exposed breast, lashing it hard. 

“Ow,” I said.

He hit me again.  This time I took it in silence.  “Keep your head where I put it,” he said.

“Yes Sir, sorry Sir.”

“That’s better.  You will address me, any male or any customer in here as Sir.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Your body doesn’t belong to you, it belongs to me and I rent it to the customers.”

“Yes Sir.”  To emphasize the point he hit me again, then pulled my other breast free and hit it, then ran his hand down and inside my panties and he started to rub my pussy.  I’d thought I’d be dry, I was shocked, his hand slid over my cunt, I was wet.  He played with me for a while, then pulled his hand out and offered it to my mouth.  I opened and he pushed his fingers inside and I tasted myself.  He removed his hand.

“Straighten up,” he ordered.  I did as I was told.  “I’m guessing from the state of your ass you don’t mind a little pain, a little spanking?” 

“I don’t mind at all Sir,” knowing this was the right answer.  He gave a little laugh, then spanked my ass.

“What’s the correct response to this?”

I thought for a moment.  It was all about power, not about pain.  He expected me to submit to him.

“Thank you Sir,” I replied.

“Good girl, most have to learn this lesson.  Now get on your knees.” 

“Yes Sir,” I said as I lowered myself down, arms still behind my back.  He put a foot between my legs and kicked them apart.

“Expose yourself, show the customers you want to be used.

“Yes Sir.”  Used, fuck that was the right word.  Not fucked, not made love to.  Used.  Reality hit me, that’s what I was going to be.  Used.

“Are you on the pill?”

“Yes Sir.”

“We insist that our customers use condoms, but accidents happen,” he said.  He looked down at me, towering over me.  For the second time that day I watched a man I barely knew open his fly and he pulled his dick out, then he slapped my face.

“If you’re on your knees looking at a cock open your mouth.  Invite them to use your mouth.  Most of the guys that come here are married but their wives would never suck them off.  That’s what they really want.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir.”  I opened my mouth, mentally switched off, I moved forward to try to take him into my mouth.  He pulled back and put his cock away, I closed my mouth.  We repeated this a few times before he allowed me to suck his cock.  He wasn’t huge, I was grateful for that but I did the best I could, it was a job interview after all.  I knelt before him for a few minutes, working my mouth up and down his cock, sucking him hard, forcing my mouth down as far as I could, gagging myself on his shaft.

Abruptly he pulled out and pushed me away, zipping his cock back in his pants.  I looked up at him, worried I’d done something wrong.  He smiled, “Men like it when you choke and gag like that,” he told me, “Makes them think that their cock is huge.  Either that or you’re just shit, but we’ll train you.  Now onto your hands and knees.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, moving swiftly onto all fours.  He moved behind me, then slapped my ass hard, causing me to gasp as his hand hurt me over and over on my already bruised ass.  It hurt, but no where as much as that morning’s belting had hurt.

“You like this, don’t you slut?”

I knew what the right answer was, even if it was a pack of lies.  “Yes Sir.”  He hit me a few more times, before moving back in front of me, pulling out a chair and sitting on it, then he pushed a dirty black shoe under my face.

“Clean my shoes,” he ordered.  I wanted to move, to get a cloth but I knew that that was not what he expected, what he required.  Instead I lowered my head and started to lick his shoes, working my tongue against the leather.

“Harder,” he commanded, slapping my ass again, “I want to feel your tongue on my foot.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” I replied, forcing my tongue down, tasting the leather and dirt on his foot.  I worked it up and down until his shoe was clean, then he swapped feet and I worked on the other one.  When he was satisfied he had me kneel in front of him, I knelt for a few seconds before I remembered his orders and I spread my legs wide.  He nodded.

“Are my shoes clean?”  I thought so.

“Yes Sir, at least I think so Sir,” I said.  His hands shot out and grabbed my throat, instinctively I put my hands on his to try to pull them away, but it was no good.  He was far too strong.  He looked at me, he didn’t speak, just squeezed his hands until I couldn’t breathe.  The more I struggled, the more he tightened his grip, until I had no fight left and I let go, I was going to pass out. 

The instant I took my hands off his he softened his grip and I drew in air, the inference was obvious.  Don’t resist.  He held me for a few more seconds, before he spun me over, onto my back.  He let go of my neck as he moved me, then grabbed my breasts and took my nipples into his fingers and crushed them, causing me to cry in pain.

“Don’t ever resist me or my customers,” he said, “Remember that and you’ll survive.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” I gasped.  When he let go he leaned back and lifted his shoe over my face. 

“The soles are still dirty,” he said, unnecessarily.  I took his shoe into my hands and started to work my tongue on it, licking and cleaning it.  At least all it had on it was some dust, any dirt from the street had worn off on the carpet.  Occasionally I caught a glimpse of his face, he was enjoying this, loving his power over me, a small, weak girl who was in desperate need of a job and would do almost anything to get it.

After I’d cleaned both his shoes he pulled me up between his legs, facing outwards and lowered his hands onto my breasts, I held my breath in fear but he was gentle, caressing them, holding them, playing with them.  He pushed me forward and undid my bra, I pulled it off without being asked, then I leant back against him.  He lowered one hand between my legs, inside my panties and touched my pussy.  I gasped at his touch, he was sliding his fingers along my slit and I was wet, easily accepting his touch.  I moaned without thinking, I lifted my arms and put them on his legs and looked up, he bent over and our lips touched and we kissed, he was leaning over me, dominating me as he played with my pussy.

“I want to fuck you,” he said, “Now.”

I nodded as I replied, “Please fuck me Sir.”  Shit, I even meant it, I was turned on, the control he had over me was exhilarating.  He pulled his hand from my panties, broke off the kiss and put his hand to my face, I opened my mouth and started to suck his fingers, relishing the taste of my pussy on his hand.  He lifted it up and I reached for it, I could get it into my mouth so I pushed myself upwards, spun round, pulled my panties down and sat on him, opening his fly and pulled out his cock.

“I want you Sir,” I told him, I spat onto my hand and started to wank him, “Fuck me Sir,” I whispered into his ear, “Fuck me please.”  I was grinding my body against his, I wanted – no, needed to be used.  I lifted myself up slowly, maintaining eye contact with him and then lowered myself down onto his cock and he slid inside my aching pussy.  I threw my head backwards, pretending to love it even more than I did and I started to ride him, up and down, moaning, pleading with him to fuck me hard, to use me.

I felt his cock inside me pulsing, twitching, I looked at him, he was clearly cumming, so I yelled “Yes,” and sank my nails into his shoulders and I bent forward, faking an orgasm.  Truth be told I wanted to keep fucking him, but I thought that he’d want me to stop, his cock would be too sensitive, so I sank down on him and kissed his neck, nibbled his ears.  Eventually he grabbed my hair and pulled me back.

“Did you cum slut?  Be honest with me.”

“No Sir,” I replied quietly.

He nodded.  “You did a good job faking it.  That’s important, guys want to think that they made you cum.”  He nodded again, thinking, then he spoke again.

“Anything you want to ask me?”  This was weird, the interview side had started again, with his cock buried inside me, his cum leaking out of my pussy.  I opened my mouth to speak, just remembering in time to address

“Sir, what are the hours and the pay?”

“Hours – the club opens at four pm every day and you’ll stay until it goes quiet.  Mid week that usually around one am, Friday and Saturday more like five am or later.  You’re expected to be here at two pm and not a second later.  Pay – you don’t get any.”  My face fell, what the fuck?  He continued, “You get to keep 60% of any tips you make, less deductions for outfits, food, drink and the like.  If you’re good at what you do you should take home about $150 a week.  And there’s no tax on that.”  I did some quick math, that would be about $8,000 a year, that was a decent income.  Especially as there wouldn’t be any tax on it.  I didn’t speak, so he continued.

“We’ll start you waitressing, then train you to dance and tend bar.  You’ll get two weeks vacation a year, no other benefits.  Want health, get it yourself.”  He put his hands back on my breasts as we continued to discuss working there.  I was thinking as he spoke, I could work there six months, that would be enough to get me by, get some savings and move on with my life. 

I nodded, “I’ll start tomorrow will I then Sir?”

“Tomorrow,” he replied.

******

The first day I made sure I was there 15 minutes before two, as before I was let in by the back door, this time by a girl about my age.  She didn’t speak, just took me through to the back room.  There were already a dozen or so girls there, half of them were naked, half were in the process of getting naked.  My guide looked at me,

“Strip off and we’ll get you fitted.”  There was no introduction, no pleasantries, nothing.  I looked around, hoping for some support but here was none. 

“Where shall I put my clothes?” I asked.  She just shrugged and pointed to some lockers.  I sighed and started to strip, nothing sexy, just removed my clothes.  When I was naked I tried to cover up, to no avail. 

“Put them away,” she told me, handing me a padlock.  I walked to the lockers and found an empty one, put my clothes in and closed it, I locked it with the combination padlock on the handle and returned, very self conscious.

“What size are you?” she asked.

“I’m a 32D, I’m about 5’ 5 and 120lbs.”  She looked at me, I raised a hand to cover myself, then lowered it.  The girl walked away and came back a couple of minutes later with an outfit.  She handed it to me.

“We’ll get you on the sunbed but try that on.”  I must have looked surprised as she started again, “Guys like us with an all over tan, not pasty and white like you.”  I looked round, all the girls were sporting a light tan.  I nodded, I’d never used a sunbed.  “It makes us look exotic,” she added.

She helped me into the outfit, it was skin tight, zippered up the front, my breasts squeezed into the black leather.  She helped me put the collar on and she padlocked it in place, then she walked round and inspected me.  Another girl came over and looked me over, inspecting me like I was just meat to them, which, I guess I was.

The second girl put her hand on the zipper between my breasts and lifted it, then pulled down, exposing  some more of my chest.  I’d never had a girl touch me like this before.  She lowered the zipper again, then put her hands inside the outfit, onto my breasts.  She nodded, “This works,” she said, then pulled her hands out and unzipped it all the way, then helped me out of it.  “Let’s get you on the sun bed.”  I looked at my skin compared to hers, this was going to take several sessions.

An hour later I was back, they’d told me getting the tan would take a few weeks, not just a few sessions.  The girls were warming to me a little, but there wasn’t much laughter or joking.  And no one talked about their home lives I noticed.  Divorcing their jobs and their lives, it made sense.  Another girl was now my mentor, she helped me slide on fishnet stockings, high heels, the garters and suspender belt, then back into the leather outfit.  She helped me with my makeup, telling me what the customers liked, dark eyes, highlighted cheeks and deep red lips.  The final touch was the bunny ears, about a foot long that went over my head and behind my ears.  She told me to keep my hair loose, so I did.  I checked the time, not long before four.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a cheap version of a real bunny girl.  My new friend caught me looking at my image.  “Why the outfits?” I asked

“Cheap copy of Hugh’s girls,” she told me, “Men like it, it reduces us down to the level of animals, gives them that instant hit of power and control over us.  And,” she added, putting her hand on my ass and riding it up, lifting the material, exposing more of me, “It gives them easy access to us.”  She looked sad as she said that, as well she might.

She spent the next 20 minutes with me showing me round the bar area, my job would be to walk the floor, catch the eye of the customers and take drinks orders and ferry the drinks.  Sounded simple enough.  There would be a dozen girls working the floor, by eight there would be more.  I’d get my first break at seven for 15 minutes. 

“Try some of this,” she suggested, offering me a couple of pills.  I took them and looked at them.  “Valium,” she said, “Helps to calm your nerves, and you’re not human if you’re not full of nerves already.”  She wasn’t wrong, I was terrified.  I took them gratefully, then she showed me a tray of sandwiches and I ate a couple gratefully.  Next a shot of vodka and she helped me out.

“What’s you name?” I asked her.

“Candy,” she replied, “Yours?”

“Louise.”  She shook her head. 

“We don’t use real names here, ever.  Think of a stripper name.  I went through half a dozen, each time she shook her head as there was already a girl there using that name. 

“How about Carmen?” she suggested.  I shrugged, it was as good as anything.

“Come on then Carmen, let’s go to the door, you’ll get the fourth group that comes in, watch what the girls ahead of you do.”  I followed her out onto the floor and to the main door, the one I wasn’t allowed to use.  Customers only.  We waited and made small talk, Candy helping me out, advising my on what level of tips to ask for for certain sexual favors.  “And,” she added, “Once you’ve serviced a table, go back stage to clean up.  No one wants used goods.”  She looked sad as she said that, but I knew what she meant.

When the door opened at four on the dot there was already a small line outside.  The group came in, five guys in smart suits.  The girl at the head of our line walked over to them, “Welcome to the Warren,” she said, smiling, “I’m Monique and I’ll be your server for the night.”  A couple of guys looked at each other and winked, one put his hand on her ass.  She made no attempt to resist.  Another thrust out an arm and grabbed one of her breasts, again she didn’t resist.

“Told you this was the place,” one of them said.  The man slapped her ass hard and Monique, or whatever her name was, led them from the door to a table, directly in front of the stage where six girls were already dancing to the music.  As they walked away another group came in, I was now third in line.

“Hello and welcome to The Warren,” the blonde at the front of our line said, “My name’s Roxy and I’ll be your server for the evening, come with me gentlemen.”  I looked at them, gentlemen was not an appropriate word for them.  Two of this group stood beside her as they walked, each had a hand on her ass.

The third group came in, I’d be up next.  Candy took my hand, whispered good luck then led the group to a table.  I watched her walk, they were sitting in a line with the other three tables.  The next group of men was ready, only two of them, young and wearing suits.  I took a deep breath and stepped forward.

“Good afternoon and welcome to The Warren,” I said, forcing a smile, “My name’s Carmen and I’ll be your server for the evening.  Follow me gentlemen.”  They looked me up and down and smiled.  I turned and one slapped my still sore ass.  I took the blow and looked over my shoulder at him and winked.  Thank fuck for the vodka and valium.  I think I’d have run screaming if it wasn’t for the drugs.  I walked them to their table, next to me I looked at Candy, she was bent over the table, flashing her cleavage.  I pulled out a seat for one of the men, he sat down and looked up at the stage where a black girl was wrapping herself round a pole.

As I guided them I thought about Candy’s advice.  Study them, what are they wearing?  Do they look rich or poor?  What can they afford to tip you?  How quickly do they give you a tip?

“What can I get you Sirs?” I asked, leaning forward to fight for their attention, remembering to address men as Sir.  They looked at each other, before the one that slapped my ass spoke. 

“Two Buds,” he said.  No please or anything.

“My pleasure Sirs,” I said and stood up and walked to the bar.  Behind it were half a dozen girls, all dressed like me.  One looked at me.

“Two Buds,” I said.  She nodded and got them quickly and wrote a check, I did a double take when I looked at it, $4 for both.  Jesus, a six pack cost less than $2 at the liquor store on the corner of my street, and that was expensive.  I put them on the tray and walked back to the table, then bent to place the beers in front of them.  A guy whooped as the dancing girl’s bra came off.  He stood up and placed a dollar bill on the stage in front of her, she went onto all fours and took his hand and put it on her breast, her rabbit ears touching his head.  This was what they paid for.

One of the others took a sip of his beer and picked up the check, he pulled out his wallet and picked out a Jackson and put it on the tray.  I just looked at it, $10.  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen $10.  I went back to the bar and handed it over, the same bar tender took it and put four quarters on the tray and a $5 bill.  I picked it up, “Wait,” she said.  I watched as she poured some beer on the tray, over the quarters.  I looked at her.

“First day?”  I nodded.

“If the coins are wet they won’t pick them up, they’ll always take the notes but not a few wet quarters.”  I nodded, not sure I believed her.  I went back and offered the man his change, sure enough he picked up the $5 bill but balked at the quarters.  My first tip.  I smiled and thanked him.  He looked at me.

“Know how else you can thank me?” he asked.  One of his friends was watching, the other still playing with the girl on the stage as she drained his wallet of singles.  Fuck, she must have earned $5 by now.  I smiled, coyly at him then shook my head.  I glanced at the table next door, Candy was sat on a guy’s knees.

He pushed his chair out and pointed at his lap, I nodded, he clearly expected me to sit on it, so I did, sideways on from him.  He pushed my hair over my shoulder, then a hand went onto my chest, touching one of my breasts.  I took a sharp intake of breath from nerves, but he mistook it as excitement.  He squeezed my breast through the leather material.

“You like this then do you?”

I smiled back at him, “I do Sir,” I replied in a low voice.  He took his hand from by breast and onto my thigh, sliding it up and onto my ass.

“How much to slap you ass hard while you blow me?” he asked.  There, the contract amount was out.  I thought about Candy’s advice as we’d waited.  His suit looked expensive, he’d not questioned $5 for two beers, he was wearing a Rolex.  He could afford it.

“$5 for the blow job and another $5 to slap me around a little Sir.”  I kissed him while he thought about it.  To help his thought process I took his hand off my ass and raised it up, then brought it down onto my teenage ass.  I let go and then put my hand onto his cock and rubbed it through the material of his suit.

“Hit me Sir,” I whispered into his ear, “Hit my ass, spank me, I’ve been a bad girl.”  I was helping to build his fantasy for him.

“Fuck,” he said, “Fuck.”  He reached into his suit and pulled out his wallet, a thin leather one.  Expensive again.  He reached in and took out three $5 bills and put them on the table.  I watched, kissed him again and slid off his knees, between his legs and unzipped his fly.  I looked up at him, the club was dark, of course, the only well lit part was the stage.  He looked around, suddenly nervous so before he changed his mind I took his cock into my mouth and sucked, moving my head up and down as best I could, the stupid ears getting in the way.

I cupped his balls and forced his full length into my mouth, touching the back, making myself choke as Mr. Lorenzo had suggested, the man seemed to like that.  I remembered that he wanted to spank me, so I lifted myself up from kneeling, keeping him in my mouth the whole time,  I was half standing over him, ass to the side as I continued to suck.  I couldn’t meet his eyes, but I could see the black girl on the stage was lying on her back, my customer’s friend was fucking her mouth and groping her tits.  Another girl had come on stage to take her place dancing.

I yelped in pain as the man hit me ass, hard.  I wasn’t sure what to do, I tried something and took him out of my mouth, instead wanking his wet cock.  “Thank you Sir,” I said and took him back in.  He let me suck him for a few seconds before he hit me again.  We repeated the cycle a dozen times until he grabbed my head.  His breathing was already short, I cupped his balls again and he exploded into my mouth, his cock pulsing a dozen times.  Normally I’d pull away as a guy came, cum tastes revolting, but this wouldn’t be acceptable and I knew it.

I made soft noises in my throat, showing him I loved what was happening, when he finally stopped cumming I still held him, he slapped my ass playfully a couple of times before I slid off and down onto the floor, I opened my legs as I’d been trained and looked up at him.  I smiled, then opened my mouth to show him his load, closed, swallowed and opened again to show him it had all gone.  He patted my head, then threw the three bills at me.

I looked at them on the floor, I moved a hand to pick them up but he shook his head.  “Earn the last one,” he said, “Put your arms behind your back and use your mouth.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, smiling.  Truth be told I wanted to hit him.  He just used my mouth, paid me, turned me into a whore.  Now he wanted to degrade and humiliate me.  For $5 he could do that.  I folded my arms as instructed and bent forward, head down.  I could see the three bills, the first was easy to get, it was half folded and easy to get the corner into my mouth.  Once I had it I looked up at him, unfolded my arms and tucked it into my outfit.  The second was harder, I had to lick it with my tongue to get it to stick, as I moved for the third he put his feet onto my back.  The floor was sticky to my face, years of split beer and worse no doubt.  I felt ill.

“Why not stay like that until I finish my beer?” he said.  I was now a footstool for him.  Better than sucking him I guess.

“My pleasure Sir,” I said, turning my face to him and smiling.  I’d guess I spent 15 minutes like that, when he’d finished his Bud he looked down, he threw another couple of singles onto the floor and stood up.  I stayed where I was until he and his friend were safely on their way to the door.  When I got up I looked around, unsure of what to do, other than pick up the four quarters on the tray.  $17 in 30 minutes, not bad I thought.  Not bad.

One of the bouncers came over, “Clean this shit up and get it ready for the next customers.”  I looked round, the place was already half full, we’d need the table soon.”  I did as ordered, when I took the empties to the bar the girl who’d got them looked at me.

“Half,” she said, holding out her hand.  I looked confused.

“I don’t get paid either,” she told me.  I understood and took out the $17.  She took two fives and handed me $1.50.  Fuck, I’d blown one of them, all she’d done was open two beers.  She nodded in understanding.  “You’ll work the bar soon enough,” she told me, “But next time don’t be so fucking honest.  You could just have given me a five.”  Good advice.  She pointed to the staff door at the back of the room.

“Get cleaned up,” she told me.  Second person to do so.  I walked off, moving my hips as sexily as I could.  Once inside the staff door another bouncer came over to me.

“How much did you earn?” he asked, “Let me see it.”  I took out the remaining money and he looked at it, then picked out a five dollar bill.  “This is Mr. Lorenzo’s,” he informed me, “And I’ll keep the change for the security services.”  Fuck, My $17 had become $3 in 5 minutes.  I walked to the changing room, dumbfounded.  When I got there the enormity of what I’d done hit me and I ran to the restroom and puked.  I wasn’t even an expensive whore, I was cheap.

When I came out Candy was there, her eye makeup was streaked down her face, she’d been crying.  She hugged me.  “Now you understand,” she told me, “Come on, let’s get you ready for the next customers.”  She looked at my hand, clutching the $3, fuck I’d lost the coins somewhere.  “Lock that away safely.”  I did as she ordered.

That night I blew 19 guys, 12 fucked my pussy and five in my ass and I went home at three in the morning – I splashed out on a taxi – with almost $170.  I’d earned five times that, but I’d be able to pay my rent, feed the meter and eat.

Six months I told myself, six months.

******

I was stood in the line holding a new girl’s hand.  We’d decided on Aurora as her name, she’d passed the interview two days ago and this was her first night on shift.  I’d given her some valium and a couple of shots of vodka, but she was still terrified.

“How do you do this,” she asked me.

“Shut off your mind,” I told her sadly, “It’s just a job.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

I smiled, feeling sad, “About five years now,” I replied.  When I’d tried to quit Mr. Lorenzo had politely told me he’d decide when I quit.  There were no girls working in the club past 27 or 28, only five years to go I told myself.  I had no idea what would happen then.

“Come on, here’s our first mark,” I added, putting a fake smile on my face.  A group of six guys were next, I stepped forward clutching Aurora’s hand, “My name’s Carmen,” I said smiling, “And this is Aurora,” I added, presenting my young friend. 

Time to earn my money.


Afterword

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







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




Paige
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[Predicaments]

Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way.

- tbh

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. 

- Jonel

[Poker Slaves]

Based on real life or completely fiction? Either way it takes you for a definitely interesting and exciting ride most of the time.

- tbh


Books By This Author

Predicaments

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

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course. Maybe seven or eight years ago? I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience. I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer. But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa. Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment. It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.” Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence. Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness. She thought for a moment. “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks. I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?” Lisa nodded. “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want. And generally get you used to be being a human again.” Rachel smiled at Lisa. “Any more questions?”

“No."

Blackmailed

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master
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