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Jessica was sat in her hotel room, it was late, she’d got out of work just after seven – people in New York worked long hours, she’d eaten something on the way back, now she was sat on the business chair at the desk in her hotel room, naked, browsing the web on her laptop.  Lucky nobody else has ever sat naked in this chair, she thought, smiling.  Everyone who sits naked on a hotel chair thinks that.  Besides, that’s why she’d draped a towel over it.

She looked at the door, visually checking it, the lock was on, she knew the blinds were down and the drapes closed, but she gave them a once over regardless, the only sounds were the usual noises from the city street, horns blaring and the bustle of the city and the gentle hum of the A/C. 

Jessica activated the VPN on her laptop and logged onto the dark web, she did this every year as she started her shopping, endlessly clicking left, occasionally right to add one to the basket of potentials.  After an hour she stopped, her basket had eleven items in it.  She cross referenced it to her desired dates and the list reduced to two.  Christmas/New Year was always the most popular time.  Jessica smiled, having to choose from only two, this was the kind of choice she liked, she frowned when she looked at the prices.  Always the most expensive time of the year.

The mouse hovered over the first image, a woman slightly older than her, maybe she was 28 or 29, long dark hair, rake thin but a full firm chest and toned legs.  Under her pictures were her measurements, 34D (natural), 22, 34.  Jessica touched the screen, using her fingers to expand the image, she liked the look of her far more than the younger blonde also in her basket, the woman reminded her a little of herself.  She pressed the play button next to the image.

“Hello Sir or Ma’am,” the video played, “I hope you find me attractive.”  The woman was smiling, like she meant it and she sounded happy, “My name’s not important, what is important is that I aim to please and pleasure you, in whatever way you want.  Your total satisfaction will be my only concern, whatever you want to do.”  Her voice dropped low when she said whatever, to emphasize the point.

The video cut to the woman sucking a cock, slowly up and down.  It was a monster, must have been ten inches long and very fat, then she just sank down on it, the full length disappeared into her throat where she held it without gagging while maintaining eye contact with the camera.  Jessica raised her eyebrows as she watched, “Wow!” she mouthed, she was a lesbian but she rewound the scene over and over, wondering if what she’d just seen was actually possible or just camera trickery.  Mental note, the girl would be made to suck her strap on.

Next it cut away to her having her tits tortured, she was screaming in pain but never asked her assailant to stop, finally it showed her being smothered by a gorgeous blonde as she greedily ate her pussy.  Finally the dark haired woman spoke to the camera.

“Whatever your pleasure, let me fulfill it for you.  Whether it’s sucking a cock or eating a delicious pussy I love to serve.  I exist to serve you.  Giving pleasure is pleasure to me.”  She then pouted her lips, kissed her fingers and blew it into the camera.  The video stopped.  Jessica sat back, she was a good few years younger than the woman on the video, but dominating an older woman would be part of the thrill, plus the blonde was more expensive.  People wanted youth.  Jessica pulled out her Amex card and made the payment, she’d used the company before and never been disappointed.  They weren’t cheap, but you got what you paid for.

Once the transaction was complete she sat back in the chair and watched the video over and over, masturbating as she did.  It would be several months till she received her own present to herself, but it would be worth the wait.  Jessica took her time before she allowed herself to cum, sliding her fingers in and out of her pussy, edging herself for almost an hour before she came, screaming in delight.  There was no point rushing things . . . . 
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Jessica knew it was coming, she’d been forewarned at lunch by her work friend.  “The inevitable goodbyes and present is coming at three,” she’d been told.  Ten minutes before she took herself off to the bathroom and refreshed herself, Jessica was, if nothing else, vain.  Five minutes later she was back at her desk, trying to look like she didn’t know what was coming.  Soon she could no longer ignore the gathering behind her, twenty or so people were forming a ring round her desk.  She smiled and pushed the keyboard away and stood up, leaning back against a filing cabinet

“Well,” said Max, the scrum master, “It falls to me to say a few words on behalf of us all.  Jess,” Jessica hated being called Jess, but she just smiled, this was her last day, no point leaving with bad memories.  Never burn bridges and all that.  Max continued, “She’s been with us for the last 18 months, but decided to seek new opportunities in the New Year.”  Jessica nodded, she was a contractor, this was only partially true.  Tax laws meant she could only work for the same company for a maximum of two years.  Plus she wanted a change.  For the next five minutes he droned on about what she’d brought to the team and how they’d all miss her.

Max presented her with a bottle of fizz and a bunch of flowers, there was a gentle round of applause which she acknowledged gracefully, then while holding the gifts she knew it was time for her to speak.  What the fuck will I do with flowers, she thought.

“Thank you Max,” she started, “As you know…” she continued, determined to keep her speech short.  She thanked everyone, wished them well and stated that they could do it without her.  The usual stuff for when a contractor left.  At only 24 she was young, but good at what she did.  When she finished there was a round of applause then people drifted off and she sat back down and continued to finish up, she had to leave for a flight at six, and she wasn’t going to be late.

“What are you going to do next?” asked her work friend.  Jessica just shrugged.

“No real plans, just fly back to Vermont for Christmas, take a few weeks off, look for a new job and hopefully find something at the end of January.”  When she left her friend shrugged, she couldn’t live with the uncertainty like that.  Jessica found it hard, but the money more than made up for it.  That was the only reason she did it.  When she switched off the computer and made for the elevators pulling her case behind her a few people looked up and said goodbye, but most ignored her.  By the end of January she’d be forgotten.  By the time she was waving for a taxi she’d ditched the flowers.  Flowers weren’t her thing.

Six hours later she was safe in her mountain retreat, a cabin she’d bought a couple of years ago, it was a long, slow drive from the airport at Burlington, the SUV needed chains for the last few miles.  But that was the price of solitude in the mountains.  Jessica thought it was a price worth paying.  The cabin was on a mountainside, maybe eight miles from the nearest town.  Cell coverage was surprisingly good for somewhere remote, indeed the signal made Wi-Fi redundant, which was just as well.  There were no services in the cabin other than electricity from a generator.

Her first task was to light the stove, it was well below freezing in the cabin, but she’d prepared in the summer and just had to put a match to the waiting hearth.  Jessica had been brought up on a homestead in the Midwest but had turned her back on it for a life in the city, much to the disappointment of her family.  Long term she wanted to go back to it, when she had the money and had found the slave she wanted to live with for the rest of her life.  All she needed was the money to achieve both, and contracting was a means to an end.

As the fire warmed the cabin she started to unpack, kept moving, and put a kettle on the stove to heat some water and make a coffee.  She smiled as heat started to seep from the stove, soon she wouldn’t be doing any work at all.
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She woke early, it was now well above freezing inside the cabin, outside it had to be 20 degrees below.  Jessica wasn’t one for long lie-ins, at least not when she was alone.  She got up quickly, threw on her coat and stoked the fire, feeding it with fresh wood.  She’d built it up the previous night, but it was down to embers.  Jessica added a couple of logs, opened the air vent and the flames quickly leapt into life and warmed the whole cabin.  Jessica removed her coat as the temperature slowly crept up.

Jessica checked her phone as she waited, her shipment was due that morning.  She had a secure message, En-route, ETA 14:00.  Jessica nodded, she could live with it being a few hours late.  She spent most of the day chopping wood making sure the log store was filled with usable chunks.  She enjoyed the hard living, the exercise, she was a product of her upbringing.  She cooked and ate, she didn’t really enjoy cooking unless it was something she’d trapped and killed herself, then char-broiled on the BBQ.

She checked the time, only an hour to wait.  She passed the time using her laptop to search for new contracts until she heard the sound of an SUV on the snow.  Jessica had used the firm half a dozen times before, but she was still nervous.  There was always the element of risk.  That’s what the security cameras were for, might help if she went missing.  That and the gun in my pocket, she thought.  She was a good shot.

The SUV door opened as the driver killed the engine.  Two men got out and Jessica watched as they rubbed their hands together, one blowing into his cupped hands.  They were correctly dressed she noted, sturdy boots, over trousers, thick warm coats and hats.  Just as well, there was a couple of feet of snow about.  She slipped on her long coat and stepped outside to greet them.

“Got a present for me boys?” she asked, using her pass phrase.

“Only grey squirrels,” one replied.  Jessica nodded, that was the correct response.  Jessica half closed the door, no point letting the warm air out.  She listened to them as they lifted her package into the house, she opened the door to help them, they carried a large box, maybe two feet wide and high and four long slung between two poles.  She gestured to the center of the room.

“Put it down there,” she said.  The men did as asked, handed over a bunch of keys, she signed some paperwork with a fake name and illegible signature, they handed over a welcome pack and they were gone.  Jessica locked the welcome pack in her safe, then she ran her nails over the box, it was covered in elegant Christmas paper as she’d requested but inside the paper was a metal cage.  Jessica could only guess at how the contents were feeling.  Jessica smiled, a thrill of anticipation shot through her.  She enjoyed putting fear into her playmates.  Made them more compliant when they were finally released. 

Jessica opened her safe with a four digit combination and took out the keys to her trunk, she unlocked it and pulled out some equipment.  She put her car keys and the trunk keys back inside the safe, locking it.  Safety was her middle name.  She picked up a cattle prod and inserted new batteries, then she touched the gift wrapped box with the end and pressed the button.  The electricity arced and passed into the cage, inside it the contents screamed in pain, the paper only slightly muffling her cries.

Jessica gasped, inflicting pain turned her on, she was a true sadist.  She pulled her skin tight jeans down and kicked them to one side, she touched her pussy through the delicate material of her panties and gasped again, she was already wet.  Slowly she pulled her panties to one side and ran her fingers along her pussy, moaning with each touch, occasionally touching the cage with the prod, each cry getting her more and more excited.

She finger fucked herself, gripping a chair and forgetting the cattle prod, two fingers slid in and out as she came hard, screaming, all the while thinking about the next two weeks and how she was going to use and torture the unknown contents of the cage.  As she came down Jessica smiled, that would be the last orgasm from her own hand over the holidays.
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Jessica was up at sunrise, the day was cold but the sky was the washed out blue of winter.  She got out of bed and walked to the lounge room, the only thing she was wearing was her white silk nightie.  She built up the fire and sat by it for a few minutes, letting the heat seep into her bones.  She smiled, tomorrow I won’t be the one making up the fire.  That would be her slave’s first order of the day.  Make up the fire and fix me a coffee. 

She checked the room, the door was unlocked but all the keys (apart from the cage key) were stored securely in the safe, any knife or tool was also locked away (bar one), clothes under lock and key.  She’d been told the girl was 100% submissive, but it couldn’t help to be safe.  You never know, she might well be being highly paid for her services, but she could change her mind.  She picked up the knife and touched the cage, the sound of the two metals touching making a haunting scraping sound.

Jessica slipped the knife inside the paper covering the cage and slid it along, the sound was enticing.  Her pussy was wet with anticipation as the rough sound of the slicing paper mixed with the tang of metal on metal and the crackling fire.  She was nervous, what if the submissive girl in the cage didn’t meet her expectations, what if it was someone else and she’d been ripped off?

She got impatient, she threw the knife to one side and tore off the paper, ripping it with her bare hands.  She smiled widely as she flung it aside, under the paper it was just as last time.  A metal cage with thick steel bars, inside it a woman dressed in a pale silk negligee as requested, on her knees, arms bound behind her back, a collar on her neck. 

Jessica had no idea how long she’d been like that, nor did she care.  She was bought and paid for, as far as she was concerned if she wanted to keep her like that for the full two weeks she would.  That’s what she’d paid for, the contract was explicit, anything goes, apart from broken bones, blood, permanent damage or death.  She picked up the cattle prod and touched it to the woman’s skin and turn it on.  As expected, the woman screamed in pain.

“I expect total obedience from you, understand?”  The reply, when it came, was quiet but happy and full of life.

“Yes Mistress.”  A thrill went through Jessica, Mistress, it always excited her that first time a new girl addressed her correctly.  She doubted she could ever get bored by it.

“Let’s get you out and you can start serving me.”  She undid the padlock on the cage and helped the woman out, she must have been in there for at least a full day.  As soon as she was out Jessica undid the restraints on her arms and helped her rub some blood back into them, then she went to sit in a chair, they still hadn’t seen each other’s faces.

“Come to me slave,” she said.  First test of obedience. 

“Yes Mistress,” came the reply.  The woman got onto all fours and crawled to the sound, head down, naked, hair, elbows and breasts touching the cabin floor.  Jessica smiled, the woman’s ass moved seductively as she crawled slowly over the cold floor.  When she was a foot from Jessica she extended her foot and touched the woman’s head, making her halt.

“Kneel,” she said.  Gracefully the slave put her palms onto the wooden floor and slid her legs along the wood, opening them wide, her face still obscured by her hair.  She straightened her back, sucked what little stomach that she had in, breathed deeply while thrusting her breasts out, put her hands onto her thighs and nervously looked up into the eyes of her owner for the next two weeks.  Jessica studied the woman’s body, it was like hers, very similar build.  She put a hand onto the slave’s chin and lifted her head up, they gazed into each other’s eyes before Jessica bent in and kissed her.

“I expect total obedience,” said Jessica.

“Yes Mistress, I will serve and obey you to best of my ability.  Is Mistress the correct way to address you?” asked the slave.  Jessica smiled, she was breathing deeply herself, she could barely think, she was in Dom space, it was almost like she was watching herself from afar, every fiber of her body felt alive, her entire body tingled.  Jessica picked up a leash and clipped it onto her slave’s collar.

“That will do just fine,” she said, struggling to get the words out, “Now, let me explain a few things to you.”
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Jessica was happy, the woman was as submissive as advertised, she was both pleased and maybe a little sad.  Pleased as it meant she’d get no resistance, sad as it was always fun when they had a little fight in them.  Beating the fight out of them was always fun.  “First rule, when I speak to you address me as Mistress.  Forget and I’ll whip you so hard you’ll regret the day you were born.”  She paused, waiting for the obvious retort.

“Yes Mistress,” came the expected, obvious reply.  Obvious, expected but still welcome.

“You do not speak unless spoken to.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“If you have no orders you will assume this position and hold it until given permission to move.  You might have to stay like this for hours, can you do that?”

“Yes Mistress, I have been very well trained.”  Jessica’s hand flew out slapping her slave hard across the face, knocking her sideways.  She moaned as she did it, hurting her was fun.  The slave took the blow in silence, just as well for her.  Jessica noted her hand stung, she gave no thought to the pain she’d caused the other woman.  She shook the pain out.

“People say I, you’re a slave, not a person.  Don’t ever say I in my presence ever again.  Understand?”  The trap had been set.  Would the slave girl fall for it?

“Yes, Mistress, your slave understands.”  Jessica smiled, well trained indeed.  She’d often thought about making off with one of the slaves she rented, keeping her for her own.  But, as had been made clear, the slaves could be tracked and traced anywhere in the world, as could she via her credit card.  She just had to keep saving, only another few years and she’d be able to buy her own girl.  A raw one that she could mold in her idea of perfection.

“Now get me a coffee, you can stand.”  Jessica showed her slave the gun she was carrying as she spoke, to emphasize her power.

“Thank you Mistress. Please could you tell this dumb cunt how you take your coffee?”  Jessica shivered, this was so exciting, she’d never had such a well trained slave before.

“Black.”  One word, all that was needed.  She watched as her slave stood up, she’d made the pot earlier, all the slave had to do was pour it.  Jessica watched as she opened a few cupboard doors until she found a mug, then she filled it from the pot on the stove and came back, the slave knelt in front of her Mistress and extended her left arm, palm raised to the ceiling and she stood the mug on it, maintaining a hold on the handle so it didn’t spill.

“Your coffee Mistress,” the slave said.  Jessica’s face broke into a broad smile, the slave was no doubt in excruciating pain from the hot liquid in the mug.  She opened her mouth, the slave’s head was down, not looking.  Jessica’s mouth hung open and a small sound came out.  She ignored the coffee, instead delighting in the suffering her slave was experiencing.

Eventually she took it, the woman’s hand was bright red from where she’d been holding the mug.  Jessica sipped the coffee, just drinkable, not too hot.  She should have praised the slave, but that wasn’t her way.  Some owners go for carrot and stick, Jessica went for stick and a bigger stick. 

“I want to put my feet up,” she said.

“Yes Mistress,” came the reply.  The slave turned sideways, understanding the request and got onto all fours, Jessica put her feet onto the small of her back and played with her phone while she drank her coffee.  She could definitely get used to this.

But Jessica made sure to keep her gun close, just in case.
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Jessica stroked the girls’ head, she was going to be worth every cent she’d paid to rent her.  Submissive, good looking, obedient and very sexy.  The only downside was she’d not found a reason to punish her yet.  Jessica smiled, she didn’t really need a reason at the end of the day, just it was always a good idea.  Jessica lifted her legs from slave’s back.

“Get me a glass of white wine, then cook Christmas dinner, you’ll find I bought everything and use the cookbook I’ve set out.”  Jessica smiled and unclipped the collar, the two women looked at each other and Jessica showed her the gun again.  It was important that the slave knew there was no escape.

“My pleasure Mistress,” came the expected response.  Jessica hadn’t given her permission to stand so she crawled into the kitchen, Jessica watching her ass the whole way.

“You can stand,” Jessica shouted.

“Thank you Mistress.”  Jessica watched as the woman found a glass and opened the fridge, pouring a glass of wine.  She came back and offered it to Jessica who took it and patted her head. 

“I want to eat at two,” Jessica said and she sat back to watch.  Slave worked diligently, on her profile it had said she was an excellent cook.  Slave started with the bird, she took it out of the fridge and read the instructions, she prepped and worked hard.  Jessica sipped her wine, it was important to remain in control of herself.  The smells from the kitchen area filled the house as the bird started to roast.

Hours later when the meal was ready Jessica moved to the kitchen table to eat.  Without being asked Slave assumed her kneeling position, Jessica patted her head, she’d done well.  Everything was cooked to perfection. 

“This is OK I guess,” she said.  Truth be told, she knew it was going to be excellent.

“Thank you Mistress,” came the reply.  Jessica looked at her, the girl’s lips were cracked.  She must be very thirsty.  As much as she wanted to hurt her, Jessica was also aware that she needed to keep her alive and well.  Jessica stood up and got a bowl, she scraped her leftovers into it and poured the turkey gravy over it, then placed it on the floor.

“Eat,” she said.  Jessica pushed her chair back to watch.  Slave put her hands out, instantly Jessica lashed her ass with the crop.  “No hands,” she barked.

“Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress,” came the reply.  Slave folded her arms behind her back and  started to eat, bending forward, head down.  Jessica was turned on as she watched Slave eat like a dog, direct from the bowl.  She got food on her face but she ate quickly.  While she ate Jessica got another bowl and filled it with water, Slave gratefully lapped it up.  Jessica just watched, drinking another glass of wine.  She knew it would have to be the last one for a while, she couldn’t get drunk.

When Slave had eaten everything she was ordered to clean up and join her Mistress in the main part of the cabin.
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Slave crawled into the main area, her Mistress was watching a film on her laptop.  As she heard slave moving she looked up, the kitchen area was immaculate, as expected.  Slave presented herself as expected, breasts rising and falling as she moved, she was rocking slightly side to side.  Jessica stroked her hair, she could see her discomfort.  She wanted to deny her for longer, watching slave in discomfort was fun.  But it could also damage her.

“Do you need the bathroom Slave?”

“Yes please Mistress,” replied slave.  Jessica put the leash back on her slave and walked her to the restroom.  The power that represented for her was indescribable.  She opened the door and told slave to use the restroom while she watched.  Jessica wasn’t into this kind of experience, it did nothing for her.  She did it to continue to establish her dominance over the slave, to make sure she knew that she had no rights, no privacy, nothing.

“Don’t let your ass touch the seat,” said Jessica, smiling.  Slave understood, she squatted over the pan, lifted her negligee and let go, a thick hot stream of yellow piss mostly hitting the bowl.  Jessica smiled, forcing it.  Truth be told this revolted her, but it was an important lesson.  No rights for the slave, none at all.  Ever.

Slave maintained eye contact as she used the toilet, when she was done she flushed the toilet and returned to her Mistress’s side.  Jessica stepped forward, the bowl had some piss on it.  She turned quickly and grabbed slave’s hair, pulling her painfully forward.  Slave gasped, Jessica made a note to punish her for that later.

“You pissed on the toilet,” she shouted, her voice tinged with rage, “Clean that mess up.  NOW.”  Slave knew what she had to do.

“Your slave is sorry Mistress,” she said meekly, she looked around, there were no cleaning products.  She looked up at Jessica who smiled.  Understanding passed between the two women and slave nodded.  Slave looked away, she took her long, dark hair into one hand and bent forward.  Jessica watched as she opened her mouth and started to lick the bowl.  Jessica slipped a hand onto her pussy, rubbing herself gently as her slave licked the bowl.  She couldn’t think of anything more humiliating to make her slave do, controlling her, degrading and humiliating slave turned Jessica on.

Slave licked, running her tongue along the pristine white bowl, making sure to lick every inch of it.  She’d been bought and paid for, this was part of the deal.  Jessica watched, it didn’t take slave long to clean the bowl, but slave didn’t stop, she wouldn’t until she was told to do.  Jessica watched, she leaned back against the cabin wall, rubbing her pussy, she started to moan, gently at first.

Jessica took her hand away from her most intimate area and opened the bathroom closet, she pulled out a bottle of mouthwash and threw it at slave.  When it hit slave stopped and looked at her mistress.

“Use that then lick me,” she ordered.  Slave stopped what she was doing and moved quickly to her Mistress, she kissed the inside’s of her thighs, Jessica put the gun down and grabbed her slave’s head, pulling her upwards and slave started to lick her owner’s pussy, she parted her lips with her fingers and ran her tongue along her pussy lips, quickly rewarded with a soft moan.  Slave pushed a finger into her owner and started to finger fuck her while licking her pussy.

Jessica had both her hands on slave’s head, pulling her in close, starving slave of oxygen.  Slave didn’t resist, she’d already worked out how sadistic her owner was.  No need to give her ammunition to allow her to be hurt more.  Slave fucked, licked and sucked for all she was worth, soon she could hear Jessica moaning loudly, her legs were starting to tremble and then she came, hard, digging her nails into slave’s head.  When Jessica finally released slave fell to the floor, barely conscious after so long without breathing.

The two women stayed like that, one drinking in air, one coming down from her orgasm, fueled by the humiliation and submission of the other.  Jessica recovered first, she picked up the gun and pulled slave’s leash, walking/pulling her out of the bathroom and back into the main body of the cabin.  Jessica needed to sit down, she was still weak at the knees.  Slave was made to kneel at her feet and rub them.
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Jessica made good use of her slave girl throughout the day, whether having her perform oral on her, having her serve her or use her as a footstool.  This was what she lived for, dominating another person totally, reducing them to the level of an object or an animal.  All she had to do was keep saving for a few more years and she’d be able to buy her own slave.  Not one as well trained as this, no, she wanted a wild one, a young one, one that she could tame and break.

The supply of logs ran low in the afternoon.  When slave placed the last one on the fire she felt, despite the ban on speaking without permission, that she had to inform her Mistress. 

“Mistress,” she said, “You slave apologizes for speaking without permission but that was the last log.  Please punish me as you see fit for speaking out of turn.”  Jessica looked, the woman was speaking the truth.  She looked outside, snow was gently falling, the log shed was close to the cabin, but still a ways off.

Jessica pointed to the log basket, “Go fill that up.”  Slave hesitated, she looked out of the window, the door that was closing off the outside world, she was naked and it had to be 10 degrees below freezing.  A quick strike from her Mistress’ whip got her moving.  Slave stood and picked up the basket, then went to the door.  As she opened it the wind whipped into the cabin, she stepped outside quickly and closed the door behind her.  Jessica stood and went to watch.

One of the reasons Jessica bought this cabin was the remote location.  She wasn’t worried about her slave running away, in the depths of winter she’d freeze to death before she could possibly reach the safety of another cabin or the town at the bottom of the hill.  Jessica smiled as her slave worked that out, they all did.  They’d go outside and think about running away, then pause as they worked out they couldn’t.

This woman was different, she looked around, but when she paused it was to locate the wood pile, not to find an escape route.  She just shivered as she went to collect the wood she’d been ordered to get.  Snow started to settle on her hair and she didn’t try to flick it off, she just went to complete the task she’d been set.  The naked woman walked to the log pile, the wind chill on her skin and snow and ice on her bare feet must have been agony for her.  Jessica smiled, she could feel herself getting excited again as she watched the older woman suffer.

When slave came back inside she was shivering, her skin red from the wind and the chill, her nipples rock hard like little bullets, her teeth chattering, but this didn’t stop her, she just opened the door, lifted the basket inside and put it back in place near the fire, then went to kneel in front of her mistress.

When it was dark outside and getting late Jessica ordered slave to build up the fire, once again she used her as a footrest before finishing her glass of wine.  For safety she put slave back into her cage for the night.  Later she’d share a bed with her, but not for a while.  Jessica always harbored the idea that the slave girls she rented might not be as submissive as they first appeared to be.

She uncrossed her legs and lifted her feet off the slave footstool and put them on the floor.  Jessica picked up her gun, then looked at the motionless woman before her.  She smiled, then leaned over and stroked the girl’s hair. 

“Go get into your cage,” she whispered.

“Yes Mistress,” came the obvious reply.  Jessica watched, thrilled as the older woman crawled into the steel cage and pulled the door closed, then she picked up the padlock and locked the door, sealing herself in for the night.  Jessica wasn’t dumb, she squatted down and checked that the padlock was secure before she went to her room for the night  She ran the gun over the cage, the metallic sound filling the room and filling slave with fear.  The two women looked into each other’s eyes.

“Tomorrow I’m going to hurt you,” whispered Jessica.  Slave nodded.

“This slave exists to serve you Mistress in any way you want.”  Jessica smiled, she doubted that slave was really looking forward to this.

Jessica slept well that night, slave far less so.


9

[image: ]


Jessica slept well, the cabin was warm, her bed comfortable.  Outside it was cold and the snow piled high, but the sky was blue and clear.  Jessica thought, she’d need to go into town today for some supplies.  Pity, she thought, she should have prepared better than this, but her flight had been late and she’d just wanted to go to the cabin, the next day she’d waited in for her late delivery.  No, she’d have to go to town.

She got out of bed, unlocked the safe and removed the gun and keys, then she allowed slave from her cage.  First she walked slave like a dog to the bathroom, she allowed slave to use it while she watched, then she made slave put her head into the bowl as she pissed over her, to once again enforce her authority.  Without being asked slave licked the bowl and floor clean.

Slave’s next task was to make coffee and breakfast for her owner, which Jessica ate as slave knelt at her feet.  Before she went into town Jessica dressed and took out all manner of belts, whips and paddles, each made from the finest leather, and a tub of leather care cream.  She looked at the table.

“I’m going into town,” Jessica said, “While I’m gone clean and feed these, then when I come back I’ll use them on you.”

“Yes Mistress,” came the reply.  Obvious, redundant but welcome.

Jessica took a metal chain and padlocked it to the slave’s neck, then the other end to a ring embedded in the wall.  She was sure that slave wouldn’t try to escape, she’d freeze to death outside in the snow, but she wasn’t going to take any chances.  Jessica patted slave’s head and went into town.

******

When she came back Jessica was careful, she parked the car and approached the cabin.  She held the gun in her hand as she pushed open the door to the cabin, slave was kneeling by the side of Jessica’s chair, legs apart, head down, hands on her thighs.  Jessica closed the door behind her and crossed to the table, the implements were clean and arranged in perfect order, Jessica smiled.  She was happy.

Jessica threw off her coat and let it fall to the floor, then she went to sit in her seat, her slave didn’t move or speak, Jessica watched her breasts rising and falling as she breathed.  Jessica crossed her legs and pushed her boot into slave’s breast, crushing the flesh and pushing her backwards.  Jessica smiled, other than the force the girl remained immobile.

When she took her foot away there was a dirty mark on slave’s breast, where her boot had been.  Jessica frowned, she looked at the cabin’s floor, there was a trail of footprints where she’d walked in.  Jessica crossed her legs, ankle resting on her thigh, the sole of her boot two inches from her property’s face.

“Clean my boots.”  Slave didn’t respond, she moved her hands to touch her Mistress’s boot to help her.  Jessica struck her with the riding crop.

“No, mouth only,” she said, “Hands behind your back.”  Slave did as she was instructed, folding her arms behind her back, then she bent in and started to clean her Mistress’ boots with her tongue.  Slave started on the sole, pushing her tongue in hard, then over the leather uppers before cleaning all the way to Jessica’s knees.  When Jessica recrossed her legs slave repeated the process on the other boot.  Eventually they were clean.

“Take them off and rub my feet now.”  Jessica sat back to enjoy her feet being massaged by her slave.  This was definitely the life for her, the one she wanted, the one she felt she deserved.  Pity this slave was too old, she thought.  And a pity she was so submissive.

When she was completely relaxed she released slave from the chain on her neck and ordered her to bring in the groceries.  It took her a couple of trips, then without being asked her slave put everything away.  As expected, she didn’t try to escape, once she was done Jessica ordered her to clean the floor, she was feeling generous and allowed her to use the mop.

“Then,” she said, “We’ll inspect the implements and test them out on your ass.”  Jessica smiled, this was what she’d been looking forward to.  Her slave smiled back, but far more hesitantly.  “I’ll go get changed, you stand by the table and wait for me.”  Slave swallowed, she knew what was on the table.

“Yes Mistress,” she replied.  Jessica glowed, she could hear the fear in her property’s voice.
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Jessica opened the safe and took out the keys, she was nothing if not careful.  If she’d not locked the keys to the closet away slave could have accessed her clothes and escaped.  Well, if she’d not been chained.  She carefully closed the safe and locked the safe door, then went to the bedroom area.  She unlocked the closet and selected her outfit, she held it up, examining it.

She loved this one, loved the feel and the look of it, the black leather, the little vest top exposed much of her chest, it was sexy.  The color, the feel of real leather gave her a sense of power.  Add to it the skin tight black leather pants and matching elbow length gloves and she was ready to exert her power over her helpless slave.

Her slave looked up from her position standing at the table with her arms folded behind her back as Jessica reentered the room.  The two women’s eye’s met, then the slave looked down at the table.  On it were the implements that she’d cleaned and fed earlier that day.  Whips, paddles, tawse, belts, over a dozen implements were in a neat ordered line, from the smallest to the largest.  Jessica perused them, she knew that her slave was watching, the fear building in her slowly. 

Jessica picked up a cane, it was only a foot long, the smallest implement on the table.  She slowly studied it, then swished it in the air a couple of times.  Satisfied with her choice she turned to face her slave.  Slave’s eyes were locked on the cane, it was the only thing she could see.

“I expect you to remain perfectly still and silent,” she said as she ran the cane over the other woman’s breasts.  The only sounds in the room came from the fire and the breathing of the two women, one excited, the other terrified about what was to come.

“Yes Mistress,” replied slave.  She would do her best to remain still and immobile but equally she knew that she’d be beaten until she cried out in pain and moved, then her Mistress would have a second reason to hurt her more.  Slave was experienced, she’d been a slave for years and could read her.  The way she was running the cane over her breasts, the evil glint in her eye. 

Jessica put a hand onto her slave’s chin and lifted it so that their eyes met, she could see the fear of what was to come in the slave girls eyes.  Jessica put her lips onto the naked woman’s and they kissed, mouths open, then she abruptly broke it off and took a half step back.  She lifted the cane high, holding it level with their eyes, slave focused on it, Jessica stared into the poor woman’s eyes.

She held it there, both women breathing deeply, then without warning brought it down hard into slave’s tits.  The sound of the wooden cane sinking into sensitive breast tissue filled the room, Jessica let out a small moan of pleasure at the pain she’d inflicted.  Slave didn’t have time to brace, she couldn’t help it and made a quiet grunt as she took the full force of the cane.

“WHAT THE FUCK?” yelled Jessica, “You were ordered to remain silent.”  Secretly she was delighted, now she had a reason to punish slave.

“Mistress, your slave apologizes for being useless and disobeying you.  Please punish your slave in any way you see fit Mistress.”  Jessica looked at slave’s chest, a thin red line was forming on her skin.  Jessica bent over and kissed her slave’s chest, licking her nipples and the welt that was forming.

“Oh, I will,” she said, looking up.  “The only question is which implement should I start with?”  They both looked at the table, one in ecstasy, the other in fear.  “Oh don’t worry baby girl, I’m going to use them all on your delicate skin.  It’s just a question of which one first.”  With that she struck her slave’s tits a second time, this time the girl took it in silence.

“Bend over, hands on the table, ass out, legs apart,” Jessica barked the order as she put the cane back on the table.

“Yes Mistress,” came the inevitable answer as slave moved to obey.  Jessica looked at her, ass out, ready to be beaten hard.  She picked up a belt and ran it over the offered ass.

“I’m thinking a dozen from each implement, what do you think?”  It was a rhetorical question, she didn’t wait for a response, just lashed her slave’s ass with the belt as hard as she could.  It would only be a matter of time before the woman started crying.  Jessica lifted the belt a second time.
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Slave was shaking and crying, she was clinging onto the table for dear life.  More than once in her punishment session she’d collapsed to the floor, Jessica just used that as another excuse to hurt her slave some more until she got back up.  All the time while she whipped the defenseless woman she was getting more and more turned on.  Finally Jessica couldn’t take it anymore.

Jessica threw the strap to one side and picked up her strap on harness.  She stepped into it and pulled up her legs, locking the belts onto her thighs, then she unzipped the zipper between her legs, allowing her pussy to be exposed.  She ran a finger along it, she was soaking.  Jessica gasped, she slid a finger into her exposed pussy, she put her other hand onto the table to support herself. 

Slave looked over her shoulder, her tears were slowing but all she could focus on was the huge dildo, 12 inches long and three wide.  Their eyes met, Jessica pulled her fingers from her own pussy and pushed them towards her slave who opened her mouth and took them in, sucking her Mistress’s juices from her fingers. 

Jessica moved behind her slave and rubbed the huge plastic cock up and down her slave’s pussy before sliding it inside, she didn’t use any lube and the pain caused her slave to scream in pain, this was worse even that being beaten.  Jessica laughed, this was true domination, force fucking the girl against her wishes, using her like this drove Jessica wild.  This was power, slave’s screams just drove her to fuck the girl harder.

When she could take anymore Jessica pulled out and leaned against the table, she pushed her slave to her knees and pushed her head onto the cock, slave opened wide and Jessica forced the cock into her mouth and down her throat, slave had been well trained and had no gag reflex.  Jessica picked up her favorite vibrator and pushed it against her pussy, the vibrations causing her to shake, her knees trembling.

Slave put her hands onto her Mistress’ thighs and tried to push back to breathe, she was weak from the beating and couldn’t, her struggles drove Jessica on and she was cumming in seconds, slave’s pathetic struggles against her did that.  Knowing that she had the power to allow her slave to breathe or not was true power, there was no feeling like it.  As slave’s struggles got weaker and weaker Jessica released her and she slid off the cock, coughing and drawing in air.

Jessica collapsed next to her slave, pulled her face in close and forced a kiss before she released her.  Jessica stood up and looked down, her slave was in a ball, marks on her back, ass and thighs.  Jessica touched her slave, she recoiled slightly.

“Aw, is your skin hot little one?”  Slave was still crying and sniffling.

“Yes Mistress,” she sobbed warily.  She knew enough about her owner to know there was probably an ulterior motive.

“Stand up, let’s cool you down.”  Slave stood up, Jessica led her to the door and out into the snow, both women shivered as the below freezing air hit them.  Jessica led her slave to outside the window.

“Stand here, don’t move, fold you arms behind your back.  I’ll let you back in once you’ve cooled down."

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress,” slave stuttered, her teeth chattering as she moved to obey.  Jessica went inside to watch her slave suffer some more.
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The next ten days passed in a similar fashion, Jessica would control and abuse her slave, the marks on her body were starting to build, as old bruises and whip marks faded Jessica would add new ones, making sure that her property was always marked.  After a few nights she stopped locking slave in her cage, rather she made her share her bed, but always cuffed and chained, just in case.  At bed time she’d restrain her slave, then lock the keys in the safe.  Jessica didn’t take chances.

Every few days Jessica made the journey into town for supplies, she left her slave unsupervised but with tasks to keep her busy.  Jessica made sure to keep her clothes under lock and key, as long as it remained cold (and it would for another four months at least) slave wasn’t going to consider escape.

With only two days left on the contract Jessica was regretting that she’d only paid for her slave for two weeks.  She tried to extend it, but it wasn’t possible, the girl was already booked out on another job.  As she drove back from town Jessica thought about hiring another girl, but it wouldn’t be the same.  Plus she really needed to save hard for the next few years.  Renting a girl was expensive enough, buying one outright would cost hundreds of thousands.  She had enough to buy one already, but what she wanted was enough to buy a slave, and a ranch and never work for the man again.

When she returned to the cabin she was as careful as ever, Jessica looked in the window, slave was hard at work in the kitchen area.  Jessica smiled, so submissive as always.  She opened the door and went in, stripping off her coat and boots.  Jessica looked at the cage by the window, a twinge of regret hit her again.  Only two more days with her slave.  Jessica sat in her favorite chair.  She didn’t speak, after ten days slave knew what was required.

Slave looked up when Jessica came in, Jessica was careful to show her the gun she always carried.  The gun was power and control in their relationship.  Slave stopped what she was doing, naked she picked up her Mistress’ coat and hung it up, then put her boots away.  She poured her owner a glass of wine and gave it to her, then glanced at the fire, it needed another log before she started to rub her owner’s feet.  Slave picked up a log, put it onto the fire and took her position at her Mistress’ feet.  Neither woman spoke, Slave knelt almost immobile, legs apart as she rubbed the brutal sadist’s feet.

Jessica sipped her wine and played with her phone, her feet were sore after an hour walking in town.  The groceries would keep in the SUV, she just needed to relax.  The fire was hot, she was very relaxed, the gun in one hand and phone in the other.  She slouched there for a long time, occasionally looking at her slave who rubbed and licked her feet.  Yes, she thought, I’ll try to buy this one.  She’s almost 30, I should get a good price for her.  The heat, the comfort and the wine were working, without knowing she slipped into a gentle sleep, the wine glass and phone fell to the floor.  Even the sound of the glass shattering didn’t revive her, Jessica was out of it.

The naked slave girl hugged herself.  She’d done it.  Now she had to work fast.  The iPhone lay on the floor, screen lock off.  The first thing she did was pick it up and enter the settings to add her face and fingerprint to the biometrics before the screen lock came on.  This gave her access to Jessica’s email accounts, and thus to her bank account.  Slave gasped when she saw the balance, several hundred thousand dollars.  She’d be able to escape on that, and live well for a number of years.

Once that was done she undressed her former Jessica, she used the keys to remove her collar and transfer it to her former Mistress, the tracking device was embedded in it.  She touched her wrist, a second was inside her.  She shuddered, thinking of the pain she’d have to endure when she came to remove it.  They broke frequently, no one would come knocking because it stopped transmitting.  Next she dragged her Mistress to the cage, it took several attempts to get her inside it, then she closed the door and locked it.  Slave checked the caged woman’s pulse, it was steady and she was breathing. 

Slave smiled, her plan had gone well.  Now she had two days to condition her former owner to her new life as a slave.  There could be no going back.  First things first, it was time to start being human again.  That meant a long hot shower and some clothes.  Slave picked up a blanket and threw it over the cage.  She wanted fear to build inside her former tormentor.
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When she awoke Jessica was groggy, she felt like a train was powering through her head.  She couldn’t see anything, instinctively she started to shake, she reached out with her hands and discovered she was trapped, her dulled mind took a few moments to work out where, she must in in the cage.

“Hey,” she cried out, “HEY.  HELP ME.”  In the room Slave smiled, her mistress was coming round.  She picked up the cattle prod and jammed it against the cage frame, then pressed the button.  Electricity arced and Jessica screamed in pain, she’d never experienced pain like it.  Slave didn’t let up.  It was important, vital even that Jessica’s first experience of pain was a long one.  Make sure she knew her place.

When Slave finally relented Jessica continued to gibber and cry, Slave spoke again.  “I’ll give you twenty seconds, be silent or I’ll turn it on again, this time at level six.”  Slave was careful to keep her voice monotone, harsh and cold, letting Jessica know she was serious.  Jessica tried hard, but as expected, failed.  Twice more she failed before she got her tears under control.  Slave pulled the blanket from the cage and looked at Jessica.  The roles were reversed.

“My name is Chloe,” said Slave, “But you can call me Mistress.  Do you understand?”  Chloe touched the cattle prod to Jessica’s skin and waited.  She knew it would take Jessica a few seconds to accept the change in roles.  Chloe smiled, she could see the torment on Jessica’s face, not wanting to submit to her former slave, but also understanding the consequences.  Slowly, eventually and only when Jessica saw Chloe’s fingers moving to the switch came the inevitable response.

“Yes Mistress,” came the reply, her words full of venom.  Chloe laughed.

“Fuck I remember being like that,” she said, sounding sad.  How many years of her life had she lost to being a slave?  Ten?  “Your first lesson in survival as a slave, always sound happy.  Understand?”  Jessica didn’t respond so Chloe used the cattle prod.  When her screams subsided Chloe spoke again.

“Second lesson, when you’re given an order or your owner says something the correct response is Yes Mistress or Yes Master, or whatever else they’ve told you to use, understand?”  Again Jessica was slow to respond, she warranted another jab of electricity.

“Third lesson, respond quickly.”

“Yes Mistress,” came the response, but sullen, so she got shocked again.

“You forgot lesson one Slave.”  Jessica couldn’t take it any longer, she grabbed the bars of the cage and started to rattle them hard.  Chloe ignored her, waiting for her to calm down.

“Back to lesson one.  And I’ve got all day to do this.”  Chloe smiled, she was no sadist, she derived no pleasure from what she was doing.  All she wanted was out, and this was the only way.  Chloe sat down.

“You’re probably wondering what’s happened, let me tell you . . .”  Chloe shivered, thinking of the last ten years as a slave.  She started to speak.  “My journey began ten years ago . . .”
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Iwoke up, the sun was streaming outside, a good morning for a run.  Still cool, the full heat of summer was yet to arrive.  I dressed quickly that morning, running gear on and went out into the street.  I ran hard for almost an hour, before I stopped to pause and draw my breath, hands on my knees and I drew in lungfuls of air.  While I was resting a van pulled up alongside me, the window opened.

“Excuse me honey,” said the old woman in the passenger seat in a kindly tone, “Could you help me please?  We’re lost, the GPS is playing up.  We’re looking for Kim’s Diner?”  The old woman smiled, she must have been in her late 50s.  I smiled back, so easy to get lost in the city.

“No problem,” I replied, standing up, my breasts rising and falling as I continued to breathe hard.  I took the five fateful steps towards the van and looked round, gathering my bearings.  “You want to continue for three sets of lights,” I said gesturing, “Then right at the third set and it will be on the corner second set.”  There was a sound, I twisted, the van side door opened and two men leaned out and grabbed me.  I struggled, pointlessly as they dragged me inside in seconds.  I kicked one and opened my mouth to scream, a rag went over my face and I blacked out.”

******

Chloe paused, thinking back to that day.  If she’d not stopped when she did, taken a different route, ignored the old woman and her plea for directions.  She shuddered at the thought.  Then she continued.

“They took me and spent the next few months training me, beating and raping me until I learned obedience and submission.  Lessons that you need to learn, and quickly.  When they come back to collect you you’ll be quickly rented out again and if you don’t obey your new owner . . . well, let’s just say you’ll want to obey.”  Chloe left the thought hanging.

“You think you were hard on me?  Believe me, what you’ve done to me is nothing compared to what I had to endure in training.”  Chloe shuddered at the thought, still fresh in her mind.  “And if you’re ever returned with less than five stars you’ll go back for reeducation.”  She shuddered again at the thought of the times she’d been ‘reeducated’.

“For ten years I’ve been sold, rented, used and beaten.  All the while I’ve plotted and waited for a chance to escape.  You were complacent, lazy, you assumed I couldn’t escape from here because of the remoteness.”  Chloe looked around, “I worked out the combination to your safe on your second trip into town, I found some paperwork with your date of birth on it and I was in.  Lazy.”  Jessica was shocked, she’d assumed her safe was impenetrable.

“So I took the drugs intended for my return and gave them to you,”  Chloe added with a smile as she got out of the chair and knelt down close to the cage, almost touching it.  “You’ll be going back in my place, and I’m going to take over your life.”

Jessica made a grab for Chloe through the cage, Chloe dodged it easily and slapped her hand away.  “You’ll pay for that.”

“But,” said Jessica, “But I assumed you . . .” she screamed in pain as the cattle prod did it’s work.

“Slaves don’t say I do they?  People say I, slaves don’t, DO THEY?”  The last two words screamed.  Jessica shook.  Meekly she replied, starting to sob.

“No Mistress.”

“That’s better, so I’ve got two days to prepare you.  Oh, and don’t think the agency will care that you’ve gone back in my place, they won’t.  Getting a younger model, shit, they’ll be happy even.”  Jessica thought and started to cry, Chloe was no doubt correct.  Chloe smiled, she could see Jessica was starting to accept her fate.
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Chloe woke early, she knew that collection would occur at midday.  She had no intention of being present.  She dressed quickly and packed a bag with clothes, Jessica was about the same size and her clothes were a good enough fit.  For now at least.

She dressed quickly, the fire was almost out, the cabin was still warm.  Inside the cage slave stirred.  Chloe opened the safe and removed the drugs, documentation and gun.  She put the sleeping draft into a glass of water and showed it to slave.

“Let me tell you what’s going to happen to you.  You’ll be collected and returned to the central ranch.  I don’t know where that is, somewhere in the desert.  There you’ll be trained to serve and obey, men will use you for their pleasure.”  Chloe swallowed as she said this, the memory was always in her mind.

“But you can’t do this to me, I’m a lesbian,” said Jessica, pleading, “Just let me go and you can escape.”  Chloe shook her head, then jammed the cattle prod into Jessica and punished her.

“That’s for talking back and saying I,” she said in a monotone voice, “If I let you go they’d come looking for me, no they have to get ‘me’ back.  Oh, and you’re a lesbian are you?  Well I’m straight, did you never think of that?”  Jessica shook her head.  Chloe gave Jessica the glass of water with the drugs in it.  She left the cattle prod touching Jessica’s skin so she knew the pain that could come.

“Drink that.”  Slave shook her head.  Chloe sighed and pulled out the cattle prod.

“Remember your lessons.  When you’re given an order you say ‘Yes Mistress’ and obey it.  Or you can refuse, then you suffer intense pain, then you obey it.  Believe me, the pain you’ve inflicted on me is nothing compared to what they’ll do at the ranch.”  With that she jammed the cattle prod into Slave who screamed.  Chloe left it connected for a long time before she pulled it away.

“Going to drink it now?”  Slave nodded.

“Yes Mistress,” she replied.

“Much better.  You spill as much as one drop and I’ll push this in, turn it on and leave it running until the batteries go flat.”  Chloe gave slave the water who hesitated for a few seconds, then downed the drugged water.  Seconds later she passed out for the second time in her life.  Chloe worked quickly, she loaded the SUV, covered the cage and left the review card.  She gave slave three stars, noting that she needed more training, particularly deep throat training.  She didn’t like doing it, but figured it was for slave’s own good.  She shouldn’t meet a client without more training.

Chloe took the keys for the SUV and left the cabin, heading for town.  She had no plans to ever return.  At the car rental she extended the lease for two weeks and took a one way extension South, back to her home state.  She’d have to plan carefully to explain what had happened to her, she wondered if her family were still alive or lived in the same town.  She couldn’t admit to knowing who’d kidnapped her, not if she wanted to keep access to Jessica’s money.  Chloe smiled, almost 300K, severance pay for 10 years of her life.  She just had to keep hold of it.

She tried hard not think about what she’d done, in time the memory of Jessica would fade.  She justified it to herself, if she’d not been kidnapped it would never have happened to Jessica.  Besides, she brought it on herself, didn’t she? 

******

Three months later the slave who had been Jessica was being taken to her first client.  She’d protested to the trainers but they didn’t care, as far as they could see they were getting a younger woman, so what if she needed retraining.  Training was fun.  Her transporters handed her over to her Master, she could feel that she must be on a boat.

Once the handlers had gone the box she was in was opened, she was lifted gently out and she blinked, last time she’d been outside it had been winter, she was on a boat gently rocking in a harbor.  She was wearing a green bikini, and a collar on her neck, nothing else.  The man that had helped her out smiled at her, he was strong and powerful, there was no way she’d be able to escape using brute force, her initial plan of escape shot down already.

The man touched her body, running his hands over her breasts, face and stomach, the leash on her collar wrapped round his powerful arm.  He smiled again, showing his yellow teeth.  Jessica did well to not recoil, his breath stank.  “Just what I ordered,” he said in broken English, “Are you looking forward to serving me and my friends?”

Jessica smiled back, best way to avoid being hurt.  “Of course I am Sir,” she replied, keeping her voice low and sultry, hopefully making herself more appealing to him, “I’m here to serve you in any way you want.”  He pulled the leash, Jessica didn’t resist as he pulled her closer to him.  He smiled and started to undo the buttons on his pants.  He sat down and gestured to Jessica, she fought down the urge to puke as she knelt before her Master, forcing herself to maintain eye contact and smile at the man she was going to please for the next few weeks.
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5 Days in San Francisco

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