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Aged 22 and at the end of the graduate training program the surviving graduates and I were gathered in the board room for the final briefing.  Of the 20 of us that had started two years ago 13 remained, two had left as they’d found something that they thought was better, five had been terminated for poor performance.

We called it the board room for two reasons, when the senior management met they did it in there, and it was available should the actual board ever visit this far flung corner of their empire.  That was unlikely given that the UK branch was run from London and the company from DC.  We also called it the ‘Bored Room’ as usually the only time we grunts were allowed in was to hear company news, staying awake could be a challenge.

Of the thirteen of us left nine of us had been promoted already to Software Engineer, me 12 months ago, the eight others six months back.  Three were in limbo, they knew that they’d be promoted in the next ten minutes, that or released.  I’m pleased to say that there was only one surprise, they were promoted, as expected.  The surprise was me, I was called up the front,

“And it’s my pleasure to tell Paige that she’s being promoted.”  I was promoted from Software Engineer to Lead Engineer, completely bypassing Senior.

“Completely deserved,” said the managing partner, “I gather you’ve been leading the project for the last eight months since Robert had his heart attack.”  I blushed, my colleagues (no longer my peers) gave me a polite round of applause.  I took my seat, I got a couple of pats on the back.

“And finally,” said the partner, “It falls to me to say this.  For the last two years you’ve been protected, under no threat.  But we are a commercial organization, we exists on profits.  As you know the company operates as an internally competitive structure.  It is up to you to find placements and positions, if you can’t you will be made redundant.  So I urge you to look at the vacancies board on a regular basis.  I don’t want to lose any of you.”

We gave him a round of applause, but I took the warning on board.  I’d just been given a £20K rise, but also a warning, Robert was coming back next month, the team I’d been tech lead on didn’t need two of us.  I needed to find something.  Which is how, just six weeks later, I found myself on a plane to America to take up a lead position on a new project.  The hiring manager was impressed with my CV, sorry, my resume.

I’d only been to America once before, maybe ten years earlier.  This time I’d packed well, two huge suitcases with all my clothes, the company had arranged a hotel for me for four weeks, after that I was on my own.  At least the hotel was a short walk from the office so I didn’t need a car to start with.

Monday, I was up at stupid AM of course, the joys of travelling west and the time changes.  I had a long lie in but was in the executive lounge when it opened at 6:30, the first person there.  I dressed carefully for the day, a white shirt with a black skirt suit, the shirt chosen on purpose, first day I was going to be nervous and sweat.

On the Monday morning I reported to my office and was introduced to the team I’d be the tech lead on.  “This is Paige, she’ll be the tech lead on the project.”  I smiled at the dozen people, most of them male, all of them older than me.  I’d met them all on Teams before, but meeting in person is always different.  One or two were clearly bemused, why was a twenty two year old from England here to lead the team?  More than a couple of them were grinning, no doubt deciding that I was their next easy sexual conquest.

I was shown to my desk, plugged in the company laptop and started to read.  I’d been reading background documents for an hour, struggling to stay awake when there was a knock at the entrance to my cubicle.  I turned round, standing at the entrance was a handsome man in his late 40s, I turned to face him.

“You must be Paige,” he said, his voice soft but powerful, “I’m Bill, Managing Partner for the Atlanta office, you’ve been highly recommended by the UK team.”  He entered my cubicle, I stood up and took his hand, he had a firm, solid handshake, I could see the muscles in his forearms, thick and well defined.  He had an almost full head of hair, greying slightly at the temples.  I was attracted to him.

“Nice to meet you,” I replied.  He flashed a smile at me, full on white teeth, I was suddenly aware of my own, slightly yellow, never been professionally whitened. 

“I’m just saying hello, you’ll get an invite for fifteen minutes with me later tomorrow, I want to go over what you should expect.  I worked in England for a while, we work much longer hours here.”  Wacko, I thought.  He released my hand and he turned and left.

The next day I knocked on his office door.  As you’d expect he had a corner office, glass walls with his name on the door.  “Come in,” he shouted.  I went in, the door was open when I arrived but he asked me to close it.  I looked round, the black desk, high backed manager chair, a couple of couches round a coffee table, it was exactly as you’d imagine a power office.  “Coffee?” he asked, “Or would you prefer tea?”  He gestured to the couch and I sat down.

“Tea please, hot tea, milk, no sugar.”  He nodded and stood up, there was a coffee machine on a desk, he put a mug under and put a tea bag in, then pressed the button for hot water.  I watched in horror as he poured the milk in before the hot water had even started to come out, when he gave me the cup of almost hot tea with the bag still floating in it I sipped it, it was revolting.

“I guess that’s not very good,” he said, spotting my failed attempts to feign delight, “We don’t really drink hot tea.”  I took another sip and lied to his face.

“No, this is great,” I said.  He was looking at me, I guess he knew I was lying.

“Let’s talk about the project and what I need from you,” he said.  He talked at me for the next ten minutes, before I had the chance to ask him some questions.

******

The first few weeks passed in a blur, I worked hard, starting early and finishing late, I knew I had to impress in my first weeks or I’d be a goner. I spent the weekends and evening trying to find an apartment to live in, eventually securing one in a serviced block with less than a week to go on my company paid for hotel.  Which was just as well, I couldn’t afford it on my salary.

The team took me out on the second week as a welcome, come the third week the younger guys on the team stopped resenting me as they could see what skills I brought, then more than one asked me on a date.  I always refused, dating in the company wasn’t banned, but neither was it encouraged.  Besides, dating someone who reported to me, that had to be a recipe for disaster.

After I’d been in America for six weeks I reached a conclusion.  Now I was settled in my apartment, work was under control, I’d visited the tourist spots in Atlanta and I was lonely and bored.  The apartments had a small social scene, once a month there would be a party, all welcome on the top floor round the pool, they were OK but other than the men there trying to fuck me I didn’t really fit, so I only went the once.

Nervously I opened my FetLife account, I’d sworn I wouldn’t use it while in America, I had the usual dozen mails from men of all ages in Edinburgh asking me out on a date, I changed my location to Atlanta and investigated what was going on.  I was in luck, the following Wednesday there was a Munch in a local sports bar, not far from my apartment.  It was advertised as a meet and greet, hookups were discouraged, from seven if you were coming for food, 8:30 for drinks.  All welcome, dress code casual, the organizer would be there wearing an Atalanta Flames shirt.  Oh, and his girlfriend would be the one wearing a leather collar and on a leash.  I smiled, that should make them easy to find.  There were two dozen attendees and another dozen maybes.  I signed up as a maybe.

On the Wednesday in question I left work early, and by early I mean five thirty.  I went home, showered – I was finally getting used to the heat and humidity – and dressed casually as suggested, blue jeans and a Tee shirt.  When I got there the lot was virtually empty, I was early.  I sat in my car, I was nervous, I wasn’t sure I dared to go in.  I was about to leave when I watched a single woman going in, I took a deep breath, if she could do it, so could I.  I locked the car and went inside.

This was my first experience of an American sports bar, the walls were covered in sports memorabilia, for sports I didn’t understand and teams I didn’t know.  TVs were blaring, showing all manner of different games.  I looked round, trying to find my tribe, it was dark inside but I spotted them, a long table at the back with five people sat at it.  One was wearing a Flames shirt, the girl next to him a collar, that had to be them.  I walked up to the table and looked at them, the man looked up.

“Can I help you Miss?” he asked.

“Are you The Dark Lord of the South?” I asked back, feeling rather stupid as I said his name out loud.  He laughed out loud.

“Yes, but you can call me Steve, who are you?”

“Paige,” I said, “Can I sit down?”

“Sure,” he replied, kicking out a chair, “We’ve not ordered food yet.  This is John, Sarah and,” he added pulling the leash in his hand, “This is Anna.”  They all said hello, they seemed like a nice, friendly bunch.  I took the seat, my back to the door.  We chatted for a while, they were all interested in what I thought of Atlanta and what an English girl (I didn’t correct them) was doing there.

The food was OK, the usual dump it in the deep fat fryer and serve a huge portion, I picked at mine as we talked.  As we ate the table filled up, no one attempted to ask me on a date which was nice.  I stayed away from beer, despite the gang telling me it would be OK, diet coke for me all night.

After we’d eaten I went to the restroom, when I came back a suit had taken my seat, he was deep in conversation with Steve, the host for the night.  I tapped him on the shoulder, “Hey, that’s my seat,” I said.  The suit turned round, he looked at me and we both fell silent.  It was Bill, the MD of the office.  We were both dumbfounded.  Eventually he stood up.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I’m Bill.”  For the second time I took his hand.

“I’m Paige,” I said quietly as we swapped positions.  Wow, it had never occurred to me that someone from work would be there, never mind the head honcho.  This could make work . . . interesting.  When I got home I lay on my bed with my laptop and looked up the attendees, I quickly found him and sent him a friend request.  I read his interests, he was a dominant, single, looking for a submissive, into lots of things, ropes, blowjobs (receiving), orgasm control & denial, crops, wax, taking a good girl and releasing her dark side . . .

I looked through his photos and things he’d liked, he had a thing for younger women with large breasts, I subconsciously touched mine when I read that.  He’d written a few fantasies, one about fucking a girl form work.  I found myself stripping off as he described inviting her into his office and locking the door, putting her over his knee and spanking her for poor performance, my hand was running over my pussy as I read, he’d published it the week I’d started.  Was I the girl in his fantasy?

My fingers were flying over my pussy, rubbing hard as I read and looked at his photos, I focused on one of a woman in a collar, she had bruised breasts and was holding a whip, imposed across the top of it were the words ‘Yes Sir’.  I imagined myself kneeling like that for him, begging for punishment, I was moaning loudly, fucking myself when I said ‘Punish me Sir,’ I came hard, gripping the pillow and stuffed it into my face to drown out my screams.  I lay there in a post orgasmic wave of pleasure.

When I came down from my high I threw the pillow to one side, then went to the bathroom to wash up, when I came back he’d accepted my friend request.  I toyed with messaging him, but didn’t.  His move next.

******

The next day at work I didn’t see Bill, nor did I see him on Friday, but that wasn’t unusual, I knew he lived on the West coast and he went home after work on Thursdays, coming back on the red eye for Monday. 

On Monday I saw him, he was getting a drink at the water cooler, I smiled and nodded at him, the confident man from the office just froze, he was mid conversation and he just stopped, mid sentence, the man he was talking to noticed and turned, he looked at me, then at Bill.  I approached and by the time I reached him Bill had almost recovered, he stuttered a little before continuing.

The next week or so the same pattern repeated, when I saw Bill he would clam up and almost shake.  I suppose he was, quite rightly, worried, I mean if I outed him as someone who liked to hurt women and enslave them for fun he might get fired.  Likewise my time in America might come to an end.  We had each other in a standoff.

My laptop beeped, meeting request with Bill at two pm the next day.  I stifled a laugh, this could be interesting.  The confident, successful man had been reduced to putty in my presence.  The following day I wore a white shirt, top few buttons open, a short skirt suit and holdups with two inch black heels.  Just before two I knocked on his door, it was ajar.

“Come in and close it behind you please Paige,” he said loudly, I went in and closed the door behind me, he pressed a button, there was a sound behind me, the blinds in the windows that faced into the office were closing. 

“I, I thought we should have some privacy Paige.  I, I need to speak to you.”  He was terrified.  I opened my mouth to reply, he put his fingers to his lips. 

“Can I get you a tea,” he said, “I’ve, I’ve been shopping.  Assam? English Breakfast?  Earl Grey?  Lapsang Souchong?  I tried that one actually, I think it might be off.”  I laughed as he lifted a box and sniffed it, to put it mildly it’s an acquired taste.  He offered me the tea caddy, he’d gone to town, this was leaf tea.  I smelled it.

“No, that’s the stuff,” I said, handing it back “Nothing wrong with that.”  He sniffed it again and shrugged his shoulders, I could see he didn’t believe me.  But at the same time I was glad I wasn’t going to have to drink it.

“I bought a kettle and I’ve done some real research,” he said, sounding much happier, “I know how much you Brits like your tea.”  I bit my lip, IMO if he’d gone to that much trouble it could only be for one reason.  He liked me. 

“Earl Grey please, just black.”  I watched as he filled and boiled the kettle, he made a pot of tea and put it on the coffee table, two mugs and a strainer.

“How long should I leave it for?” he asked.

“Couple of minutes,” I replied.  We sat in silence, both staring at the pot.  He’d asked me in, I expected him to take control of the meeting.  When it was ready he poured us each a cup and handed it to me.  Best cup of tea since I’d moved to America.

“Paige,” he coughed, “Look, we . . . we need to talk.”

“About what?” I asked innocently.  I was toying with him, this was fun.

“Look,” he scratched his nose, “We need to talk about the Munch.”  I nodded.

“I had fun.”

“If, if it came out that either of us was there I suspect I’d lose my job and I think you’d be on the next plane home to London.”  I didn’t correct him about where I lived.  I’d been there long enough to know that most Americans think the UK is England and England is actually London.

“I won’t tell anyone if you won’t,” I said, sipping my tea.  It really was a good cup.  Best I’d had for several months.

“That’s good.”  Bill hesitated for a moment, he was thinking.  The two couches were opposite each other, when we’d had our first chat he’d sat opposite me.  He looked at the windows that faced the office walkways, the blinds were down.  He sat down, next to me, too close to be professional.

“I read your profile,” I said, “And your kinks.”

“I read yours too,” he replied, then he hesitated, “We’ve got similar interests.  Similar, but opposite.”  I nodded.

“Yes Sir,” I said.  I was barely audible as I said those two words.  Bill stared into my eyes.  He reached out and put a hand onto my knee, then slid it slightly upwards onto my thigh.  I didn’t resist, rather I opened my legs slightly, allowing him access.  Our mouths were a couple of inches from each other.  I made the first move, I leaned in and kissed him, lingering.  Eventually he broke it off.

“We can’t do this here Paige,” he breathed, keeping his hand on my thigh.  I nodded, he was right.  If his secretary walked in he’d be disciplined and at best I’d be on the plane back home, probably without a job.

“Are you free tonight?” he asked.  I nodded.  Of course I was, I was free every night.

“Yes Sir,” I said.  My voice wobbled as I called him Sir for the second time.  He nodded.

“I’ll look up your address on the HR system and pick you up at seven thirty.  Do you have a little black dress?”  I nodded, I didn’t trust myself to speak.  He pushed his hand further up my leg, he put his other hand onto my chin, lifting my face to his.

“The correct response is ‘Yes Sir’, do you understand?”. 

“Yes Sir,” I replied, almost breathless.

“Now stand up and go back to work, do not be late tonight, understand?”

“Yes Sir.”  This was like no feeling I’d ever had before, I’d called boyfriends Sir, but we were just playing.  This was, well, could be, the real deal.  Calling Bill ‘Sir’ had given me butterflies like nothing and no one had done before.

I stood up, I could barely walk.  I could feel him watching me.  I opened the door and went back to my desk.  I tried to work, but my head wasn’t in the game.  All I could think about was Bill, how he demanded and commanded my submission and obedience.  And how I wanted to give it to him willingly.

******

I left work early, before six, that got a few raised eyebrows from the team, but no one said anything.  As soon as I was home I stripped off, my panties were soaking, they had been since I sat down in Bill’s office.  I’d been sure people could smell sex on me.  I took a long shower, I shaved my pits and pussy, mental note, time to get waxed again, I’d not done it since I landed in America.  I resisted the urge to masturbate in the shower.

I had only one dress with me, that made the choice easy.  I logged into Fet and looked at photos he’d liked, he went for pretty girls with minimal makeup in sexy clothes, either that or naked younger women in tight bondage.  I did my hair, drying and styling it carefully, slipped into a lacey matching set with sheer stockings and suspenders, some eye makeup to enhance my green eyes, a little blusher and bright red lips. 

My little black dress was just that, tiny spaghetti straps holding it up, intense black silk and it ended well above my knees.  I checked myself in the full length mirror, I looked good.  I added a matching sheer black scarf and some subtle perfume behind my ears, I’d learned over the years, make him come in close before he can smell it.  I slipped on some black heels, I didn’t know where we were going but I assumed it wasn’t Red Lobster or McDonalds.  The final touches were my little gold watch and my black purse with my phone and some money in it.  Five minutes late, not bad, not bad at all.  I rode the elevator to the building lobby, Bill was waiting for me, he was wearing a dark lounge suit with a tie, not the one he’d had on in the office.  We were going somewhere formal.  We looked at each other and smiled.

Bill stood up as I approached, he hugged me and we kissed, just a peck on the lips.  There were a dozen or so other people in the lobby, I was sure some must have been watching, the age gap between us making a lover’s kiss something to talk about.

“You’re late,” he said.  Fuck, I didn’t think five minutes late was that bad.  Fashionably late would be an hour late.

“I’m sorry Sir,” I said.  The word Sir came easily.  I wanted to call him Sir, I wanted to submit to him and his will, to have him control me.  I’d never felt like this before.  I was skipping, almost floating on air.

“Come on, the table’s booked for eight.”  I took his hand and we walked out to his hire car – I of course had rented the bottom of the range as demanded by company policy, Bill on the other hand had a full sized Lincoln. 

“Wow,” I said, suddenly aware of the gulf between us on the pecking order of the company hierarchy.  Bill laughed.

“You can rent one of these,” he said, “If you want.”

“How?” I asked.  Bill stared at me in silence.  It took me a few seconds.  “Sir,” I added.  The same thrill went through me as before.  A smile almost appeared on his face.

“Simple,” he said, “Book on the internal booking system, it will allocate you the cheapest one, then when you collect you ask for an upgrade at the hire desk.  The system is fine, you followed policy and no one cares that the invoice is way too much.”  I laughed, so simple.

“I’m surprised to find you defrauding the shareholders like that Sir,” I said, effecting a stern tone.  Bill laughed, he was a gentleman as well as a dominant, he opened the car door for me and closed it behind me after I got in.  At the restaurant the valet came to open the door for me, Bill waited and took my arm, I was correct, this was an expensive Franch restaurant, not a chain.  The maître d' showed us to our table, a private table in a quiet alcove.  We sat next to each other.

“Can I order for you Paige?” he asked, “Any special dietary requirements?”

“Yes please Sir and no, no special requirements.”  After he’d ordered drinks Bill looked at me.

“You were late.”  He was correct.

“I’m sorry Sir,” I replied, “I was only a few minutes late.”  He shrugged.

“Irrelevant.  You were told to be ready at seven thirty.”  I nodded, he was right.  “What should I do with you Paige?”  I knew what he wanted to do with me, I knew what I wanted him to do to me.  I wanted him to punish me.

“You should punish me Sir,” I replied, almost breathlessly.  He nodded.

“Oh, I will.  For now, go to the restroom and remove your panties and bra, give them to me when you return.”  He wasn’t looking at me, I wanted to protest, I wanted to not do it.  I didn’t move for a few moments.

“Your choice Paige,” he said, “You can do it or not.  But if you don’t, I’ll take you home after dinner and then we’re done.”  I sat for a few more moments before I stood up and went to the restroom.  I stepped into a cubicle and removed my bra and panties, shit, I should have brought my purse.  I swallowed, I had no choice now. 

I folded them up as small as possible and walked swiftly back to my seat, I was convinced the whole way across the restaurant floor that people were looking, watching me, the dress offered no support, I was very aware my breasts were bouncing.  I looked at people as I walked, more than one man was watching me.  It gave me a thrill, being desired is always a compliment, if not always welcome.

When I took my seat I passed Bill my underwear under the table.  He took it from me silently, I crossed my legs.  “Don’t do that, open your legs little one.”  I did as he asked, he put a hand on my thigh and picked up his wine, he sipped it as he pushed his hand up my thigh, my dress moving up, he put a finger onto my pussy and I gasped, he started to circle my clit slowly.

“You’re wet,” he said, still not looking at me.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, moaning softly.  He didn’t stop as the waiter came over to take our order, I was happy that he ordered for us both, all I could do was hold the menu and try to stifle my excitement.  As the waiter retreated he pulled his hand back, then put a finger to my mouth.  He didn’t speak, I just opened my mouth and sucked the juice from his finger.  Our eyes met, I was totally under his control.  I put my hand onto his pants, he was rock hard.

“Are you going to suck that later Paige?” he asked.

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  What else could I say?

We talked as we waited and ate, he was asking me about my life in the UK, what else we both liked.  We had a surprising amount in common, we both liked Science Fiction, classic rock music, hiking and quiet nights in a good pub.  After the starter he put his hand into his suit pocket and pulled something out, he put it on the table.  I stared at it.

“Do you know what that is?” he asked.  I nodded.

“Well, it’s either a very small belt or a slave collar Sir.”  He nodded.

“Go put it on.  Wait,” he added as I stood up.  He put something else on the table, a small open padlock, no key.  “And lock it onto your neck.  Don’t be slow.”

“Yes Sir.”  I picked it up and went to the bathroom, there were a couple of women in there, touching up their makeup.  Fuck, I needed to do this in front of a mirror.  I didn’t wait, I stood in front of the mirror and put the collar on my neck.  The two women had been talking, they fell silent as I stood there and put it on, then padlocked it in place.  They were watching my every move.  I didn’t speak to them, as I started to leave they whispered to each other, one laughed, they were watching me, laughing at me.  I blushed, they might be laughing, but I had obeyed my order.

We continued to talk and eat, the waiter stared at my neck for a moment when he came with the entrée, but he was the only one.  After the dinner we went to the car, the valet returned it and Bill tipped him, he drove to the exit from the restaurant lot and paused, he put the indicator on for left, back towards my apartment.  He turned to face me.

“Shall I take you home, or would you like to come to my apartment?”  I didn’t hesitate.  I touched my collar.

“It’s your choice, isn’t it Sir.”  Bill didn’t look at me.  He put his hand onto the indicator stalk and changed it, we were going right, back, presumably to his apartment. 

“Put two fingers in your pussy and keep them there until I tell you to get out.”

“Yes Sir.”  We drove in silence, Bill picked a classic rock station on Sirus XM, another advantage of the executive car, Lynard Skynyrd were playing, followed by the Rolling Stones.  I sang along to them, Bill just listened to me and the radio.

Bill’s apartment block was more upmarket than mine, there was an onsite swimming pool as well as the gym, he showed me round, before we took the elevator to his floor.  At his door he paused.  “Last chance to back out Paige,” he said, opening the door.  I didn’t speak, I just paused, looked at him then walked inside. 

Inside it was similar to my apartment, I guess these things are built to the same plans. But unlike my apartment there were two bedrooms, the open plan kitchen/living area was much bigger than mine with a gas fire and I think central air, the windows were missing the a/c heater/coolers that my place had.  No, this was a step up from my place.

Bill came and stood behind me, the door to the outside world closed behind us both, I did a little half jump as the escape route was closed off.  He put his strong hands onto my shoulders and kissed my neck.  I didn’t resist, I liked his touch on my skin.  He took the zipper of my dress into his fingers and pulled it slowly down my back, all the time caressing my neck.

When the dress was undone he slipped his hands inside it, onto my shoulders and pushed the straps to one side, the dress fell to the floor, I turned to face him, naked apart from my heels and hold ups.  He took half a step back, looking at me.  I must have blushed, I was self conscious that I was naked and he was still in his suit.  I’ve since learned that it’s so hot having naked women around men in suits, I love it.  The men’s brains can barely function, it’s sexy and almost funny.

Bill pulled a draw open, I watched him, he pulled out a leash and a blindfold.  Without asking he put the leash onto the collar, he let it dangle, the cold metal touching my body and nestling between my breasts.  Next he put the blindfold over my eyes, the room went dark.  He kissed me again.

“Red means stop, Amber means you’re uncomfortable and want to slow down and discuss, understand?”  Safe words, very important.  I nodded.

“I understand Sir,” I said.

“Say them for me.”

“Red means stop Sir, Amber means slow down.”

“Good.  Now fold your arms behind your back.”  I did as instructed, remaining rooted to the spot.  I listened, he was moving.  Some music came on in the back ground, soft rock.  I nodded, I liked it, I didn’t know what it was but I liked it.  I heard Bill open something, the fridge I thought, then he moved and sat down.

“Turn round Paige,” he said.  I turned, facing him I thought.  “Walk forward, slowly.”  I took a tiny step, right foot in front of the left, left in front of right.  This was thrilling, I was literally under his control, obeying his instructions blindly.

“Stop, turn a little to your left, that’s it, good girl,” I almost stumbled when he called me a good girl, it’s only two little words but it means so much more.  It meant he was proud of me, pleased with me, and in time I learned it would mean I love you.  See, two little words that mean so much.

“Walk . . . stop.”  He was close, I could smell his deodorant.  I felt his hand on my body, between my breasts, he took the leash in his powerful hand and pulled it taught.  “Down on your knees . . . that’s it, now shuffle forward.”  To help me he pulled on the leash, pulling me gently down, I had to move my hands to support myself as I lowered myself to the floor.

Bill ran his hands over my body, over my breasts, cupping them gently.  His touch was wonderful, soft, gentle, caring, unlike the boys I’d been with before who tended to be too rough.  He took my rock hard nipples between his fingers and squeezed gently, just a little pain.  I smiled and gasped, I was in love, he instinctively knew what to do, gentle but controlling, taking what he wanted.

He released his hold on my breasts, he turned and I heard him pick something up, he held it to my face, I opened my mouth and he pushed it in, a strawberry.  I bit down on it and some juice escaped my mouth, Bill moved quickly and licked my chin, then we kissed.  This was incredible.  He fed me a variety of berries, while I chewed he removed his belt, he stood up and I listened as he removed his pants.

His hands touched my face, then pulled on my leash, I rose up on my knees, I could smell the musk of his cock, I put my hands onto his ass and pulled him in close, I opened my mouth and took him inside, sucking and savoring the precum on it.  He rewarded me with a moan as I circled his shaft with my tongue before taking him deeper into my mouth, pulling him deeper and deeper with my hands.

“Amber,” he said, I was confused, surely the safe words were mine?  He pulled out of my mouth.  “Safe words are for us both Paige, I don’t want to cum in your mouth.”  I must have looked put out.  “Not today anyway.”  I reached for his cock with my mouth, Bill slapped my face.

“If you use your safe word I stop,” he said, “You do the same, understand?” 

“Understood Sir,” I replied.  He was right, this was where an older, experienced man scored over a boy my own age.  Bill picked me up easily and lay me on the couch, I reached over my head to hold its arm.  He kissed one of my thighs and I opened my legs, exposing my smooth, pink pussy to him.  Bill licked, I moaned hard, his tongue was powerful like the rest of him, he flicked my clit and started to fuck me with his fingers.

“Oh God yes,” I moaned, “That’s it Sir, yes, oh fuck yes.”  He fucked me hard with his fingers, I moved my hands to his head.

“Put them back,” he ordered.  I didn’t hesitate, they went back above my head and I gripped the couch arm.  “And no cumming without permission Paige.”  This was new.

“I understand Sir, oh fuck yes, can I cum please Sir?” I asked.  He ignored me, I started to plead with him, I was desperate, I didn’t know how much longer I could hold it.  Bill lifted a cushion onto my face and pushed it down.

“Cum for me Paige, cum now.”  As soon as he said now my hips started to buck and I came, hard, clamping his face between my legs, writhing and screaming as I came.  Best orgasm ever.  When I released Bill he kissed his way up my body, sucking my nipples and landed at my lips.

“Can I fuck you Paige?” he asked, I was jerking him slowly.

“Fuck me Sir,” I replied, “Fuck me hard, do what ever you want.”

“Are you on the pill Paige?”  I shook my head.

“No Sir.”  He looked disappointed, but went for a condom.  He slid it on, then climbed on top and inside me, my pussy gripped his thick cock.  He pinned my arms down and he fucked me, we were kissing, I broke off to ask for permission to cum again and we came together.

Two weeks later I handed in my notice on my apartment and moved in with him.  We were together for almost three wild, fun filled, sex addled years.  I learned more about sex, about him, about myself than I had in the last twenty.

And I still love being naked around men in suits.  I often catch myself dreaming about it at work.  Pity it’s unacceptable at work.


Natural Order
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My phone beeped.  A thrill went through me instantly, only one person has my number.  It was a message from my Master, short, simple and to the point.  I was shaking as I opened telegram to read what he’d written to me, his slave, his property.

Who owns you?

I moaned softly, lucky I was alone in my cubicle at work.  He’ll message me several times a day like this, every time a shot of excitement goes through me, he’s establishing ownership, I’m seriously worried that I’ll slip into subspace thinking about this.  I was shaking as I typed out my reply.

You do Master.

What rights to you have?

None Master.

What is your purpose?

To serve and obey you Master.

Put the small binder clip on my left nipple, keep it there for five minutes.

Yes Master, thankyou Master.

I had to steady myself, I was shaking, not in fear, not in anticipation of the pain that was to come, that’s not relevant.  I was shaking in excitement, he’d spent time talking to his slave, to me.  And you’ll notice what he said, put the binder on his nipple, these things on my chest aren’t mine, these tits belong to him, they are his property, like my holes, my body, everything belongs to him.

There was no one behind me, I picked up the small binder clip and lifted my sweater, pulling the shirt up with it.  I pushed my bra up, over his small breasts and opened the binder clip, I put it over his nipple and allowed it to close, biting into his flesh, causing his slave intense pain.  I took the pain in silence, as I’d been trained to do.  You can endure any pain, I knew that he was thinking of me, my suffering and it was pleasing him, knowing that I could endure the pain.  I pulled my sweater back down.

The binder is on your nipple Master.

Twist it hard

Yes Master.

He’s testing his property, as is his right.  Testing it’s submission and obedience to his will.  Obedience is all that matters.  I reached back inside my clothes and twisted the binder, left and right, turning it 180 degrees one way, I had to grip his teeth to control my desire to cry out, then back the other way.  Tears were forming in his eyes, the pain was a definite 10/10, any more and I would cry out in pain.  He knew this, he was seeing how much his slave could take.

Thank you Master for allowing your slave to hurt itself for your entertainment.

I didn’t get a response, why should I?  He gave me an order, I obeyed it, that doesn’t warrant a ‘Good Girl’ or a reward, why should it?  I waited the full five minutes, concentrating on my spreadsheet until the time was up, then I reached back inside to remove the binder form his nipple.  As I released it the blood flowed back into his sensitive bud and I had to hold the desk edge and grit his teeth to control the pain.  Pain is good, pain gives me focus.

He didn’t speak to me again that day, why should he?  I work part time, mostly to give me something to do.  He works the long hours that pay for our lives.  My role is to care for him.

When I got home first thing was to take the dog for a walk, he leapt up as I opened the door and he jumped at me.  Spike isn’t stupid, he knew the walk was coming.  He leapt around as I found his lead and took him out, not for a long walk, Master would take him out in the evening light for the long walk.  I have to keep Spike on the lead, he’d run off if I didn’t, he has no respect for me.  When my Master takes him out he doesn’t need a lead, Spike will always come running to him.  The dog knows his place, knows who owns him, as I do.

Once the dog was walked I checked my phone, just after six, Master will be leaving soon.  Time to prepare myself.  First a quick shower and check for hair, if there’s any on his body I will be severely (and deservedly) punished.  One of the rules.  The slave is allowed no hair below it’s neck, failure to comply will incur punishment.

Out of the shower, clean down, dry myself and apply makeup.  Quick check of my phone, I can see that his car is moving.  My phone has a tracker on it, he can see where his property is at all times.  He, of course, doesn’t.  He is free to go where he wants, when he wants.  But the car does have a tracker, you’ve got to love Tesla.  I can see where he is, I know he can only be twenty minutes away.  A second pass at the house, it’s immaculate.  If it’s not I will be punished.  The rules are simple, if I fail to obey I get punished.  I wouldn’t want it any other way, keeps my life simple.

When I’m certain there is nothing to worry about, the food is prepped and everything cleared away I go to wait for my Master.  I kneel close to the front door, naked apart from my collar, wrist and ankle cuffs.  These never come off, they are locked in place and the only key is on a chain round my Master’s neck.  I frequently get strange looks, but no one has ever asked.  If they did, I would tell them I was a slave.  No secrets.

I knelt down, legs open wide, hands on my thighs, palms facing up to show I’m hiding nothing and put my head down to wait.  I could hear the dog, he’s seen me assume the position and he came to kneel beside me.  I’m not the only one to have been trained in how to greet their Master.

There was nothing but silence, maybe a couple of birds singing in the Spring sun.  I was breathing hard, He would be back soon.  I could feel my excitement rising, my head was in a good place, soon I would be able to take care of him, in whatever way he wanted.  Time ceased to have meaning, it always did in this position, he would be home soon.  I was thinking about how I would be allowed to serve him.

I heard the car on the driveway, I shivered in anticipation and excitement.  The car door opened and he got out, I heard it close and he walked across the gravel, his keys went into the door lock and it opened.  It always takes all my concentration and effort to not leap up, to hug my owner.  I don’t move of course, not out of fear of the punishment I would earn but because of the disappointment he would feel in me.  I never want to disappoint my owner.  I want him to be proud of me, obeying his orders is the easiest way to earn his praise.  Beside me Spike is equally still, I know that he’s feeling the same way.

Master closed the door behind him and turned to face his pets.  I was trembling, I could hear his movements, he bent down and patted Spike’s head.  “Who’s a good boy,” he said.  Spike whined, he, just like me, craved attention.  I could feel my fingers flexing, I wanted this attention from him, but this was the way.  Master continued to talk to Spike for a few moments, before he straightened up and moved sideways, standing in front of me.  I could see his shoes.

I knew he was inspecting me, checking that my hair was in place, my makeup perfect, body presented well.  I was sucking in my stomach, I do this subconsciously most of the time, beathing deeply to make my chest rise and fall, making it more attractive to him.  He pushed a foot forward, it’s a signal.  I bent at the waist and kissed his shoe, a feeling of euphoria came over me, it always does when I am allowed to kiss his shoe.  I’ve been deprived of his attention for hours, I need this.

When I straightened up he patted my head.

“How was your day Master?” I asked.  I’m sure I must sound giddy with excitement.  I swear I could hear him smiling down at me, I was desperate to look up at him, but eye contact is forbidden without permission. 

“Tough,” he replied, “Long day.”  This is true, he works very long days to provide for us, I work for play money really.

“Your slave is sorry to hear that Master, can it help you relax in anyway?” I asked, leaning forward to remove his shoes.  He didn’t reply until they were off.

“Fix me a whiskey,” he said.

“Yes Master,” I replied.  I would do anything I could to help him relax, that’s my job.  I’ve always loved to serve and please others, becoming a slave is just the ultimate logical extension of that.  I moved quickly, I got his favorite tumbler and put two lumps of ice into it, poured a measure of whiskey and found him in his man cave, sunk into the couch, TV on, spike lying next to him.  I knelt in front of him, legs, open, head down, the glass on my outstretched hand.  He took it from me silently.  I heard him sip it, then replace it back onto my hand.

“When’s dinner?” he asked.

“When ever you want Master,” I replied, “Your slave has prepared the meal, it will only take fifteen minutes to cook.” 

“Footstool,” he said.  I put the drink onto the side table and got onto my hands and knees, he put his feet onto my back and I stayed like that, motionless, pleased to be of service.  When the local news finished he removed his feet.

“Go cook for me little one,” he said.  I shivered, I love being called by any term of endearment.

“Yes Master.”  I crawled out of the den to the kitchen, preparation is the key to success, the wok was soon on and the it didn’t take long before the Sichuan chicken came together.  Precisely fifteen minutes after I’d been ordered to cook Master appeared, I was running a few minutes late.  I did this on purpose, one way he can relieve his stress is by whipping me.  He enjoys hurting me, he’ll be rock hard and then he’s he’ll use one of my holes.  Best way to de-stress him.

Master sat at the kitchen table, I served as soon as it was ready, Spike waited on one side of him, I on the other.  He ate his fill, then put his plate on the floor.  Spike greedily ate his fill while I waited and Master played with his phone.  Once Spike wandered away I pulled the remains towards me and I started to eat, I’m not allowed to use my hands or cutlery.  That’s the way it should be, the Natural Order.  Man, dog, slave.  In that order.

“Clean up and report to the basement for punishment,” he said.  I smiled, my plan had worked.

“Yes Master,” I replied.


The Captain
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The Vengeance crept through the warm Caribbean waters, her wooden timbers creaking under the load of the full sails set, tacking hard, following a fully loaded Spanish merchantman returning from Mexico, hopefully loaded with silver destined to fund Spain’s ongoing war with France.  The first mate was stood on the quarter deck at the rear of the ship, glass held to his eye.

“Time to call the Captain?” asked the officer of the watch.  The first mate lowered the glass, he wiggled his chin, his thin platted beard twisting as his jaw moved from side to side.

“No, not yet, it’ll be a couple of hours before she’s in range of the main gun deck.”  The deck officer looked around, wishing they could load more sail, but the masts were already straining under the canvas.

“Can we at least hoist the black?” asked a hand.  The black, the huge black flag with the white skull and crossbones on it.  It could only mean one thing, and it would put fear into the merchantman crew.  A scared crew could make unforced handling errors.

“Aye,” replied the first mate, “Hoist the black, they must have guessed who we are by now.”  England was at peace with Spain, at least as far as anyone on the ship knew.  The last vessel they’d captured was only a couple of weeks back, it was out of Cadiz so their news was only a couple of months old.  The holds had been empty, the crew given a choice, join the Vengeance or be cast adrift in the long boat, five of them had joined the crew, the other 20 took their chances in the long boat, the captured ship sailed to Nassau to be sold by a skeleton crew.

“Hoist the black,” yelled the hand.

“Hoist the black,” went the cry round the crew.  There was a change of atmosphere at the cry, they were going into battle.  The first mate turned to watch, behind him the giant black flag ascended the flagpole, twelve feet high, twice as wide, blowing across the deck in the strong wind.  A cheer went up from the crew, battle meant money – or death, and this ship was fleeing from Mexico, that meant real money.

The mate looked across the deck, he located a couple of the Spaniards that had joined them recently, he was looking at them, studying them, judging their reactions.  He smiled, the men were cheering with the rest of the crew.  It could be an act, but to his mind if a man was cheering they were part of the crew and not looking to escape.  He shouted his next orders.

“Clear the ship for battle, dismiss the watch below, twenty minutes for something to eat, stay away from the Captain’s cabin.”

“Aye aye Sir,” came the obvious but welcome reply.  Clearing the ship would take 15 minutes, then that watch could get something to eat.  A ship’s crew always went into battle on a full stomach, you never knew how long the battle would last.  On paper there was no way a Spanish merchantman loaded with silver and a crew of twenty or thirty could stand against the Vengeance, 32 guns and 300 men, formerly of His Majesty’s Britannic Navy, but then that’s what the crew of the Vengeance had thought when they were boarded and the ship taken.  The crew wouldn’t make the same mistake.

The officer beside him scratched his face.  “Can I ask a question,” he said to the first mate, “Why aren’t we getting the Captain?”  The first mate laughed, this was the officer’s first cruise on the Vengeance, every pirate ship, every pirate captain had their own traditions.  Since Blake had become Captain the ship had it’s own rituals, the Captain would be left alone in the relatively huge cabin at the rear.  Well, almost alone, the Captain always had a companion with them before a battle . . . for relaxation purposes . . . .

******

The captain’s cabin was the largest private room on the ship, the ceiling almost five and half feet high, the room contained a bed, or cot, a small table and a couple of chairs, it covered the full width of the ship and almost twelve feet deep with large glass windows at the rear.  On either side a giant 18 pound gun was secured in place, pointing outwards to the sea.  They might be in use soon.

Inside were two people, sat in the chair the big, powerful man.  A giant for his age, almost six feet tall he had to be careful when standing, more than once he’d bounced his head on the ceiling beams, the ancient oak beams were unforgiving.  His face was covered in a full, long, dark beard, hiding the scars on his face from 30 years of being a pirate, marks from one battle or another.  He wore them as a badge of honor.

Standing opposite by the guarded door was a woman with long, flame red hair, in her late 20s or early 30s.  Much smaller than the man in the seat of power she eyed him carefully, she was wearing a white shirt, a dirty white shirt open from her neck to her pants, black waistcoat laced across the front, preventing her shirt from falling open and exposing her breasts.  Her skin was relatively clean, the few girls on the ship were amongst the cleanest people on it.  The men liked their girls clean.

On her neck she wore an iron collar, a slave collar.  It was locked in place, she put her hands onto it and touched it, nails clawing at it.  The man laughed, she tried the cabin door but like the collar it was locked, she pushed against it, the two guards on the other side looked at each other, the Captain needed to relax before a battle, it was part of what made the Vengeance a ship to be feared.

Behind the desk the man pulled on the chain link attached to the redhead’s collar, he pulled it gently, when she resisted he picked up a flintlock and pointed it at her.  He smiled, his teeth yellow and black, she banged against the wooden doors to no avail.  The guards had explicit instructions from the Captain.  Men that crossed Blake had a tendency to dangle from the yardarm.

“Come here little one,” he said, pulling on the chain, she tried had to resist.  Her strength was no match for his, she resisted as best she could, when he pulled her hard and her hands came off the bulkhead she stumbled forward, he threw back his head and laughed.

“Going to be a couple of hours before we catch that treasure ship,” he said, the chain was taught as she pulled against it, he just held her in place with one hand.  He put the pistol down on the desk and poured a couple of glasses of wine.

“Won’t you come an join me Martha?” he said.  She clawed at the chain as he pulled it again, dragging her ever closer.  He kicked out a chair, Martha thought about picking it up and throwing at her captor, but it wouldn’t achieve anything.  Knowing that resistance was futile she took the seat, as she sat down he pushed a plate and a glass of wine to his guest.

“Something to eat my dear?”  She gripped the chair arms and shook her head.  “As you wish.”  He continued to eat, she watched, entranced, watching his jaw move up and down, crunching the food, tapping the hard ship’s biscuits so the weevils came out.  He scooped them up into a small box.

“The ship’s chickens love these,” he said, by way of an explanation.  He laughed at his own joke.  He picked up his mug of wine, “Sure you won’t drink some, might make what’s coming more pleasant.  Well, tolerable anyway.”  He chuckled at her again.  “Nothing to say for yourself?”  She shook her head.

“Suit yourself.”  He finished his mug of wine, then picked the second one up and downed it, then threw it one to one side.  “Ah, that was good wine.  We’ve got another hundred bottles in the hold.  Maybe we can open one after we take the silver ship?”  She didn’t answer, she knew what was coming.  He pulled the chain again, drawing her closer to him, the girl could smell his breath, she looked at the flintlock.  He looked into her eyes, then down at the gun.

“Go on,” he said, “Reach for it, take it from me.”  She took a hand from the chain and tried to grab it, but far too slow, despite his bulk he was just as quick, her hand landed on the handle and his giant hand came down on top, she tried to pull back but he closed his fingers over it.  They both stared at the gun, then looked into each other’s eyes.  One face broke into a broad smile, the other started to shake.

“Well, well, well,” he said, pulling her closer to him by her hand, “What do we have here?”  He drew her closer and closer across the desk, one hand pulling her hand and the gun, the other pulling the chain on her neck.  Their mouths were an inch apart, he forced the gun from her hand and threw it to one side, then put his hand on the back of her head and forced her to kiss him, pushing his tongue into her mouth, she tried to struggle but she couldn’t resist him.

When they broke it off he back handed her across her face, knocking her sideways, if it wasn’t for the collar and chain he’d have knocked her to the floor.  She stared at him

“Kiss me better next time, and you can call me Sir, understand?  UNDERSTAND?”  The girl nodded, then stuttered back the expected response.

“Yes s-s-s-Sir,” she replied.  He threw back his head and laughed, she’d called him Sir, the first part of her submission to him. 

“Now then my dear,” he said, “You and I are going to have some fun, won’t that be a pleasant way to get ready for the battle?”  He stroked her hair, pushing it from her face, it lifted up over her breast, over her shoulder until it fell down her back.  He put his hand on her shoulder and started to massage it with his hand, the girl didn’t resist.  She was breathing deeply, her chest rising and falling.

Keeping her on a short leash he walked round his desk and sat on the opposite side, the redhead close to him.  He stroked her hair, then put a finger on her stomach before running it upwards, the cord of the waistcoat snapped under his finger.  They both kept theirs eyes firmly on each other.  When his finger was level with her breasts he stopped, then pushed his hand inside her shirt, grabbing a handful of flesh.

“You like this, don’t you girl?” he whispered, breathing heavily.  She knew what was required of her.

“Yes Sir,” she replied, she lifted one of her hands and put it on his, the thin material of the shirt between them.  He pulled her in and they kissed, the girl accepting her fate, she responded passionately to his touch, she figured this was the best option.  Her face ached from where he’d hit her.

“Take my shirt off,” he said.  Slowly, deliberately she put her hands onto his shirt and started to undo the buttons, one after another as she worked her way down.  When they were all undone he removed his hand from her breast, she pushed his shirt off, over his shoulders, she couldn’t help it, she admired his toned chest, muscled stomach and thick arms.

“Like what you see?”  She nodded.  She leaned in and kissed his chest, flicking his nipple with her tongue.  He let out a soft moan. He looped his finger round the leather cord at the top of her waistcoat and pulled, it slid out completely and the garment opened, the shirt coming with it.  He put his hands inside the shirt, over her breasts and pushed to the side, the shirt opened completely, exposing her soft white skin.

He put his hands onto her face and pulled her in, kissing again.  “Turn around,” he said.

“Yes Sir,” she replied.

“Hands behind your back.”  She didn’t reply but obeyed her Master, he used the leather cord from her waistcoat to tie her hands in place, like all sailors he was an expert with knots and he bound her wrists behind her back in an unescapable knot.  He spun her back round, naked from the waist up.

“Not going anywhere are you now?” he asked.

“No Sir,” came the reply.  He stroked her hair, then pushed her down onto her knees, he undid the cord on his pants and they fell down to his ankles, his cock rock hard.  The redhead didn’t have to be told what to do, she licked the base of his cock and worked her way up, it was surprisingly clean and she took it into her mouth, he moaned in pleasure as she did so.

“Fuck that’s good,” he whispered, the only sound other than the creaking ship and the wind.  He staggered as the ship rode a huge wave, her head forced even deeper, her lips touching his hair.  He pulled her off, then picked the girl up.  He undid the cord on her pants and pulled them down, he looked down, her thick red bush on display.  He nodded his head, he liked what he could see.  He’d never seen a naked redheaded girl before.

He picked her up and laid her over the desk, legs dangling, untied her hands and swiped papers, food and mugs onto the deck.  Her pussy was soaking wet, he used his fingers to push her lips apart then took a long lick along her sweet folds, she moaned in pleasure as he continued to lick her, he circled her clit with his tongue, she gripped the edges of the desk, trying to sink her nails into the hard oak.

“That’s good,” she moaned, “Fuck that’s good.”  He didn’t stop, he listened carefully to her panting, he could tell she was close to cumming, he stood up, she didn’t notice for a few moments, when she opened her eyes to look at him, he took his cock into his hand and lined it up, then thrust inside her.

“Yes, fuck YES,” she cried as his thick cock slid inside her pussy, her muscles gripped it, squeezing his rod hard as it slid in and out of her, his movements grew stronger as he thrust inside her, harder with every pump, he put his hands onto her breasts and squeezed her nipples.

“FUCK YES,” she screamed, cumming hard, he grunted as he came a second behind her, balls shooting his load deep inside her cunt.  He stopped thrusting.

“Don’t you fucking stop,” she yelled, he started to pump again, thrusting in and out until she told him to stop.  Above them on the quarter deck the first mate looked at the officer, hearing every word, every sound.

“Give it ten minutes, then go get the Captain.”  

“Is it like this before every battle?”  The first mate just nodded.

“Some people pray, some get drunk, our Captain gets laid.  Live the day like it’s your last, for it may well be.”  They could hear the sounds of the captain getting ready, sliding clothes back on, the long boots starting to clomp on the wooden boards. 

The door to the cabin opened, the captain was coming to take control.  The guards saluted, a pirate ship was a democracy, except in times of battle.  In times of battle the Captain’s power was absolute.  Disobey and you were dead.

Captain Blake climbed the stairs, behind the crew began to remove the cabin bulkheads for storage in the battle.  Men saluted the uniform as Blake passed them by, on the quarter deck the crew came to attention.  Blake held out a hand, the first mate put the spyglass into it and turned to look at the Spaniard.

“We should weather her in twenty minutes, have the starboard guns loaded and run out, tell the men to aim for the spars, we don’t want to sink her.”  In a battle you won by disabling the enemy, sinking would be a waste, what use was silver at the bottom of the sea?

Captain Blake lifted the glass to her eye, her long red hair blowing in the wind.  She controlled the ship by virtue of being the best person for the job.  It had taken her years to ascend to power, only at the death of the last Captain had the crew voted her into her position.  Occasionally when she was alone she liked to give that power to one of her crew.  The man she had submitted to this time came and stood beside her.  Stress relief.

“I want you to lead the boarding party,” she smiled.  He smiled back, playtime was over, war was about to begin.  Assuming they both survived the battle it would be playtime again soon. 

“Aye aye Captain,” he replied.
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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

xx
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Malcom Blade, the 9th Laird of Bladelaw is “helping the Police with their enquires” into his affairs in a bleak interrogation room at a Perth police station. During an interview lasting several hours explicit details of what most would view as an alternative lifestyle are revealed. It begins with his time as a student in the early to mid-90s when he learned that not all women want to be treated as equals, at least not all of the time. Some strong women expect to be treated equitably in public but behind closed doors it's a very different affair . . . .

Bladelaw: The Student is the first part of a new eagerly anticipated trilogy from the acclaimed author Page Bond.

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

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

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

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

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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