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Warning







This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





The Deer Hunters

It had been raining steadily for the last couple of days – it was bright today but the ground underfoot was still wet and muddy.  Outside it was cold for late summer/early fall, the dashboard told me it was 58 degrees, but it felt colder.  The forecast said it would warm up through the day.  Even the Jeep struggled in parts coming up the long dirt path to my cabin in the woods.  A gift from my father, he always thought of himself as a backwoods man and bought a few thousand acres of Montana.  When he died it became mine.  In the passenger seat was Jennifer, my slave.  She was, naturally, naked, arms cuffed behind her back, a bag over her head.  She’d been here before with me, but I wanted today to be a surprise for her.

When we got to the cabin I parked up and climbed out.  As soon as I opened the Jeep door I shivered as the cold air entered the vehicle, and I was wearing long trousers, shirt and a sweater.  I went to the cabin and unlocked it, then went to get Jennifer.  I took the bag off her head and looked at her, she smiled, no doubt expecting a long weekend of fucking ahead of her.  She was almost right, there would be sex, but not straight away.  I looked at her gorgeous, hairless body, her long black locks blowing in the slight breeze, her firm athletic body, her nipples were rock hard in the cold.

“Empty the SUV Jennifer.”  She turned round to allow me to remove the handcuffs which I did, leaving her free to work.

“Yes Master,” she replied, turning and heading to the trunk.  I popped the tailgate open on the remote, I watched Jennifer as she slipped in the mud a little, then turned to open the cabin.

The cabin is huge, built over two stories with six bedrooms – Dad always fancied himself as the big game hunter bringing his friends over to shoot at the weekends.  Only managed it a few times, turned out he wasn’t much of a hunter but hey, if you’ve got the money why not spend it?  I come here two or three times a year, usually just with Jennifer for a weekend of fucking.  Today was going to be different. 

First things first, light the stove, the heat is good to dry the place out and besides, it’s not warm today.  I should get Jennifer to do this, but to be honest I like making a fire.  The stove drives the heating in the cabin, it’s connected to small radiators in each room, they would soon warm up too.  Behind me I heard Jennifer open the door, carrying something, she put it down and went outside for the next box.  I dare say she was surprised at the number of boxes in the back.  She was too well trained to ask though.

By the time she’d emptied the SUV the fire was going well, she’d washed the mud off her feet, I didn’t speak but she picked up the small basket and went outside to fill the larger ones that sat at the side of the stove.  It took her three trips, then she went to the downstairs bathroom to wash her feet properly, she could only get so much mud off outside.  When she came out she walked over to me and knelt down at my feet, she was shivering but the fire would soon warm her up.  She took my shoes off and rubbed my feet.  When I moved and took my feet away from her she looked up at me.

“Put a pot of coffee on Jennifer, make the large one, and then put the suitcase in my room.”

Jennifer raised half an eyebrow as she moved, the large one serves 10 people.  She knew now that we weren’t going to be alone for the weekend.  I picked up my phone, reception is surprisingly good for somewhere so isolated.  I texted my friends and got quick responses, they should be with us in 15 minutes or so.

I stayed by the stove, I ordered Jennifer to unpack the food box and make up two additional bedrooms.  She now knew that at least two people were coming to stay – I’ve shared her before so she was probably expecting a group session.  She was wrong if that was what she was thinking.

I was drinking a coffee, Jennifer massaging my feet again when we heard another car outside.  I went to the door, the cabin was quite warm now and I was hit by the cold morning air when I opened the door.  Outside there were two more SUVs pulling up.  Mark and Bill had been here before, but I’d driven them.  You can’t find it by GPS so I was pleased that they’d been able to follow the directions.

“James, great to see you man,” said Bill as he climbed out of the SUV.  Mark was right behind him, we shook hands and they came into the cabin.  Behind them I could see the passenger doors opening, their slaves would be coming into the cabin soon with their luggage.  Jennifer had clearly watched from the window, she had three steaming mugs of coffee ready in the living area, sat on the stove to keep them warm.  I sat back in my seat and Jennifer served us all, guests first.  Bill and Mark both grabbed her breasts when she presented them with their coffee.

When she handed me mine she resumed her pose at my feet, this time face outwards towards my guests so that they could look at her wonderful 22 year old body.  The door opened again and in came Ellie and Eleanor, Ellie is the same age as Jennifer, but physically very different.  To start with she’s a very dark skinned African American, long black hair to match.  And man, is she ripped.  She spends one or two hours a day in the gym.  To be brutal, I think she’s probably stronger than me, and certainly stronger than Mark.    Eleanor is older, maybe 30, slightly taller than Jennifer with dyed blonde hair, but fuck me she’s attractive. 

“Jennifer, show them to their rooms please.”

“My pleasure master,” she replied, rising gracefully to her feet and leading her sister slaves to their rooms for the night.  As they left I asked my friends if they’d spoken about the weekend with their slaves.  Both said no.

I laughed, “Going to come as a surprise for them isn’t it?”  We all laughed. When the girls came back we ordered them to their knees, facing the fire, eyes closed.  They obeyed without question, no doubt they all were desperate to know what was going to happen, but weren’t going to let on.  We’d agreed that this was going to be a real surprise for them when they found out.

I lifted one of the bags onto the table and opened it.  Bill whistled as he pulled one of the paint guns out.

“Wow, not held one of these for, what, 20 years?”  We all laughed, like most folks from rural Montana we’ve got real hunting rifles but paint guns?  We’d played with them in college but why would you when you could use a real rifle?

Mark picked up the second and held it to his face, lining the sight up with one of the slaves.  I picked up the last one.  Bill put his down and then picked up the second bag, opening it to find the paint balls.

“I got several hundred,” I said, “In red, yellow and blue.  That’s how we can tell who’s winning.”  We all laughed again.  I’m sure that the girls were desperate now to know what was going on.  They’d find out soon enough.  I claimed the blue ammo, seemed only fair that I got first pick, I had paid for it all.

“Shall we go outside?” I said, walking to the door.

Outside we smoked and talked about the range, how far was safe etc.  In the end we decided we needed some practice.  And we were going to use the girls.

Target Practice

We went back inside and put the guns on the table then covered them up.  Bill ordered the girls outside, all of them completely naked.  At the back of the cabin are several tree stumps, about three feet high.  We each took our own girl and had her lie on the stump, face down.  I took a rope and tied it round her knee, then pulled it up to her elbow, forcing her to bend as I secured it.  I then repeated this on the other side, she was held in place on the stump, there was no way off.  Final task was to put goggles over her eyes, I didn’t want to cause any permanent damage.

Putting the goggles on was hard work, her head was down and her long black hair flowing down her face.  Should have put them on first.  Jennifer looked at me very quizzically, she was desperate to know what was going on.  I bent down and kissed her forehead, she was shivering.

“You’ll find out soon sweetie,” I said.  Jennifer put her head down.

We went back inside and loaded the guns.  I’d turned the pressure down on them so that they wouldn’t cause serious pain to the girls, we were here to have fun, not to seriously hurt them, though I’m damn sure they’ll be in pain and covered with bruises by the time we’ve finished.  Now we needed to find out what the guns range was.

Outside we lined up about 30 feet from the girls, their asses and pussies on display, facing us.  They still had no idea what was about to happen.  We lifted the guns, aimed and pulled the triggers.  Two seconds later a splash of blue paint exploded on the stump about 18 inches under Jennifer.  I looked down the line, we’d all missed.  We tried again with the same outcome.  We each took out a screwdriver and adjusted the gun sights, then tried again. 

A scream from down the line indicated that Mark had found his range.  I picked up my gun, aimed and fired.  This time two seconds later Jennifer screamed out loud as her left ass cheek turned blue.  I fired another three shots, each one hit home, each time she screamed in pain.  Definitely not a lucky shot.  Judging by the screaming around me I wasn’t the only one.

We stepped back to about 50 feet and tried again, this time we had to aim high, I fired about 10 shots before I became comfortable at that range.  When we were all happy we moved further back to maybe 100 feet and tried again.  I fired 20 shots and hit poor Jennifer twice.  Looked like 100 feet was out of range. 

We put the guns down and picked up a bucket, I filled it with water and we went back to the girls.  I washed Jennifer off, she had blue paint everywhere, I dawdled as I washed her cunt, even in her current state she couldn’t help but gasp as the cold water and sponge touched her most private parts.  When the paint was off I examined her, bruises were already beginning to form on her ass.

We undid the ropes and took the girls back inside to place them round the fire, they deserved some warmth before we set off for the hunt.  While they warmed up we loaded the SUV, putting the guns and other bits and pieces in the back.  The girls were going to be hunted, when we were ready we loaded them into the back of the SUV, bound and blindfolded with a bag over each of their heads like the animals they were about to become.

The Hunt

We went down the track and across the main road, in total getting about two miles from the cabin before we parked up.  We got the girls out but left the bags over their heads.  We connected the girls’ collars, Ellie was in the middle, flanked by the two white girls.  We tied their hands behind their backs and again connected their wrists.  Next we pushed them forward, making them bend at their waists.  Then we went to work on their breasts, binding them tightly, the ropes going round and round, constricting their tender flesh.  Jennifer and Eleanor’s breasts soon started to turn red, despite the cold.

“Keep your eyes closed girls,” ordered Mark as we pulled off the hoods.  Out of the back of the SUV I pulled another bag, inside it were three deer masks, I’d had them made out of steel.  They covered the girls faces, the only holes were for their noses and eyes.  Out of the top of each mask were a pair of antlers.  The girls, of course, were being completely obedient and didn’t fully understand what was happening.

Each mask had two leather straps with a buckle, they went behind their heads and were fastened into place.  To their collars we added a small bell, when the girls moved we would hear them.  We needed some way of tracking them!

We stood back to admire our work, then ordered them to open their eyes.  They all blinked as they looked around, studying each other’s head harnesses.  No doubt they were confused.

“OK girls,” I said, “We’ve dressed you as deer and we’re going to have a deer hunt.  The cabin is two miles that way,” I added, pointing to the track.  “Follow the track and you’ll get back.  Or you could go that way,” I said, pointing to a vague path, “Much shorter.  The rules of the game are this, we’re going to get changed now into hunting gear, then we’ll come after you.    We’ll hunt you down and shoot you – when you can’t carry on just lie down and we’ll call that a kill.  If you get back to the cabin the game is over.”

I went to the SUV and pulled out a bag, the quarry were looking at each other.

“Or you could just stand there and we’ll shoot you were we stand.”  To emphasize the point I fired my paint gun, the blue paint exploded on a tree just behind them.  They got the point and turned, Jennifer made for the vague path but the other two made for the track.  As they were linked the inevitable happened and they fell over, in the mud.  We just laughed, the humiliation that the deer must have felt.

“Fuck’s sake,” said Bill, “I was hoping we’d get some sport out of this.”  We helped them to stand and they set off again, running up the track.  We watched, we could hear the bells clanging as they moved.  I smiled and we got changed into our hunting gear, picked up the guns and set off after them.

It was hard going in the mud, we could occasionally hear their bells in the distance.  After a quarter mile we could make them out, I saw Eleanor look over her shoulder, she’d seen us.  The deer paused, then I could see Ellie taking the lead, she pulled them off the track and into the woods.  They were showing signs of animal cunning, trying to hide in the woods.  They wouldn’t make it to the cabin though, no chance.  We wouldn’t catch them too quickly.

We walked and talked until we got to the point where they’d left the track.  Up ahead we could hear the bells, but in the dark under the trees we couldn’t make them out.  Bill held up his hand in a fist as a sign we should stop.  Without the noise we’d been making we could clearly hear the bells, the deer had come into the woods and then turned off to the right.  We stalked them, occasionally getting sight of them – we could have overtaken them and shot them, but that wasn’t the plan.  We wanted to give them the illusion that they might escape.

We continued the stalking, occasionally firing a shot or two for the next 50 minutes.  The air was warming as the sun rose, so we weren’t concerned about them freezing.  As we got close to the road we circled round, we wanted to cross first so we could watch them – we could move much more quickly of course, we had boots on. 

The road is quiet but not deserted, we crossed easily and hid down behind some bushes, pulled out the binoculars and waited.  We didn’t have to wait for long, we made them out struggling to climb up out of the woods and onto the pavement.  They were about 30 feet away from us.

“Shall we?”  I asked, aiming my gun.  Bill made a quiet laughing sound, Mark just swung his gun off his back and lined up the shot.  When the targets were on the pavement we opened fire.  It took me several attempts before I hit Ellie, a satisfying blue mark appeared on her chest.  The girls panicked, Ellie tried to turn back, Eleanor to run to the side and Jennifer appeared to be glued to the spot, trying to work out where we were.  When a yellow ball exploded on her she was shocked into moving, they worked it out and turned round, running away from us.  We let them go, allowing them to get 50 yards away from us and round the turn before we put the guns down.

“Pretty good,” I said, “I think we hit all of them once.”

“I got Jennifer and Ellie,” said James.  He always was competitive. We walked down the road, the girls were easy to trace, they’d dripped bits of paint onto the road.  As we turned round the bend the paint disappeared, we could see where the undergrowth had been damaged as they’d gone back into the trees.

“There’s a clearing up ahead – I’ve played with Jenny in there,” I said softly, “We’ll make for that.”  We could hear the bells again, they weren’t far away.  We were moving quickly over the uneven ground, much faster than a naked, bound girl would be capable of.  The bells were getting louder, we were close.

As we broke into the clearing we could see them, only 20 feet away, going as quickly as they could manage, which wasn’t very fast.

“Fish in a barrel time,” said Mark.  We unslung the guns and opened fire.  At that range shot after shot hit home, the girls backs were turning into a mess of color.  They managed to run on for 30 seconds, before they stopped, Jennifer falling down, the other two weren’t long behind her.  We dumped our bags and walked over to them, keeping the guns trained on them in case it was a trick.

It wasn’t, when we walked in front of them I asked if they were dead, they all just nodded.

“Position,” Marked ordered, “As far apart as you can manage.”

The girls struggled to their knees and shuffled apart, opening their legs wide, the rope on their necks going taught.  We inspected their backs, trying to determine who’d got the most shots on target.  Our conclusion?  We had no idea, each one of them was a mess of red, yellow and blue.  We needed to decide who the best shot was.

We left the girls where they were, keeping their breasts bound.  I went to the bags and picked out hoods for them.  We covered their heads, leaving the goggles on, we closed the draw strings tight to make sure they wouldn’t come off, they could still breathe.  The girls were in the full sun, the paint was drying on their backs.  We walked to about 50 feet in front of them and lay down for some more target practice.

“OK boys,” I said, lining up my gun, “Six shots each, one at each nipple.  Then we can score it.”  Bill and Mark both laughed.  Mark went first, his yellow paint would be the easiest to cover over.  He started with Jennifer, working left to right.  His first shot missed completely, the second hit her just below her breasts and she doubled over in pain, when she moved the rope connecting her to Ellie pulled Ellie, who moved in turn and Eleanor moved.  When they straightened up he took aim at Ellie, he managed to hit her once in the shoulder before his next shot hit her firmly in her left breast.

“Good shot,” I said.

He didn’t speak, just waited for them to settle down and then he took aim at Eleanor, hitting her once in the breast and once just below.

“So, two on target and three body shots.  Your turn.”

I started with Ellie, it seemed fair to move down the line as you’re more likely to miss on the first attempt.  I got lucky, I hit her right on her tit, she screamed in pain and the blue paint appeared on her.  My next shot took her in the shoulder.  I hit Eleanor once, right on her breast, the next shot missed.  Jennifer screamed in pain when I hit her, one in her tit and one on her stomach.

“Three and two I think,” I said smugly.

“I’ll show you how it’s done,” said Mark, lining up.  He’s a better shot than me at the best of times and he managed four shots on target.  Happy that we’d established a pecking order we moved in for the next phase.

Hanging

They didn’t know what was coming next, we ignored them and went for the bags.  We each opened our bags and pulled out a rope, sturdy and about 50 feet long.  Towards the center of the clearing there’s a huge old oak, I imagine it was already old when Columbus landed.  About 15 feet up is a huge branch.  We threw the ropes up and over and went to get the girls. 

We helped them to their feet and freed the ropes from their necks but left the hoods on.  We walked them to the far edge where a small stream meanders round the edge of the clearing.  There’s a small pool, not very deep but deep enough to wash the paint from their bodies.  All of them took a sharp intake of breath as the cold water hit them, the paint coming away quickly.  When they were clean we walked them to the oak.

What do you do after you kill an animal for food?  You don’t tuck in straight away do you, the meat needs to be hung so it can be aged.  Each of us took charge of our own girl, Jennifer lay on her back as instructed.  Instinctively she opened her legs wide, no doubt expecting to be fucked.  I just pushed them back together again.  I took the end of the rope and tied it round her ankles, bringing them together.  Round and round I went, working my way up her lovely legs until I’d looped it maybe 30 times.  Then I tied the end off.  You can’t just use one loop, the rope will dig in far too much – this way she won’t be in anything like as much pain.

Jennifer just lay there when I’d finished, she was very good and perfectly obedient, she wouldn’t move until she was told to.  I stood up to admire my work, Mark was still working but Bill had finished.

When Mark finished I spoke.  “You won Mark, who goes first?”

He looked up and down before pointing to Jennifer.  Mark and Bill lifted her up, she was lying in their open arms.  I took the other end of her rope and pulled, it went taught and then her legs started to lift up as the old tree took the strain.  I walked backwards, pulling the rope, raising her up until her head was about four feet off the ground.  Bill came to help me, Mark stayed in place to catch her if something went wrong.

We tied the rope round the trunk, my old skill at knots coming to the fore.  When we let go she slipped down a little, I adjusted the rope slightly until her head was about three feet off the ground, right a cock level.  Pleased with our work we repeated it with the other two, until all three girls were hanging by their ankles from the tree.  We each admired our own girl, before removing the bags from their heads, then taking off the goggles.

Hanging upside down is hard work for anyone, the blood rushes to your head. 

“Tell me if you need down,” I told Jennifer.  I’d never hung her like this before.

“I will master,” she replied, “I’m OK for now though.”  Her face was turning red.  Time for phase two.  Mark lined up with Jennifer, he opened his fly and pulled out his cock.  Jennifer knew what to do, she opened her mouth and was soon sucking on his fat cock.  I stood in front of Eleanor and did the same – she’s blown me before of course, but not like this.

I stood just out of range, maybe by two or three inches.  Eleanor, hanging upside down, arms bound behind her back had to crunch her stomach to bring her head forward until my cock was just inside her mouth, her soft lips closed on my cock and she sucked hard, my shaft disappearing into her hot, wet mouth.  Up and down she sucked, all the time crunching her stomach and sucking hard – she was working well to keep me hard.

I took her tits into my hands and squeezed hard, much harder than you’d ever do with a free woman.  I took advantage of the exposed underside of her soft white flesh and slapped her hard.  She screamed a little, but my cock never left her mouth – she was a good little slut.

Her pussy was opposite my face, but with her legs bound together there was no way I could get my tongue in, instead I stopped slapping her breasts and took a half step forward – this meant that she wouldn’t have to work as hard to suck me and she could get me deeper into her throat.  Now our bodies were touching I pushed my fingers between her legs and onto her soft wet cunt.

Eleanor moaned as I slid my fingers quickly along her labia, she tried to open her legs but the ropes held them together.  I found her clit and toyed with it, I put my other hand on the back of her head to hold her in place as I started to buck my hips, fucking her face.  My balls were bouncing against her nose and eyes, naturally she didn’t complain.  I kept my other hand against her cunt, sliding my fingers long it, occasionally touching her clit.

I paused before pushing slowly, Eleanor is capable of taking my full length but she needs to take it slow, I pushed until the tip of my cock was touching the back of her throat, she gagged slightly so I paused (fuck I didn’t want her to puke like that) and held it there, before pushing again.  I loved the sensation as her throat opened and my cock sank deeper.  Once she was open like that I could fuck her hard and it wasn’t long before my balls tightened and my cock started to pulse.  I pulled out, shouting, guttural and started to wank myself, shooting load after load over her face. 

As soon as I’d finished cumming I cleaned my cock on her hair and zipped myself up, well it was cold out there.  I admired Eleanor’s hot body, the undersides of her tits turning red from where I’d slapped them as I used her mouth.  Next to me I heard Bill grunt, he was shooting his load over Ellie, I loved the look of the white cum sliding down her black face.  To the other side Mark had already finished with Jennifer and was standing back, watching Bill shoot over Ellie.  Like me he used the slave’s hair to dry his cock.

The girls had been hanging upside down for about 10 minutes under the shade of the tree, it was time to get them down and walk them back to the cabin.

Cooking

At the cabin we took the girls inside the cabin and set them down in front of the fire.  All three of them were shivering, the heat of the flames made them realize how cold they were.  We bound their arms and legs so that they couldn’t escape, then gagged them to prevent them from talking.  Outside we dug a fire pit, about six feet long, three wide and a couple deep.  It was heavy digging in the water logged ground.  We set a fire and then went to the barn to get the spit roaster.  The girls hadn’t seen this before, it was going to come as surprise for them.  It was a suspended metal cage, about six feet long, three feet wide at the widest point and 12 inches high.  Think of a metal skeleton coffin suspended about four feet above the ground, or like a giant version of a burger holder for the BBQ.  It opened down the middle and there was space for one girl inside.  We dragged the cage outside and placed it next to the fire, we’d have to wait for an hour or so for the fire to die down and reduce to red hot embers.  Remember – you cook over heat, not over flames.

Inside the cabin we untied the girls and had them serve us beers while we talked, the girls were completely ignored.  Bill checked the fire out several times before announcing that it would be ready in five minutes.  We had to decide who would be roasted.

“Ellie,” said Bill.

“Why?” asked Mark.

“Simple, she’ll be in the cage and can be attended by the two white girls.”  All of the girls were on the floor, kneeling and listening hard, trying to work out what was going on.

“Or,” I said, “We could put the one blonde in and have the two dark haired girls attend.”

We talked about it for five minutes but in the end agreed that Ellie would be cooked.  We put the bags over the girls’ heads and marched them outside.  We opened the cage and lifted Ellie in, no doubt she could feel the heat from the fire but said nothing.  We secured her in place, using chains to hold her down so that she wouldn’t move as she was turned.  Once chain under her arms, one under her breasts, once across her stomach, then over her ass and a few around her legs.  At no point did she speak.

We closed the cage and moved the caged girl closer to the fire, then put Eleanor and Jennifer at each end.  We enjoyed the scene in front of us for a moment, then removed the bags from the girl’s heads.  They were getting warm already, Ellie was closest to the fire, the other two were further away.

“Turn the roast girls,” Mark ordered.  They looked and found the handles and started to turn.  The cage that Ellie was in began to rotate, like a medieval kitchen roast.  That was the idea.

“If it gets too hot speak up Ellie,” said Mark.

“Thank you master,” she replied.

She was going to get very hot and uncomfortable.  I think this is one of the best parts of the D/S relationship that those of you outside the community will never understand.  Ellie was, in effect, being tortured, being roasted over the fire.  Mark loves Ellie just as I love Jennifer, why do we do this?

Owning a slave is not just about having blowjobs on tap, though that is a great part.  It’s also about testing the slave, taking her to, and beyond her limit.  Mark and Ellie would now, in effect, be playing a game.  She would do everything she could to not ask to be released, proving her love and devotion to her owner.  He, on the other hand, would not want to show weakness by releasing her first.  My money’s on Ellie by the way, she’s got a stubborn streak a mile wide.

We sat on the other side of the fire, watching Ellie slowly turn as Jennifer and Eleanor turned her.  After 10 minutes or so I went inside to get a few beers – normally this would have been one of the slave’s jobs, but I doubt that just one of them could have turned the cage for long.  When I came back I handed out the beers, then went to stand next to the cage, on the side away from the fire, I’m not stupid.

I put my hand onto Ellie’s skin, she was hot to the touch.  Our eyes met, she was defiant and not ready to quit yet.  We smiled at each other, me recognizing her inner strength and her knowing that I was loving watching this.  I reached into my pocket and pulled out a stick of butter.

“Whatcha doing James?” asked Bill.

“Basting the meat as it cooks.”

I rubbed the stick of butter onto Ellie’s hot skin, as soon as it touched her it started to melt and drip over her, she started to glisten under the fat.  As she turned round to face me I ran it over her breasts, fuck I love touching her tits.  I stayed there, covering her until all the butter had melted.  When I returned to the guys we high fived.

“Can she do much longer up there bud?” asked Mark.

“No,” I replied, “She’s really quite hot to the touch.”

“Fuck,” he replied, “She wins again.  Right,” he added, raising his voice so the girls could hear,” Let’s get her down.  I declare that she’s cooked and ready to eat.”

I looked at Ellie, she smiled despite her obvious pain as she looked at us.  She was happy, she’d won.  We stood up, it was time to get her down and eat.  As we moved the cage away from the fire Mark spoke to Ellie.

“I’m proud of you girl.”  Ellie beamed.  I genuinely don’t think a non master/slave could understand the depth of emotion and love that he conveyed to her in those five words.  Looking at Ellie’s face, she knew what it meant.  It was worth all of the suffering to hear that he was proud of her.  I looked at Jennifer, she was hoping to hear some words of encouragement.  She would be disappointed.

Eating and Drinking

In the cabin we cleaned our slaves and applied lotion to Ellie to help her recover – it can’t be pleasant being that close to the fire for so long.  I think this is what she enjoys best, she’s taken the pain, proven her worth and devotion and in return her owner cares for her.  Mark spent a good 20 minutes caressing her and rubbing in the soothing balm, only when he was satisfied did we move onto the next stage.

We got the girls to kneel in the shower tray, it’s a big one but even so it was a squeeze.  Again Ellie went in the middle flanked by Jennifer and Eleanor, they just look so good like that.  Normally the girls would have their legs spread wide, but there just wasn’t space.  They knew what was coming, Jennifer hates being treated like this, but just like Ellie earlier she would never complain.  As much as she hates this, she loves pleasing me more.

“Open,” said Mark and like three ducks in a row they tilted their heads back and opened their mouths.  In sync we undid our flies and pulled out our cocks.  I looked at Jennifer, she was doing her best to smile and look happy, but I could see she was going to hate this.  Tough, a slave is there to serve her Master, whatever he wants.  With that I let out a thick stream of foul yellow piss.  It splashed onto her tits initially before I adjusted my aim and shot into her mouth.

I love watching a girl’s mouth fill with piss, then watching her close and swallow, all the time I keep the stream running so it splashes over her face, in her eyes and nose.  Jennifer always swallows quickly to cut down on the amount going on her hair and face.  Next to her Ellie was coughing and spluttering, she really finds this hard to deal with.

I studied the girls as I pissed on them, the bruises were starting to form nicely on their breasts and stomachs were they’d been shot.  Again, this isn’t mindless abuse, the girls love their bruises, it allows them to show their devotion and willingness to suffer for our pleasure, and they get off on knowing that we are happy.

When we’d all finished pissing we zipped up and closed the shower doors, leaving them where they were.  We’d be back, we’d all drunk several beers and would need to piss again.  For the next hour or so we watched some football, occasionally going back to degrade the girls.  When the game ended we all went back, voided our bladders and turned on the shower so they could get clean.  It was time to eat.

They girls showered quickly and Ellie reapplied her lotion.  They were back in the main room in under 10 minutes, their hair wet and glistening.  We lifted them onto the long table and laid them on their backs.  We arranged them so that their pussies were just at the edge of the table, Ellie in the middle again.  We tied Jennifer’s left arm and leg to the table legs, then Eleanor’s right arm and leg to the other side.  Next we tied Eleanor’s other leg to Ellie’s left, and repeated this with Jennifer and Ellie.  I took a rope from Jennifer & Ellie’s tied ankles under the table and got them to put their arms over the back of the table and tied them to the rope, pulling it tight.  Then repeated this with the other girl.

Next we inserted ball gags into their mouths and blindfolded them, we put ear buds in to block out the noise, we were going for sensory deprivation as much as possible.  The final touch came from Bill, a real touch of genius.  He took several sets of nipple clamps and stood between Ellie’s and Jennifer’s heads.  He played with Ellie’s nipple, bringing it erect, then put the clamp on.  Ellie gasped, she’s a bit of a painslut and would be enjoying this.  He passed the other end up, through her collar, across to Jennifer, through her collar and then played with her nipple, again attaching the end to it.  Jennifer winced, she doesn’t like pain.  The chain wasn’t long enough for this to be comfortable, each girl’s breast was pulled slightly upwards. 

“Fucking brilliant,” said Mark.  Bill didn’t speak, he just raised his eyebrows as he looked at Mark and me.  He the repeated this with Ellie and Eleanor, again eliciting gasps of pain from both girls.  Finally he took another couple of nipple clamp sets and attached them to Eleanor and Jennifer’s other nipples, passing them through their collars and dangling them off the side of the table.  He then attached small weights to the loose ends.  Now, whenever any girl moved not only would she cause pain to herself as the chains tugged at their sensitive buds but also to their friends and fellow slaves.  Fuck this was hot.  Where to start was the question?  We drew lots, I got Eleanor.

We each kneeled down in front of our respective girl’s pussies and started to eat.  As soon as my tongue touched Eleanor’s labia she moaned, I think she’d worked out what was coming.  Her pussy was already wet as I started to lap the sweet juices.  It wasn’t long before she started to move, then I heard Ellie moan in pain, the nipple connectors were working well.  I smiled and continued to lick he labia, running my tongue up and down, teasing her.  Eleanor is no pain slut, she was trying hard to stay still, but next to me Ellie was writhing about, inflicting pain on Eleanor and Jennifer.  This was fun!

I decided to stop teasing and pushed two fingers inside her wet pussy, she contracted it, squeezing my fingers as I finger fucked her hole, then I touched her clit with my tongue, instantly I heard her gasp, her legs were shuddering and I could see her stomach rising and falling as she twisted on the table.  I kept at it, finger fucking her and licking her clit until she was begging for release.  She was going to have to work harder for it than that.

I didn’t stop, we’d agreed that they all came together or not at all.  Mark was next to me working on Ellie, he was in the best position to judge.  I kept licking and finger-fucking Eleanor, I have no idea how she restrained herself for so long, she must have been on edge for five minutes, pleading to be allowed to cum as best she could through the gag.  Eventually Mark stood up, looked at them all and shouted to ensure they could hear him.

“I’m going to count to five.  You all cum on five, or you all get whipped.”

“One . . . Two . . . three . . . four . . . five.”  As soon as he shouted five Eleanor’s body was engulfed by orgasm, finally getting the relief that she needed, trying to draw her knees together, her arms thrashing, back arching – one of the clamps on her nipples came off and she screamed in pain whilst continuing to orgasm.  I looked at the three girls, writhing in pleasure and pain as they came simultaneously.  The sight of them lost in their own worlds was incredible – as an owner there’s nothing more satisfying than looking at slaves like this, knowing that you’re responsible for the indescribable pleasure that they are experiencing.  I looked at Mark, he was thinking the same.

Now was no time to stop, I went to the bag under the table and pulled out three wands, the girls couldn’t see of course and we swapped, now I was between Ellie’s legs.  We each held the wand and slowly lowered them down onto the girl’s pussies.  Poor Ellie, I felt sorry for her, she was still in the last throws of her orgasm when the wand came on, she couldn’t hear it of course, and touched her sensitive clit. I looked at her, she was shaking her head, begging me to stop – like that was going to happen.  Next to me James was doing the same to Eleanor and on the other side Jennifer was lost again, enjoying the sensation of the vibrations on her clit.

Ellie was coming round, she was starting to push against the rapidly moving head of the wand, adjusting herself to get it into the perfect position.  It wouldn’t be long until she was cumming again.  As the man in the middle it was up to me to grant them relief.  Jennifer was close, I knew her well, Eleanor would take a while before she could cum again.  Ellie was already begging for release – tough, she’d have to hold on.

To my left Jennifer was soon begging to cum, saliva pouring over the edge of her gag and onto the table.  I looked to my left, Eleanor was close.  They knew the rules – I started to count.

“One . . . Two . . . Three,” I extended my hand and took the loose end of the nipple clamp chain into my fist, “Four . . . five.”  As I said five I pulled hard, the clamp came off her nipples, inflicting pain on her, which for Ellie just intensified the sensations.  She was completely lost in her own world, wave after wave of orgasm cascading over her body.  I looked at Jennifer, fuck she was hot as she came, her breasts rising and falling as she came and came again – normally I’d take the wand away after she came but Mark was holding it there, not allowing her to stop cumming.  Jennifer was trying to move away, to rotate the wand from her clit but Mark followed her every move, she was cumming again, it must have been torture for her, but we weren’t finished yet.

Mark finally removed the wand and we swapped places again.  This time we all picked up the next toy, each girl was about to get a vibrating butt plug inserted in her.  James, Mark and I picked them up and tested them, they weren’t silent but the girls wouldn’t be able to hear anything with their ears blocked.  We covered them with lube and went back to the table.  Jennifer’s worn a butt plug before, but a vibrating one is a new twist.  I smiled as I lined it up with her tight asshole, as the cool rubber end touched her skin Jennifer reacted a little, she couldn’t help herself, her asshole tightened, then relaxed as she worked out what was coming.

I pushed a quarter inch in, then out, half an inch in, then out.  I kept slow fucking her ass with it, each time getting a little more inside her.  The plug was about four inches long, the widest point about an inch across and three inches down the plug.  I just kept slow fucking her with it until the widest point was inside her, then one swift push and it’s all in, her ass closed around it, drawing it inside, the handle preventing it from completely disappearing.  Jennifer moaned in delight, she’s had butt plug inside her for 48 hours without a break, she says she likes wearing it as it’s a constant reminder to her that her ass is not her own.  Plus she can wear it without anyone knowing, unlike a collar.

I looked down the line, Mark was still getting it inside Eleanor but James was ready.  I toyed with Jennifer’s clit until I heard Eleanor gasp, the plug was in.  We were ready.  I put the remote on the table and dropped my trousers, I lined my cock up with Jennifer’s hole and pushed straight inside her tight cunt.  Fuck, I could feel the butt plug against the walls of her cunt, a strange sensation but not unpleasant.  She was soaking wet, I started to fuck her, she pushed back against me as best she could.  I picked up the remote and looked down the line.  Mark raised his left hand and raised three fingers, he folded them down one by one and as the last one came down we each pressed the go button.

Whoa!  Fuck I could feel it vibrating against the end of my cock as I thrust in and out of her tight hole, the sensation was amazing for me, looking down on Jennifer it was even better for her.  Jennifer was gasping in delight as it stimulated her ass, her head was thrashing about on the table and she was moaning hard, she was going to cum again.  Soon she was begging, pleading with me but I wanted her to cum with me, so I ignored her obvious need.  It wasn’t long before I could feel my balls tighten, next to me James was grunting as he came inside Ellie.  I grabbed the chains on Jennifer’s nipples and pulled them, dragging them off, she cried in pain and I came then, I slapped her tits and gave her permission to cum.  Jennifer yelled as she came, her stomach tensing, her cunt contracting on me.  Fuck that was hot.

When I pulled out I walked round the table and removed her gag, slipping my cum covered cock into her mouth to clean it, Mark and James doing the same.  We weren’t quite finished yet.

The final touch was to get the wands out of the bag.  We tied a length of rope around their waists and tucked the wands underneath it, positioning the vibrating heads on the girls’ clits before plugging them in and turning them onto maximum.  We gave them permission to cum as often as they wanted then we went to watch the TV, leaving them as trussed animals on the table.

“Bud,” said James, “That was an awesome game.”

“I know, right,” I replied, “We should play hunters again.”

“Fuck yes,” added Mark, smiling.  We would play this game again.  Tomorrow.


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, or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.paigebondauthor.com




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




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




https://fetlife.com/-paigebond-


About The Author

Paige Bond

[image: ]

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

Follow me on twitter
https://twitter.com/PaigeBondAuthor 
 
Check out my other books on Amazon 
https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond

Email me - I love getting feedback
paige.bond.author@gmail.com 

Ask me a question!
Ask me a question https://curiouscat.qa/PaigeBondAuthor


Praise For Author

[Blackmailed]

I couldn't put this book down for a second even though it is a little twisted at some points I loved it.

- Georgina

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give it 4stars only in the hope of even better from Ms. Bond.

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris


Books By This Author

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.


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Blackmailed

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

Sarah,

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

Your Master

Slave for the Night

Josh is in his mid 20s and comes back from the pub one night to find his girlfriend Chloe naked and bound with the word "Slave" written on her chest. She's living out his fantasy by becoming his slave for the night. However, one night (and one slave) isn't enough for Josh and he adds Chloe's flatmate Kirsty to his harem of slaves. Over the weeks Josh spirals out of control, becoming ever more demanding of his slaves. Soon Kirsty and Chloe are frightened and scared of Josh, what started as a game is now very real. Will they ever be able to escape his clutches?


When I walked into the lounge Josh was sat on one of the large chairs, Chloe was kneeling in front of him. I looked at the pair of them, took a deep breath and walked over to Chloe’s side and knelt next to her. I turned to face Chloe and she looked at me. We smiled at each other and kissed, long and lingering, our tongues entwined. I made sure that we changed sides frequently, breaking off – after all, this was to show Josh that we were serious about this.

When we stopped kissing we turned to face Josh. Chloe spoke to him. “Sir, Kirsty and I have spoken and we would both like to be your slaves for the night. Whatever you want sir, we will obey.”

“Command your slaves, sir,” finished Chloe.

Josh threw his head back and stared at the ceiling, gently rolling his head from side to side. Then he sat upright.

“I’m hungry. Get in the kitchen Chloe. Cook for us all.”

“Yes sir.” And with that Chloe stood up and turned round. She left the room, leaving me alone with her boyfriend. Josh studied me for a moment, then leaned over to me. He reached out his hands and grabbed my tits through the thin material of my T-shirt. I smiled and let out a small groan – more for his satisfaction than any pleasure I was getting. He was encouraged and grabbed a little firmer – too firm really. In a normal situation I would have asked him to ease off, but I’d agreed to be a slave for the night, and slaves shouldn’t say no.

He twisted my nipples through the material, it was quite painful.

“You like this do you then, you cock tease?” he asked.

“Yes sir, I love it sir. Please do whatever you want to my breasts sir.” I replied.

He laughed again and sat back, releasing his grip on my body.

“Get me a glass of wine Kirsty.”

“Yes sir,” I said and I headed for the kitchen.
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