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2014

I love Halloween, I always have.  Even as a small girl growing up in England I loved it, getting dressed up, being a witch or a ghost or a demon . . . every year I tried to do one better than the previous year.  Looking back my poor parents must have dreaded having to come up with something new, always making sure that their home looked the best in the small village I grew up in.

The village had a simple rule, if a house was dressed up then it was fair game – you didn’t have to go to town but if there was a pumpkin or some lights at the front door then you could expect a steady stream of children, starting with the preschoolers in the half light of evening right through to the teenagers who really should have stopped two years ago, but the allure of free candy was just too much to ignore.

And this was England in the 2000s, we put up pumpkins, lights, skeletons, black cats, witches hanging . . . really I thought we’d done too much, but our house was known for it.  This was before I’d been in America for October, once I lived there I realized that we were just beginners, as a nation, finding our way around the season.  In our little village mine was the best dressed house.  Compared to where I lived in the states we’d not even have made the top 10 houses on the street, never mind the village.  Ah America, always going over the top.  Love it!

As I got older we stopped going out playing trick or treat, I think probably by the time I was 16.  Instead I had a party at my house, my parents disappeared into their room and left the downstairs for me and my friends, maybe about 30 of us.  The dress code was simple, Halloween themed.  That meant different things to different people.

In 2014 Halloween fell on Friday 31st October.  The fact that it was a Friday was good, we were young, at school in our last year for some, but it was a Friday.  That meant no school the following day.  My parents were liberals and they’d been out to buy alcohol for us all – a big bowl of fruit punch.  They’d checked with my guest’s parents that they were OK with us having booze around, only one person had to say no to the invitation.  Ah well, his loss.

I’d spent the time from when I came home from school (lunch time finish on a Friday) setting up, decorating the house, moving anything worth stealing, anything breakable or valuable out of the way.  The party was due to start at six, my folks had bought enough food for a small army – a pet theory of theirs, give them food, they won’t get drunk.  Or at least not as drunk.

I’d spent days, no weeks, thinking about my outfit for the night.  As host, I wanted to make sure that I looked the best of all the girls there.  I wasn’t out to hook up with anyone, but I wanted to be the one that they were all talking about at school on Monday morning.  I wanted them to talk about how hot I looked, despite the white makeup.  I wanted to look like Morticia, just a much sexier version of her.  If that was possible.

My hair was already black (or as close as makes no odds) with that little white flash in it.  I was teased about that for years as a child, now I was older I loved it.  A distinctive mark that set me apart from the crowd.  My hair was also much longer in those days, or maybe I was shorter, and it reached down almost to the small of by back.  Always voluminous I fought it that day to straighten it and take the life out of it.

I’d discovered my interest in kink a couple of years before but never acted on it, at 16 I’d not even had a boyfriend and was very much in virgin territory.   I’d had no shortage of boys asking me out on dates, but I didn’t want to date boys.  I was much more interested in older men, ones that wore suits and were successful in their day to day lives.  But this was a small village where you were either a school child or the parents of a school child.  Which, looking back, was probably for the best.

The outfit I rented (and it cost me two days wages from the hotel I chambermaided in at the weekends) was sexy.  I’d picked it a couple of weeks before from a fancy dress hire place in Manchester, my dad picked it up on his way home from work and would take it back on Monday.  It was low cut and would expose my already impressive chest.  The skirt part was split at the sides, all the way up to my hips.  The sleeves ended at the elbows and were tasseled down to the wrists.  Around my waist was a belt.  I also wore a pair of my mum’s heels, about five inches high.  I would be the sexist girl there.

Before my parents saw me I used a couple of safety pins to fasten the dress together above my chest, I didn’t want to be too exposed in front of them and risk them saying no.  I used body paint to make my face and chest white, bright reds lips and dark black eyes.  Despite restraining my chest I was still worried that they would have said no when they saw me.  My father certainly raised his eyes, but deferred to my mother and I was allowed to dress the way I wanted.

And I had one more thing I added to the ensemble, something that I’d never let my family see.  On the day I’d rented the dress my best friend and I had also slipped into Ann Summers – a UK sex shop set up and staffed almost exclusively by women.  Sex toys for women, by women could almost be the strap line.  In there I’d bought a collar for the night.  I’d never owned one, never seen one on a person outside of the internet but I knew, and had known for a while, that I wanted to wear one.  It wasn’t too expensive, maybe £30.  Black leather, an inch and half tall.  My friend thought it was just for the party . . . .

That night, alone in my room, when I was certain I wasn’t going to be disturbed I took it out of its protective packaging and felt it, rubbing it with my hands and smelling the leather.  I couldn’t resist and I put it onto my neck.  It took me a few goes to slip the buckles into place and lock it on.  Once it was in place I studied myself in the mirror, I loved how it looked on my body.  At that moment I wanted a strong man to collar me.  A shame only school boys were coming to my party . . .

Just after five I was ready, the collar was hidden in the kitchen, my brother had been banished to his room with a pizza and two liters of Pepsi with strict orders to not go downstairs.  He had his PlayStation so chances of him leaving his room were approximately nil.  He should have been out trick or treating, but his idea of fun was shooting things on the computer.  Each to their own I guess.

My two bffs arrived just after five, each of them looking good in their own way.  Olivia was dressed as a witch (predictable, she’d been dressed as a witch every Halloween since we first went out aged three) and Jane was dressed as a devil.  They both looked good, I was aroused by them both.  But when I removed the safety pins and the dress opened, exposing more of my chest I knew I was stealing the limelight.  Well, it was my party after all, wasn’t it?

They were both speechless when I took the collar from its hiding place and handed it to Olivia and asked her to put it on me.  I wanted to ask her to collar me, but baby steps.  She looked into my eyes as she put it on, I’d lifted my hair out of the way and she wrapped it round my neck and fastened the buckles.  Honestly, I think if Jane hadn’t been there I’d have risked a kiss with her there and then.  But I was sober and Jane was there, so she just put it onto my neck.

“You look so hot,” Olivia said as she stepped back.

“For someone who’s basically a corpse,” added Jane and we all laughed.  I got three glasses and we each drank some punch, downing the vodka enhanced fruit juice.  I wasn’t used to drinking then and I could feel it burning its way down my throat and into my stomach, warming me.  We each took a second glass, but this time sipped them and waited for the rest of our friends to arrive

The doorbell had been going since four, I loved the small kids and their outfits.  I complemented the kids, admired their outfits and laughed with my friends.  Just after I’d been collared the door bell went and we went to answer it.

“Trick or treat!” yelled four kids.  I knelt down and put a finger to my chin, as if thinking.

“Let me think about that,” I replied, adding an air of mystery.  I looked up and out into the dark night to the two fathers just behind their offspring.  I was shocked and pleased, both of the men were looking not at my friends, not at my face, not at their children but at my chest and neck.  I reached to my left and picked up the bucket of candy and offered it to the kids, not taking my eyes from their fathers.

“Help yourself,” I said, effecting a deep voice which I hoped was sexy.  The two men must have been in their early 30s, each was quite good looking.  The one of the left suddenly realized that he was looking at my chest and he looked up to see me looking into his eyes.  He coughed and looked away, the looked back.  I winked at him and he started to blush, even in the half light of pumpkins and glowsticks I could see his face beginning to turn red.  Busted, I remember thinking.  I looked to his friend, the cough had made him aware and he started to turn the same shade. 

Meanwhile their children had turned round having taken their candy and were eager to move onto their next victim but their fathers were stationary, me on my knees, teenage boobs semi exposed, wearing a sex slave collar.  Behind me was a scantily clad demon and a sexy witch.  I blew the two men a kiss and they finally took the hint.  I stood up and closed the door and turned to face my friends.  We looked at each other and laughed.

“Did you see their faces?” asked Jane.

“Oh my God,” said Olivia, “It’s like so disgusting.”  I just laughed, I’d actually liked the attention.  Made me feel so sexy, being looked at like a sex object by a couple of older men.  No, I liked it.  So I said nothing.

Over the next few hours my guests arrived, the punch flowed and the music got louder.  I always answered the door, either to my friends or trick or treaters as the night passed.  I danced with boys and girls and at the end of the night I had my first kiss, with a boy from school.  It wasn’t ideal, he was in the same year as me but in a dark corner of the kitchen I sat on his knee and we kissed.  He put his hand on my chest and I pushed it away when he tried to get inside my dress.  But it was my first kiss.

The party ended just after midnight, I surveyed the mess and thought fuck it, I was drunk and would deal with it in the morning.  When I awoke I was naked, but fuck I’d left the collar on my neck.  I removed it, the leather had dug into my skin and the mark would take a few hours to lift.  I dressed and selected a high necked sweater to hide the marks and I went to work on the house.  Olivia and Jane had stayed over, when they surfaced they helped me clean.

As I cleaned I thought long and hard.  I didn’t want to date a boy, I’d decided that.  I’d have to let Paul down gently at school, or when he called/texted.  Fuck, did he have my number?  But I did want to see someone, an older man.  I knew I’d have to wait a few years though, until I was 18 myself.

The collar I hid in my room.  Sometimes I’d take it out and wear it, I loved how it felt on me.  But mostly it stayed hidden in my room.  When I left home for uni I took it with me.


2016

My second year at uni, the first had passed like dream, living in halls, endless parties and the work was never too challenging.  My second year was proving to me much harder, the step up from first year was incredible and I’d been warned that the last year was a considerable step up again.  I was living in a flat with four friends – not on the ground floor so we were even safe from Guisers – that’s Scottish for children out effectively trick or treating.

The tradition there, as I’d discovered the previous year wasn’t that the kids just demanded a treat, they had to work for it.  I’d gone to a party and seen kids a plenty ringing door bells, but they had to perform a song, tell a story or joke before they got their reward for dressing up.  Or as some of my more miserable friends said demanded rewards based on the threat of menaces.  That kind of person didn’t get an invite to our party that year.

Halloween proper that year fell on a Monday, a school night.  Because I’m me and I liked to go overboard I’d been out and rented an outfit for the party.  The hire shop was closed Sunday & Monday, so I picked it up Saturday and had to return it Tuesday morning.  Simple enough, I could catch the bus into town, drop the outfit off and still make my 10am lecture.  Edinburgh is great like that, small enough to get around easily, big enough to have anything and everything that you could want.

I picked it up early on Saturday.  Well, I say early, early for a student with no lectures and nothing to do all day.  As soon as I got it home I tried it on, no one else was up yet, the other four girls could sleep in until six pm if they were allowed to.  I’d tried it on once before in the shop a couple of weeks ago.

I started with my makeup, pretty much painting my face white with some white face paint, slipped on some fishnet tights, then I put my light black leather – OK, PVC, dress on.  Split down the front to show off my boobs, split up the sides to show off my long, toned, runners legs.  Long gloves that came halfway up my biceps – they needed some baby powder to get them on.  Then I painted my chest with the white body paint, I’d need one of my friends to do my back.  Next I took out my collar from it’s box under the bed and debated slipping it on.  Eventually I thought what the hell and put it on my neck.

The final touch was my boots.  I’d had them for a couple of years but I hardly ever wore them. They were real leather and had cost me a small fortune.  They were skin tight, a real pain to get on and off, they came up to about half way up my thighs and the stiletto heels on them were about six inches high.  It had taken me about a week to learn to walk in them, falling over every now and then.  To this day I wouldn’t go up or down stairs alone in them, I needed to hold someone’s hand.

Next I did my makeup proper and painted my lips blood red and then black/blue eye shadow to create a real depth to my eyes.  The final touch was the hat, oversized, black and pointed, then I looked at myself in the mirror.  I looked good, and I knew I did.  I smiled, I was going to get a lot of attention that night at the party.  Then I went out into the kitchen room and jammed the door to the rest of the house open, my room was off the lounge.  I put the grill on and cooked two packets of bacon.  That would get them up.  Then I stuck the percolator on, they all needed coffee in the morning.

I wasn’t wrong, 10 minutes later Nicole wandered through.  She looked like she’d been dragged through a hedge backwards, her shoulder length blonde hair tousled and matted, she was wrapped in a towel.  She didn’t notice me as she came in and sat down, she was glued to her phone.

“Life saver Paige,” she said, her voice hoarse and dark.  She’d know it would be me, it always was on a Saturday morning.  We’d been clubbing until three am and she was half dead.  I smiled, I wasn’t going to demand attention.  The next arrival was Chloe, she didn’t even speak, just plonked herself down.  The fourth person in was Sam, Olivia’s boyfriend.  He was wearing her dressing down, pink and fluffy, it barely covered his balls and was half open, his hairy muscular chest showing.

“Whoa,” he said loudly, unlike the other two he’s actually looked at me, “Paige . . . looking good.”  Chloe and Nicole looked up  and I caught their eyes.  I put my hands behind my head, causing my breasts to lift.

“What can I get you my dears?” I asked, trying to sound vaguely threatening.  They looked at each other and laughed, I laughed too and Sam broke a smile.  He was uncomfortable.

“Where did you get this?” asked Chloe, so I told them.

“When does it close?”

“Six.”

“And . . . did they have other outfits?”

“Loads,” I replied, “But right now, bacon rolls and coffee?   Alex.  ALEX!”  I yelled the last two words.  Sam turned and went to get Olivia and the six of us sat down to eat and drink, life pouring back into their bodies.  I’m lucky, I don’t usually get hangovers.  Naturally I sat at the top of the table that morning, commanding my friends.

After we’d eaten they got dressed, looking like they just woken up.  Nicole had brushed her hair, only Sam looked half decent, but then he was wearing his clothes from last night.  When we’d all gathered, the dirty dishes just piled up next to the sink, Nicole was the first to speak.

“How about we go to the Grassmarket and look out some outfits for tonight?”  They all looked at me.

“Oh, I’m coming,” I said, I looked at Sam who blushed and looked away, “And no, I’m not getting changed.”  They all laughed, we headed out, the weather surprisingly warm for that time of year.  The bus took us quickly into town, I got a lot of attention on it, and indeed when we got off and descended the steps down to the trendy part of town.

We quickly made it to the fancy dress shop and my friends started picking out outfits.  Will they tried stuff on the owner asked me if I’d model for his window display, I agreed and got the price of my outfit back, which was nice.  They all ended up pretty predicable – well, mine was pretty predictable after all, we had another witch, a nurse, a couple of devils and Sam showed no imagination as he ended up as Count Dracula.  We went to a pub and had a couple of drinks – hair of the dog, you understand before we went home.

I helped to decorate the flat with most of the girls while Sam & Olivia cleaned the kitchen.  We went shopping later and filled the fridge with cheap beer and even cheaper wine.  Quantity, not quality was going to be key at this party.  When we were ready and we were happy we tucked into the food we’d bought, even then it was only just eight.

We were talking about Jane, a girl we’d known last year who’d failed her exams over the summer – even the re-sits.  She was working in a shop back home in England somewhere, she’d always been the life of the party and we were supposed to be living with her, when she’d told us she wasn’t coming back we’d found Olivia on Facebook to take her place.  We all went quiet, thinking of her and her fate.  The silence lasted almost a minute, no one wanting to change the subject or keep talking about Jane.

“Does anyone fancy a pint?” asked Sam.  We all laughed, you’ll either get this joke or you won’t.  it was from a show that came on TV the year I was born I think, but endlessly repeated as we were all growing up.  My parents used to watch it with me, I in turn made my friends watch it.  You could always rely on Sam to liven the mood.  It was a good idea.

We left the tenement and headed to the nearest pub, unlike much of this part of Edinburgh it had hardly any students in it, it was mostly for locals. It had taken us six months to be accepted, but we persevered and we’d even got to know some of the regulars that would still be drinking there long after we’d graduated and gone forever.  As we walked in, dressed in our party outfits, flesh exposed, the place went silent.  It was a bit like a western when the baddie walks in.  But unlike those films the hubbub soon returned and I caught more than one man old enough to be my father raise an eyebrow to his friends or just shake his head.  That’s right boys, you can look but you’ll never get to touch.  I knew it, and they knew it, which was good.

We found a table at the back, a couple of beer barrels with round wooden tops screwed into them and pulled the high stools round, then Sam and Olivia went to get the first round.  We kept a spare chair for Dave – Nicole’s boyfriend – for when he arrived.  He’d be late, he always was.  We sat and laughed and drank, the pub was always in a dark half-light, as if some of the bulbs were missing.  Those that were present gave out a yellow light, creating a dark, intimate atmosphere.  We loved it, it had taken six months to be accepted, but accepted we were.  Sam told us that he’d invited some of his friends along as well.

I finished my pint – classy or what – and looked round the table, most glasses were approaching empty.  I stood up and picked up as many empties as I could carry.  I suspect that was one of the reasons we were accepted, we tried to fit in and didn’t just wait for service.  “Same again?” I asked.  Everyone nodded.  Right, now I just had to remember what everyone wanted.

I stood at the bar, I didn’t try to catch the bartender’s eye, there was no point.  Another thing we liked about this place, the staff were great and paid attention, they knew the order the customers had arrived in and served accordingly.  Queue jumpers were ignored, and rightly so.

“You look amazing,” slurred a voice next to me.  I looked at the owner in the mirror behind the bar, he was about 30 and clearly the worse for wear. 

“Thanks,” I said, without looking at him, hoping he’d take the hint.  Sadly, like most drunk middle aged men he thought he was a stud, a player, women wanted him, they just wouldn’t be able to resist.  All in his mind.  Looking at him he wasn’t that bad looking, he was a just drunk and he wasn’t going to get lucky with me.  Not that night anyway.  The bartender caught my eye, I was at the front of the virtual queue in his mind.  I looked round, despite knowing what everyone wanted.

“Two pints of 80 Shilling, three lagers, a JD & coke and a diet coke please.”  Jon behind the bar nodded and went about his job, the drunk next to me continued his charm offensive.  He took another mouthful and spoke to me again.

“So,” he said, looking me up and down in the unsteady way that only a drunk can manage, “My name’s Huw, what’s yours’ darling?”

I still avoided looking at him as I replied, “It’s Paige,” I said.  Why did I even entertain him?

“Nice to meet you Paige,” he said, thrusting out a hand.  I took it and shook it, still not making eye contact, desperately hoping he’d take the hint.  Fat chance.  I just watched his eyes move down my face and onto my exposed chest.  This had happened before today, men (and some women) had sneaked a quick glimpse of my exposed boobs, but then looked away.  His eyes stayed focused on my chest for a good 10 seconds before spoke, “I’m Huw,” he repeated, very slowly, like he'd just remembered his own name.

I pulled my hand back as the first two pints arrived.  Huw looked over to our tables, “Here, let me help you,” he said and grabbed two of the glasses as a third arrived.  I opened my mouth to protest, but he was moving away.  I shook my head and took the third to the table, which fell silent as Huw arrived.  He put the glasses down and then eyed up each of the girls in turn, Sam suddenly became very possessive of Olivia.  Huw didn’t sit down (thank fuck) but just smiled like a moron and then wandered back to his seat.  I was paying as he made it back.

“So, Paige,” he stuttered, “It is Paige isn’t it?  I’m Huw, how about we go for a drink sometime?  What’s your number?”

I shook my head, “You’re not my type,” I replied.

“I am,” he said, truth be told if he’d been sober he might well have been right.

“You’re not,” I said, the terminal beeped as I waved my credit card over it.

“Why not?” he asked, “what’s wrong with me?”  I thought quickly.

“You have a Y chromosome.”  He looked utterly confused.  “A penis,” I added.  He looked down, then stared at me.  Behind the bar Jon indicated he’d throw Huw out, if I wanted.  I shook my head, we weren’t at that stage.  Not just yet, anyway.

I picked up the spirits and walked back to my table, while I’d been at the bar our number had grown by three, Sam’s friends had arrived I guessed.  I could feel Huw’s eyes boring into me as I sat down.  When I looked up I was right, he was smiling at me.  I grabbed Alex’s hand, maybe it was the setting, the outfits – she looked amazing as a sexy nurse – and I’m pretty sure the three pints helped but I held her hand, she looked down confused, then I twisted to face her and put my hand on her face, turning her into me and I put my lips on hers, and we kissed.  My first lesbian kiss.

Alex didn’t resist, her mouth opened and we kissed, our table fell silent as we did and everyone watched.  I looked around, even at some other tables people were watching.  I’m not a lesbian, I’m not even bi, maybe I’ll go to bi-curious or hetroflexible, but right there, right then it just felt right.  And she was a good kisser, soft and gentle, unlike most of the boys I’d kissed.  I looked into the mirrors behind the bar as we kissed, Huw watched for a few seconds, then shook his head and started muttering, he stood up and made for the door.  Good.

I broke off the kiss and turned back, then picked up my pint.  I downed a third of it and looked round at my friends, none of who were speaking.  “Never seen girl on girl action before?” I asked.  Sam laughed.  One of his friends at the other end of the table held my gaze for a few seconds, he was hot.  I half blushed looking at him, then  I looked away.  Sam spoke again.

“Not in the flesh no,” he said, “Don’t stop because of me.”  That broke the ice and everyone laughed again.

“I’m . . . I’m . . .” said Alex, quietly. 

“I’m sorry,” I said to her, “I just had to get rid of that creep.”

“And it worked,” said Alex.  She sounded a little disappointed.  I found out a couple of years later she was a lesbian, but she didn’t know how to broach it.  Ah well, could have been fun.

******

We weren’t starting the party until 10 but we were back well before then, sitting around under the cobwebs and spiders, drinking and talking, mostly about Huw, until the first of our guests started to arrive.  We’d not demanded a dress code but I think everyone knew of my love of this time of year, one of the girls must have put the word round on her socials and most people were in fancy dress.  I think I was the best looking girl there.

Olivia had her phone connected to the flat sound system and a suitably spooky playlist was playing in the background, quietly at first, getting louder and louder as more people arrived.  Thank goodness for Victorian buildings and their solid, thick walls.  There were students below us as well and we’d invited them so no issues from there. 

When midnight came we turned the music off and counted down, a bit like seeing in the New Year, then back up to full volume and the dancing was in full swing.  Later, much later I was in the kitchen, getting a glass of water.  The party was winding down, most of the booze, and hence most of our friends, were leaving.  I drank one glass, then was getting a second when the door opened.  Sam’s friend from the pub walked in.  I’d seen him about at the party, but not spoken or danced with him.  He was maybe a couple of years older than me with four or five days of stubble on his face.  He was (yet another) dressed as Dracula, white face, black eyes, black hair greased back, wearing a Tux with a wing collar.  His hair was long, .  Through the suit I could make out his thick arms.  I’d liked him instantly in the pub, now he was looking even better.

“Good party witch,” he said, looking round for something.  He found what he was looking for and sat down in the chair.  He looked at me as I turned the tap off.  “Get me a glass of water.”  The way he said it, he commanded my attention, my obedience.  I looked at the one I’d just poured for myself and walked over to him and handed it to him.  He didn’t look at me, just took the glass from me and downed it, then handed it back.  He didn’t speak, but I went and got him another.  I’d never met a man like him before, he was just in control of the situation, in control of me.

When I handed him the second one he pointed to the floor, “Why don’t you kneel down there,” he said as he downed half the glass and put it on the table.  I looked where he’d pointed and slowly lowered myself to the floor, using the table as support – bloody heels.  I was transfixed, a man I didn’t know had told me to kneel and I did it, it just came naturally.  He looked down at me and I blushed – he couldn’t have seen it under the makeup – but I did, then I looked down.

“What’s your name witch?” he asked.

“Paige,” I replied.  He didn’t reply, eventually I looked up at him.

“What’s your name?” I asked.  Again, he didn’t speak straight away.  When he did, he shocked me.

“I’m waiting for you to address me correctly,” he said, “I’m waiting for you to call me Sir when you speak to me.”

I swallowed and looked down.  I should have stood up and slapped his face.  But I stayed where I was.  “What’s your name witch?” he asked again.  This time it was me who hesitated.  Eventually I spoke.

“Paige . . . Sir.”  I looked up at him.  He put out his hand and put a finger into the ring on my collar and pulled it, very gently towards him and upwards, I reacted, lifting my ass up until my face was level with his, our lips an inch apart.  I expected him to kiss me, but he spoke, softly, barely audible against the bass coming through the wall.

“Have you ever had a leash attached to this Paige?” he asked.

“No . . . Sir,” I replied.

The music suddenly went loud as the door to the kitchen opened.  Olivia came in and went straight to the sink, she didn’t see us.  He let go of the ring and then stood up and ran his hand over my face. 

“I’ll come and pick you up tomorrow at six,” he said, “Be ready.”  I glimpsed at Olivia, unsure how to respond.  I decided I had to respond as he expected.

“Yes Sir,” I said, slightly louder than before but I was sure Olivia hadn’t heard me.  He smiled and patted my head.

“See you tomorrow Paige, and put your collar in your bag when I pick you up” he said and walked out.  I stood up and watched him leave.  Olivia turned round as he left, she watched him go.

“Who was that?” I asked

“Think his name’s Paul or Pete or something like that.  He’s a friend of Sam’s.  Why, going on a date with him?”  I just nodded and we went back to the remains of the party.

******

I spent the next day wondering about Paul or Peter or whatever his name was.  I was up before anyone else and out running when Sam got up and left, so no chance to ask him.  At lunch time when I caught up with Olivia she messaged Sam, he took 20 minutes to reply, the mystery man’s name was Peter, he was a postgrad that Sam knew from the rowing club.  That explained the physic then.

The afternoon was spent cleaning and endless trips to the end of the road to recycle the glass and plastic.  Then it was time to get cleaned and ready myself.

I made sure I was ready at the appointed time, I was dressed somewhat conservatively, knee length skirt, black shirt, ankle length boots, matching set underneath, my makeup was subtle, just some eye shadow and a light lipstick.  I checked myself in the mirror, I thought I looked good.  I checked the time over and over, fuck I was nervous.  Part of me hoped he wouldn’t show up, part of me wanted to ignore the bell when it rang, part of me wanted to tell him to fuck off.

But most of me wanted him to be on time, wanted to call him Sir and wanted to wear my collar for him.  Before it had been worn as a joke, as part of an outfit.  Today, if it went to plan, he’d put it on me and use it in the way it was intended.  With five minutes to go I was pacing my room, then I downed a quick vodka to calm myself.  It almost came back out, a like protest from my body as to what I was about to put it through again.

The doorbell rang, I checked my phone.  Six pm on the dot.  That was impressive.  I ran my hands down my side, smoothing my skirt and went to answer it.  Normally in the flat it was a game of chicken, who would answer first.  Most folks who came to visit had to ring three or four times before someone gave in and answered the door.  Not this time, this time I was there in seconds.  I took a deep breath and opened the door.  There was Peter, all six foot and an inch or two of him.  He looked me up and down.

“Ready?”

“Yes . . . Sir,” I replied.  I shook as I called him Sir.  Last night I’d been, if not drunk, certainly merry and it had been a bit of a game. 

“Let’s go then.”  He started down the steps of the tenement, I grabbed my coat from the rail, picked up my handbag and followed him out into the night.  He took me to a pub first, our local.  He must have got that from Sam.  We sat at the back, in a little alcove and talked, throughout I called him Sir, it felt natural, it felt right.  I’d dreamed about a dominant man for so long and now I’d actually found one.  After a couple of drink we went to a local Italian for something to eat.

As the waitress walked away with the remains of the starters Peter spoke without looking at me.

“Go the toilets and remove your underwear.  Walk there with your arms folded behind your back, when you come back hand them to me over the top of the table.”  He picked up his beer and tipped it back into his mouth.  Mine went dry.  This wasn’t a game to him.  He wanted, and expected, my obedience.  And I wanted to obey him.  Quietly, almost silently I replied.

“Yes Sir.”  I stood up and looked around, then submissively folded my arms behind my back and without looking back made for the bathroom.  When I got there I looked at myself in the mirror.  What the fuck are you doing? I remember thinking.  I breathed for a while, trying to calm myself, then I went into a stall and locked the door.  I should have walked out, I should have left there and then.  The sensible thing to do would be to walk past the table, maybe pick up a glass of water and pour it over him.  But I didn’t.  Instead I removed my bra and panties, took a deep breath and walked back to the table, arms behind my back, underwear in my hands, hiding it as best I could and sat down and handed it him, as instructed, over the table.

Peter took them from me and lifted the lacey garments to his nose and sniffed them.  He then put them under the table and looked at me.  “You’re wet, aren’t you?” I nodded and felt my face flush.  This was embarrassing, exciting, thrilling all in one. 

“Yes Sir,” I whispered.  He smiled.

“Open your legs wide and put your left hand down the front of your skirt.  Start rubbing your clit, don’t stop until I say and don’t you fucking cum.”  I swear I almost came there and then.  Instead I just nodded again and slipped my delicate hand inside my skirt and started to rub my pussy.  I gasped, I was wet, so fucking wet, my fingers just slid along my pussy, I’d have cum there and then if I’d not been forbidden.  I looked at Peter, he was watching me, watching my face which I was trying hard to control.

The waitress returned, “Who’s getting the seafood Linguine?”  She looked at me and I knew she knew what I was doing.  I wanted to stop, but I had to keep playing with myself.  Peter came to my rescue.

“That’s for Paige,” he said, pointing at me.  The waitress gave a slight nod and put the plate down in front of me before giving the veal to Peter.  He thanked the waitress then looked at me, “Start eating little one,” he said in front of the waitress.  I looked at her, my face had to be red, all I could think about was not cumming as I picked up my fork and teased a little food onto it.  The waitress shrugged and walked away, I looked at Peter.

“Can I cum please Sir,” I asked, I must have sounded desperate.  He ignored the question and started to eat.  I asked another three times before he looked at me and spoke.

“No, now stop playing with yourself slut and eat up.”  It took every ounce of my concentration to pull my hand away, I made balls of my fists and dug my nails into my hands, the marks were still visible a day later, that’s how hard I pinched my hand.

“Now wipe your wet fingers on your face so everyone can smell you.”  I didn’t hesitate and did as ordered, then he commanded me to eat and the meal continued as though nothing unusual had happened.  When the waitress came to take the plates away I was convinced she was smelling the air, smelling me.  We passed on dessert, he paid and helped me into my jacket on the way out, so some elements of being a gentleman.  As soon as we were outside he spoke to me.

“I’m going back to my place now Paige, you can come with me if you want.  So you’re in no doubt, if you come back I’m going to tie you to the bed and dominate you and fuck you.  Or, if you want to return back to your flat, I’ll escort you there.  Entirely your choice.”

There was no choice.

“I’d like to come back to your place please Sir.”  We smiled at each other.  He stepped in close. 

“Ready to be collared in public?”  I smiled even broader and nodded, I opened my bag and took out my collar and gave it to him.  He took it from me and I lifted my hair.  He put it onto my neck and locked the buckle in place.  Then he reached into his own pocket and pulled out a leash and a set of handcuffs.  “Ask for it,” he told me.

“Sir,” I replied, “Please cuff me and leash me.”  I was almost laughing, this was so exciting, thrilling . . . and stupid.  I turned round and put my wrists together behind my back and he cuffed them in place, when I turned back he put the leash onto my neck.  We walked to the bus stop and joined the queue, I was standing a couple of feet behind him, cuffed and leashed.  When the bus came we got on and went to the back, everyone watching us, I felt like a dirty whore or a slave being paraded, when I sat down the vibrations from the bus engine were turning me on.  It was only 15 minutes to his stop, and I was worried I wouldn’t be able to stand when it was time to get off.  When we did we were judged again but I didn’t care.  I was going to get laid.

******

We stood outside the stairwell to his flat, like many in Edinburgh, like mine, the door to the building was up a couple of steps, the ubiquitous selection of keysafes for Air B & Bs dotted the inside of the door frame.  I was standing there, hands cuffed behind my back, wearing a collar and leash in his hand with my underwear stuffed somewhere in his jacket.

“Sure you want to do this Paige?” he asked.

“Yes Sir.”

“You understand we’re going to have sex?”

I smiled, “I hope so Sir.  Just wear a rubber.”

He laughed, “Always.  Do you know about safe words?”

“Yes Sir.  I usually use Red.”  This was a lie, I’d never had or used a safe word, I’d only been tied up a couple of times but I loved it.  I wanted to sound like I knew what I was doing.  He nodded.

“Red is good.”  He put his key into the street door and pushed it open, then he stepped inside and pulled my leash, pulling me in with him.  He was on the ground floor and his door was opposite the stairs going up to the upper flats.  He put his key into his door and opened it, then stepped to the side.

“Ladies first,” he said and I stepped in.  Inside it was pretty standard, living room at the front, two bedrooms and a kitchen at the rear.  He opened the door to his room and put the light on.

“Last chance to leave Paige,” he said.  I didn’t comment, I just walked in and looked round, it was a little untidy, nothing horrific though, not like some student rooms.  The bed was a double with an black steel bedframe.  I smiled, he came behind me and put his hands on my shoulders. “Ideal for tying a girl to, don’t you think?”  I nodded, it was exactly what I was thinking. 

His hands came over my shoulders and onto my breasts, holding them, squeezing them gently through the material of my shirt, then he moved his hands upwards and started to undo the buttons.  I didn’t resist, I just started to rub his cock through his trousers, he was already hard and I found the zipper and pulled it down.  He eased my shirt off my shoulders and down my arms, then undid my skirt and pulled it down, letting it fall to the floor.  He turned me around and we kissed for the first time, I was virtually naked.

He leaned on my shoulders, pushing me to the floor and then undid his pants properly, easing his cock through his Calvin Kleins and exposing his neatly trimmed bush.  His cock wasn’t huge, but straight and quite fat.  I liked it and bent towards him, trying to take him into my mouth.  He pulled back, teasing me, making me reach for it.  He smiled as he stepped back, then told me to stand.  He unlocked the handcuffs and my shirt fell to the floor, joining my skirt. 

He took my hands and led me to the bed, lying me down on it and then he proceeded to bind me to it, legs spread wide apart.  I was glad it was a nice warm room, unlike some student pads, despite the warmth my nipples were rock hard.  He produced my panties from his pocket and rubbed them against my pussy, they soaked up my wetness, then he held them to my face.  I sniffed, loving the aroma, then I opened my mouth wide, inviting him to stuff them in my mouth, which he did.

He didn’t waste any time, he kissed my lips over my panties, then ran his tongue down my body, over my erect nipples causing me to gasp, my eyes were closed, my hands opening and closing, pulling on the restraints, but Peter knew what he was doing, they weren’t coming loose.  He kissed my belly button and then my thighs, before licking my freshly waxed pussy.  I threw my head back and for the first time slipped into subspace, nothing in the world mattered apart from his touch.  I have no idea how long I was there as he licked my pussy and I came easily again and again and again.  I swear I didn’t even notice that he was fucking me as I came again.  When I opened my eyes he was on me, inside me fucking me hard, his body pushing me down, hands on my tits.

“I’m cumming,” he shouted, “Fuck I’m cumming.”  I felt his cock pulsing inside me as he came, over and over, his balls pushing against me.  I came with him, it was incredible cumming together like that, it had never happened to me before – for that matter I’d never cum from being fucked before.

As his cock shrank he pulled out of me, then took my makeshift gag out and we kissed.  I watched as he rolled off the bed and took the condom off, then he untied me and we snuggled before falling asleep.  A perfect end to an incredible night.

******

We dated for about five months, he was always inventive, creative in his domination of me, the problems started as he explored his sadistic side – he was far more into pain than I was.  He was writing up his PHD and accepted a postdoctoral position in London and we just grew apart, travelling up and down was too time-consuming and expensive apart from anything else, as my exams got close I didn’t have the time.  I didn’t have serious D/s relationship for a few years after that.


2021




I’d been living and working in America for two years.  2019 had passed quietly, I was in a hotel, but I made an effort to get out and see a bit of America.  I was only a 10 minute drive from a residential area – seriously, like, does anyone walk in America – I parked and walked around.  Within seconds I’d realized that whereas I thought I took Halloween seriously I was but a learner who barely tried.

The day started in 2020 in the office, well, on the Friday – I’d been on a customer site the previous year – and three quarters of the staff had dressed up a little, or a lot.  In my case I was subtle, I wasn’t sure how much effort anyone would go to.  But I tried a little, I bought a cheap witch’s hat and wore it, when I saw that others were taking it seriously.  I played in the games, went bobbing for apples and it was a great day in the office.

There’s something that instantly makes American houses look more ”Halloweeny” to the British eye.  The houses are made of wood, that just doesn’t happen at home, they scream Halloween – the pervasiveness of American culture I guess.  The houses are set further back from the street too, making them seem further away and less inviting, with lots of space to set the scene.  And it was warm at that time of year, summer/fall was still just clinging on where I was living and working.

At home, the kids would put on an outfit and demand candy, here it was another level, still half-light and roving gangs of children, dressed expertly, were about, watched over by nervous parents and older siblings.  I was in heaven watching the scene, even if I’d not dressed up – I didn’t want to look like a child snatcher.  Even so, after 15 minutes I was attracting attention and parents were making sure that their children didn’t go near me.  I took that as a hint and went back to my apartment, my partner away with his work in Australia for a couple of weeks.

2021 was the year it really happened for me, the real American experience.  Halloween proper fell on the Sunday that year, I was living and working in California, I’d moved in with my partner and on his salary he owned a beautiful house in a wonderful neighborhood, the kind that is every person from outside America’s vision of a typical American “Desperate Housewives” street.  I’d been there long enough by now to know that places this nice were rare.  Like every American’s vison of Britain is that we all live in a castle, this was the equivalent.  Except we actually lived in the dream.  The money and power, that was partly what drove me to him.

Bill, not his real name, and I had been together for almost two years at this point, it was just before our relationship started to fall apart.  But that’s not the point of this story.  Bill was older than me, he’d just turned 50 to my 24 (but soon to be 25) years of age.  He still looked good though and hadn’t allowed himself to put on weight, he still hit the gym two or three times a week.  He’d been active in the scene for longer than I’d been alive and he had many friends in the area.  Which resulted in the party.

Bill and I, with our closest friends Alice & Tom had spent the day decorating the house and garden, the path to the front door was lined with pumpkins, we’d light the candles as dusk fell.  The trees in the front yard were decorated with cobwebs and we hung witches on their broomsticks in them.  In the house itself we changed all the main lightbulbs for orange ones and partially covered the street facing windows with scenes cut into black paper.

Unlike the student parties of years gone by this party was far more civilized.  It started early, the BBQ was fired up and the temperature was still in the mid 70s – I’d become a dab hand at converting temperatures, so that’s the mid 20s for the rest of the world.  Our friends, well, Bill’s friends started to arrive just after three, there were the Count Draculas, Skeletons, Shreks, a couple of pirates.  The girls had more freedom, more than one chose to come a sex slave, so we had two Princess Leias, a smattering of witches, me included, a Princess Fiona and some things I didn’t recognize, not having grown up on a diet of American TV.

No doubt you’ve got ideas that people arrived and stripped off and all that happened was sadism, masochism and wall to wall fucking – anything goes.  That’s mostly just in people’s imaginations.  I dare say that parties like that do happen, just not at our party, or any I’ve been to.  Clothes (mostly) stayed on.

I thought the best outfits were the Zombies, we had many of those from both sexes.  It’s very easy to pull off as well, just needs some good makeup.  And there’s just something amusing about grown people walking round with their arms outstretched while fake blood drips off them.

Bill found a willing volunteer to man the BBQ, a very scantily clad male zombie, his Mistress chained his collar to the BBQ and told him he was going nowhere, just to make sure that he pleased everyone.  I’d have been so annoyed if Bill had done that to me, but he looked like it was the best day of his life.  Everyone is different I guess.

We ate and drank and talked as the sun moved towards the horizon, when it finally hit the skyline Bill and I went to light the candles inside their pumpkins.  Unlike the student parties of old everyone was reasonably sober – sure, we’d all had a few but no one was blind drunk and certainly no one was locked in the bathroom regretting their life choices . . . .

As the darkness came outdoors was abandoned and we all moved inside, the music was cranked up with a suitably spooky playlist and we were ready for the trick or treaters.  Or rather I thought we were ready.  There were four chairs in the dining room, set at the back of the house, Bill and Tom had set them there with a dozen or more wires on the floor, the end of each tied to a clamp.  I was no expert, but they looked like electrical wires to me.  10 minutes before six I was proven to be correct.

We were all gathered in the dining room, well apart from the poor bastard outside who was as far as I knew still chained the BBQ, when Tom and Bill got the gathered masses to be silent.

“As you know,” Tom said, “We held a draw last month at the club,” I didn’t know this, I’d not been to the club last month, we’d sneaked a weekend away in Vegas, “and the pain sluts held a competition.”  Cheers at that, people were clearly remembering, “and we had four lucky winners.”  Hence the four chairs no doubt.  “So,” he continued, “Can I get Susie, Moncia, Ethan and my very own Alice please.”  More cheers as Morticia, Princess Fiona, a steam punk and Princess Leia made their way through the throng.  They formed a line in front of the chairs to much cheering and they took bows, the steam punk was very theatrical.  I recognized the steam punk/Ethan and Alice/Leia but I didn’t know the other two.

“OK folks, let’s get ready.”  I watched, not sure what would happen.  The music changed and “The Stripper” began to play, I laughed as the gruesome foursome started to remove their clothes, some theatrically – the steam punk was showing off his handsome body – but most just removed their clothing quickly.  They all looked amazing as they stripped off, I’m not sure I’d have been prepared to do so, despite being the youngest and probably the thinnest person there.

When they were all naked they sat down, ropes around their waists and legs bound them to the chairs, their legs apart exposing their private parts.  Each had their arms bound over the backs of their chairs and the tied to the frames.  No one was going anywhere one they’d been restrained. 

Tom then started to call out names, I watched as person after person came out.  The first one, a Skeleton called James took the offered clamp/wire and selected the first woman in the line.  She was smiling at him as he pulled one of her nipples taught until it was erect, then he opened the clamp and put it onto her nipple.  She winced as it closed, biting the sensitive flash but she didn’t ask him to stop. 

The next person, a female Zombie selected the male and attached the clamp to his ball sack.  He looked like he positively welcomed the sensation.  Each to their own, as I said.  The game continued until the inevitable happened and my name was called.  I was unsure, but the crowd and the booze lead me forward.  I picked up a clamp and looked at the four people.  Alice smiled at me and winked, she was inviting me to attach the clamp to her body.  I looked at her, not wanting to hurt my friend, but she was smiling.

“On my nipple,” she said, gesturing to her free nipple.  What the hell.  I opened the clamp and put it on, watching as it hurt her and she winced.  “It’s ok,” she said, panting.  She looked like she meant it.

There were only another couple of clamps to go, then each of the them had five on their bodies, on their nipples and other parts.  I still wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but I found out soon enough.  Tom looked at my partner and winked.  “Shall we try it out?”  Bill laughed and walked to the front door and opened it, then rang the bell.  Instantly all four of the people on the chairs screamed in pain, the sadistic bastards had connected the power to the doorbell.  Despite myself I laughed, as did most of the people in the room.  More than one commented on the inventiveness of the ploy.

“This way,” said Tom, “Everytime a child rings the doorbell . . .” he left the sentence unfinished and there was more laughter.  The music went back on and people returned to their conversations, we didn’t have to wait long for the first trick and treaters, the doorbell rang and they all screamed in pain again, it was my house, so I went to answer the door.

“Trick or Treat,” screamed a group of about six teenagers.  A couple of the boys eyed me up and down, I was in a pretty revealing outfit.

“Treat,” I shouted back as I picked up the huge bowl, overflowing with candy.  They all stepped up in turn and helped themselves, most were trying to see inside the house full of fun adults.  I suspected that most of them would rather have been at our party, drinking and socializing rather than collecting candy.

As the last one took a handful he spoke to me, he must have been 16 or 17.  “Nice doorbell effects,” he said, “That screaming was great.”

I looked at him, “It is, isn’t it?”  He nodded, “Press it again,” I said, a wicked streak coming over me.  He looked at me and shrugged, then pressed the bell again.  Right on time all four of the subs in the back screamed as they were tortured by the electricity.  The kid shook his head.

“Amazing.  Look,” he said, suddenly gripped with confidence, “Could I get your number?  I’ve seen you around with your Dad and you look hot.”

My Dad?  MY DAD?  I think looking back that was the first nail in my relationship with Bill, but I didn’t know it at the time. 

I leaned into him and whispered in his ear, “He’s my boyfriend, you’re a little young for me.”  He blushed and opened his mouth once or twice, not finding the words to speak.  His friends were turning away and ribbing him as I stepped back and closed the door. 

For the next four hours the doorbell would go intermittently and the people on the chair would be tortured.  Having children torture the subs made it weird, but most people thought it was fun.  We spiced it up after a hour and put wands onto the girls pussies also activated by the bell, the male sub got nothing, despite his rock hard cock.  I later learned he lived in a state of permanent orgasm denial, his mistress preferred him that way, so he could focus 100% on her.

A couple of seconds of power to the wands wasn’t enough to get them off of course, when it had gone 10 we turned the power down and pressed the bell over and over, we had to gag the slaves, keeping the bell on until each woman came. 

The party ended around midnight, Bill and I surveyed the scene, the kitchen was loaded, the patio covered in bottles and paper plates, the porch and path in the yard covered in pumpkins.

“Fuck it,” he said, “Let’s deal with it tomorrow.”  I nodded, the cleaners would be there, but we’d have to help.

“Have I been a good witch?” I asked, coyly.

He laughed and spanked my ass hard, “No, you’ve been a bad girl,” he said.

“And what happens to bad girls?” I asked, sucking a candy pencil, moving my mouth up and down it, trying to be innocent, despite my semi exposed breasts and tiny skirt.

“They get punished,” he replied.

“Yes Sir,” I said.  I moved close to him and pushed him down into a chair, then undid his zipper.  I handed him my wand, about three feet long made of metal with a star on the end, took his cock into my mouth and looked up, then lifted my skirt, exposing my ass.  I’m not a pain slut, if he’d suggested sitting me on one of those seats and electrocuting me he could take a running jump.  Or sit down and take it himself.  But tonight a bit of light spanking seemed appropriate.

“Punish me Sir,” I said and started to suck  him up and down, Bill raised the wand and brought it down onto my exposed skin.  I made a small sound, he hit me again, slightly harder this time.  He likes hurting me, and doing it when he is in my mouth thrills him.  He only had to hit me 20 times or so before I felt his balls tighten and he exploded into my mouth, I held him there as he came, even after his cock stopped twitching I held him, breathing slowly before finally pulling back, I opened wide to show him his seed, then closed my mouth, swallowed and opened again to show him it had gone[fl1][AT2].

“Thank you Sir,” I said.  He put his fingers onto the ring on my collar and pulled me up.

“Let’s go to bed you kinky little witch.”

“Lets.”



[fl1]Does this need to be expanded?

[AT2]no


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


Praise For Author

[Predicaments]

I love the short story style.
Very well written and imaginative.Great ideas and an insight into the submissive life style!

- whytehaart

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[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

[The Secret Slave]

I read this book cover to cover and loved every sexy word of it. I loved how all the slave fetish actions were explained so clearly. There were a couple of fetishes in this book that I have looked for and could never be seen in any book so far. Loved it. I would highly recommend this author and his books.

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

Predicaments : The Complete Collection

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

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

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.”

 Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”
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