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Warning




This book contains adult content that may not be suitable for some readers.




This book is intended for adults over the age of 18.  All people depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older.


The Landlord
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You can’t make money from being a landlord these days, have you seen the price of houses?  They tax you for buying it, tax the income you get – not the profit, the income ffs, they put all kinds of rules in place, like the windows have to be a certain height off the ground, next it’s going to be all manner of energy efficiencies, none of which are cheap.  There’s talk of rent controls coming as well.

I even joined a landlord’s forum to find out the best ways to maximize incomes – interest rates have gone from 1% to 4% and rising, I was in serious danger of losing money month in, month out if things didn’t change.  Hell, I can’t even sell up, damn thing is worth less than I paid for it.  Damned if you, do, damned if you don’t.

I was sat at the computer, browsing the forum, trying to work out how to make the apartment pay when renting to students.  It used to be you could do a full twelve month let, then the bloody government gave the students rights, now tenancies are open ended, they can quit when they want.  And it will come as no surprise that they hand their notice in 28 days before their last exam, which means the apartment stands empty over the summer – you can’t let it short term as you can’t guarantee people will move out.  And then you get property taxes at double the standard rate because it’s empty!

The computer pinged, I’d got a message.

Boys or Girls?

Pardon?

Do you rent to boys or girls?

Girls next year, why?

Create a disposable email address and mail me.  I know how to make you money.

I sat back, that was bizarre and no mistake.  I poured myself a second glass of wine and scratched my head, thinking.  Clearly this guy was a lunatic, but what the hell, I had nothing to lose.  I created a disposable address and emailed the weirdo.  I waited for a response, ten minutes on Pornhub should kill the time.  I’d no sooner logged in before the computer pinged, he’d emailed me back.  Assuming it was a he, that is.

I was like you, the email said, losing money hand over fist.  Here we go, I thought, a get rich quick scheme, I almost hit delete, but something kept me reading.  But I figured out a way to make money from my students.  It’s not what you’d call legal, but I’m making thousands a month, interested?  File attached.

Normally I’m very wary of random emails with files attached – and rightly so, I mean who falls for spam emails these days?  But this guy had tweaked my interest.  I downloaded the file, an mp4 video file, then virus scanned it –twice – once with Windows Defender and a second time with another anti virus, can’t be too careful.  Both times it came back clean.  What the hell.

Nervously I clicked on it and it opened up.  The film was from inside a bathroom, taken from the ceiling, a small, dingy one.  The door opened and a young woman walked in, she was wrapped in a large white towel and carrying a small washbag.  I watched, transfixed as she locked the door and removed the towel, letting it slide to the floor and she put the washbag on the side of the sink.

She sat on the toilet and took a piss, not my thing but everyone is different I guess, then she opened the washbag and took out something and went into the shower.  The view cut away, it was in split screen, I guessed from either ends of the large shower.  She turned the shower on, then her hand came in close to the camera and music started.  I watched, gently jerking myself as she washed her hair and body, her hands moving over her smooth, teenage skin.  I almost came when she started to wash her tits, she had full, firm breasts.

The girl picked something up, it was a long pink dildo.  She held it to her face, then opened her mouth and started to suck it, she could take an impressive amount into her throat.  Before long she put one hand onto the wall of the shower and started to fuck herself with it, I could just see the little ears of her toy moving quickly against her clit, she was moaning, panting as she came hard, she let go of her toy and clamped a hand over her mouth as she came.  I was seconds behind her.

The rest of the video was not much, she finished her shower, put her toy away, dried herself off and left.  I sat back and watched it a second, then a third time.  I emailed the guy back, he was selling the equipment and advice on how to make money.  Capture the videos, sell them and live subscriptions on the web.  Oh, and only rent to attractive girls of course. 

Surely this was a crowded market?  He told me not really, he made his living from security cameras and the like, not from secretly filming his tenants.  I almost collapsed when he showed me the price of the cameras, but what choice did I have?

I spent a couple of weeks dithering before I bit the bullet and ordered three cameras, one in a heat detector, that would be mounted in the ceiling, one in a shower proof speaker and one in the controls for the shower proof speaker.  When the students moved out, I advertised the apartment and was careful to select five young girls about to start their second year, all good looking with great bodies.  When I showed them round I was keen to point out the shower speaker/controls, all connected to Spotify.  A real selling point.

The system I installed was amazing, each camera was connected to the Wi-Fi, full HD, when it detected motion is started to record and it notified me.  For the first few weeks it didn’t record much worth mentioning, girls came in, used the toilet, cleaned their teeth or showered and left.  I don’t mind admitting I jerked off a few times watching them in the shower.  I felt guilty, but not guilty enough to stop watching.  But after that it started to get interesting.

They had their house warming party, I captured three couples fucking in there.  Later one of the girls got a boyfriend, I loved watching them, he was strong and muscular, everything I wanted to be but couldn’t be bothered to achieve.  He’d lift her up and fuck her hard against the wall, her legs wrapped around his waist, his head buried in her tits, one hand on her ass holding her, the other pinning her arms to the wall. 

One of the other girls got a girlfriend, I lost count the number of times I cranked one out watching them, one with long blonde hair and one with dark, they’d slide into the bathroom and kiss, then into the shower where they’d explore each others teenage bodies with their hands and their tongues.  The blonde would sometimes tie the brunette’s hands to the shower head and tease her, bringing her to the point of orgasm and denying her over and over until finally she allowed her partner to cum.

When I had fifty or so videos worth watching I started to list them for sale on the dark web, business was slow to start but by the end of the year I had over a thousand subscribers, each paying $10 a month for the privilege of the live feed and the back catalogue, thousands and thousands of others would pay a dollar to buy a video.  I didn’t have to do anything, the paying customers would rate the films for me.

Come May they handed in their notice, but asked about renting the apartment the following year.  Of course I said yes.  I bought another five camera/smoke detectors that summer and fitted them into each of the bedrooms.  I even gave every subscriber four months free to compensate for the lack of new material over the summer.

By the way, I’m on the look out for a couple of new apartments, I’m a cash purchaser these days.  Know of anything going?  Don’t worry about the state of the place, I can fix it up.  Security systems are my specialty.


Only Pints
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Like all married couples Sally and her husband Nathan viewed it as their mission in life to get me, as a divorced woman of 32, married off.  So when they went out with the other happily married couples at the weekend they’d frequently invite me along.  Nathan or one of the other men would invite a single friend along to see if we hit it off.  I’d go along with it, the weekly Saturday afternoon trip to the pub was fun.  I don’t know them that well really, more friends of friends (OK, friends of my ex husband) really but the social life is welcome.

University wasn’t for me, I was bright enough but I thought my husband was what I wanted, I thought he was my everything and we’d moved in together aged 18, bad mistake.  I’d married young, far too young, we were living separate lives within three years, he’d moved out by the time I was 28, divorced as soon as we could.  At least there were no children.  But have you tried living in London on an admin assistant’s wage?  It can’t be done, I had to supplement my income.  So like so many other women I turned to porn, specifically I turned to Only Fans.

By day I was a nobody, I’d go to work to make ends meet.  People would ask me to arrange flights, book trains and hotels, I’d make sure the fridge was full of soft drinks and the water cooler was topped up.  If you want to define a dull job look at what I do for a living, at least during the day.

But by night and at the weekends I did Only Fans.  I wasn’t one of the stupid ones who signed up, did a couple of naked shots then sat back and wondered why I wasn’t rolling in money.  No, I knew I’d have to create content on a depressingly regular basis.  I also knew I’d have to do personalized content.  Give customers what they wanted, give them a chance to think that I was their girlfriend.

Want a video of me vacuuming my house naked?  No problem, we just need to agree a price.  Want me to write your name on my breasts and then lick it off?  I’m your girl, and yes, my boobs are big enough for that.  Want me to wear a Hitachi wand on my pussy in a harness while you masturbate to me begging for your permission to cum?  Done that more times that I can remember.  Most of the guys let you cum in the end, some don’t.  Bastards.

To make more money I go on dates, I’m always careful, I don’t go to seedy hotels on the edge of town, nor will I meet you in a McDonalds.  But if it’s your company Christmas do at City Hall and you need a date for the night, for £200 I’m yours.  Surprised men will pay that?  They look at your free stuff, they watch you masturbating and begging them for permission to cum and they want that.  So they sign up, only £5 a month and now I’m your virtual girlfriend.  See, I’m not even greedy on price.  I do object to handing over a third of that in fees, but that can’t be helped.

For another few pounds I’ll create you custom content, the scale varies.  Want me to write your name on my feet and wiggle them – I don’t get that kink, but it’s a very common request – I will, it’s an easy £20.  Want me to shower and masturbate while I mouth your name?  That’s £50 for nothing.  How about I write your name on a huge dildo and I spend ten minutes sucking it until it’s clean, another £50.  Everything, everyone has a price.  I certainly do.

Don’t think you don’t either, you do.  Why do you go out to work?  You do it for the money.  That’s your price.  Oh right, but you wouldn’t upload a naked shot of yourself to the internet would you?  Of course you wouldn’t, but suppose someone offered you a million for a faceless shot of your body, I think you would.

And I’ll go to dinner with you for the night for only £200, oh and you’re paying for the meal of course.  And I don’t eat anywhere cheap, I’m upfront and I expect you to pay for everything, including the taxi home and a bottle of wine.  Most of my dates will also start with a bottle of champagne.  I’m always careful to let them drink more than me.  I eat out three or four nights a week.  Most of them want sex, that I don’t do.  Some ask, I say no and get a taxi home, some become forceful and the staff will step in.  The ones that don’t ask, I’m pretty sure that they want sex but just won’t ask.  One day maybe, if the price is right and I really fancy the guy.  But not yet.

Do I worry about being found out?  Of course I do, when a man in a pub looks at me for a little too long, or someone at work gazes at me.  I usually assume they are just staring, wanting to ask me out on date, but I intimidate most men.  That’s what long blonde hair, large breasts, perfect makeup and confidence do to a guy. 

Saturday afternoon is my time off, we’ll meet in the pub around two, drink a few until late afternoon then I’ll make my excuses and head for home, shower, do my long blonde hair (natural but with highlights and extensions these days), dress as my date has requested – and if I don’t have what you want in my wardrobe I’ll buy what you want.  Well, I say I, you’ll buy what you want, it’s all part of the service.  Then out on the town to earn some more money.  I might even declare some of it one day.  I make a small fortune selling clothes I’ve worn once on eBay.

But right now, I was sat in the pub, it was the height of summer, the middle of a heat wave.  I was mixing business with pleasure, a request from a loyal fan was for a dozen photos of me in a pub wearing a skimpy top, most of my breasts on display and people in the background.  No problem, an easy £50, I’d spend Sunday blurring out the faces in the background before I uploaded the pics for @TimThePervert.  And everyone else who subscribed to my channel for that matter.

My ‘date’ for the afternoon was OK I guess, he was a bit dull, maybe he was nervous, he certainly seemed taken with me, there was no way he’d get to first base or even a second date.  But as Sally always said, men were always taken with me.  Long hair, almost wash board flat stomach, large breasts.  Yes, men were taken with me.

“Tell us about that guy at work,” Nathan asked my date, who looked confused.  “You know, the one that got asked to resign.”  This of course means fired.  Nathan and my date both laughed, Nathan’s prompting bringing back the memory.  Nathan of course let him tell the story, made him speak.  Giving him the chance to appear to be funny.  Appear was the appropriate word.

“We got an email on Friday that Steve would be leaving us with immediate effect,” he said.  Everyone at the table was quiet, letting him speak.  I felt a bit for him, it must have been nerve wracking coming into our clique.  “Apparently we got some new software installed on out work machines a couple of weeks back and Steve, well, he’s a legend.”  Nathan and he both laughed.

My date scratched his face, “Porn is rightly banned on work machines and he’s been consuming quite a lot.”  Much laughter from everyone.  “Like he was averaging nine or ten gigabytes a day.”  Half of the table laughed, this meant nothing to me.  Nathan came to my rescue.

“That’s about three hours of porn a day, if it’s all in HD, which it probably wasn’t.”  Everyone laughed.

“Like, where did he find the time?” asked Sally.  My date shrugged.

“He had accounts everywhere,” said Nathan, “Pornhub, X videos, Only Fans, the list went on and on.”  Did I blush when Nathan said Only Fans?  Maybe.

“Should you be talking about him?” I asked, “Surely that’s confidential as to why he’s now seeking alternative avenues of employment?”  Everyone laughed, so many ways to say he got fired without saying he got fired.

“Warning to the rest of us I guess,” said Nathan, picking up his pint.

“I mean, Only Fans, who would do that?” asked one of the other women.  I froze, I could feel myself blushing for real.  Thank fuck for a thick layer of makeup and the warm weather otherwise my shame would have been obvious, I’d have been found out in the court of public opinion.

“Loads of people I guess,” said Nathan, shrugging, “It stays in business and you’re always reading about people who make millions on it.” 

“Millions?” asked Sally.  This is bullshit, I’m in the top 1% of all creators and in a good month I’ll make five grand, more like three usually.  I almost opened my mouth to say that, that’s what I live in fear of, speaking out about it by mistake.  Mental note, nothing more to drink.

“I mean would you do it Jenna?” asked Sally, looking straight at me.  I shook my head.

“Hell no,” I replied, picking up my spritz and sucking on the straw, hoping my movements would hide my discomfort.  “Would you?”  Sally shook her head.  She put her hand onto her husband's knee. 

“Anyone?” asked Sally, everyone shook their heads.

“Like anyone would pay to see this,” said one of the husbands, standing up to show off his Dad bod.  Everyone laughed again.  He was wrong, there’s a market for everything.

“And you’d better not have an account either,” Sally said, squeezing Nathan’s knee as he shook his head.  Everyone laughed again.  My straw slurped, my glass was empty.

“Same again?” I asked standing up.  There were general nods.  Three pints down, this would be the last one.  In fact I’d be moving onto soft drinks, never arrive drunk or get drunk on a date with a paying client.  They are paying good money, they expect and get the best from me.

I went to the bar, everyone always had the same, so remembering eight drinks wasn’t a problem.  I looked at my phone, a couple of messages from people asking for dates or special requests, I messaged my date tonight to tell him how wet I was getting thinking of him.  They love that, gets them in the mood.  Half of them probably even believe me.

“That’ll be £53 please love,” said the bar tender.  Ouch.  I can remember when that was a night out, not one fucking round.  He handed me the terminal and I touched my phone to it.

“Need a hand?” asked a man to my left, I turned, it was Nathan, returning from the gents.

“Thanks,” I replied, slipping my phone into my shoulder bag.

“No worries, I was surprised to hear you wouldn’t do Only Fans though, I would have thought it was right up your street, Jenna Wants You.”  I froze, my jaw dropped, I was glad I had my back to the table.  @JennaWantsYou, that’s my user name on OF.  I opened my mouth, but no words came out.  Nathan leaned in close to whisper in my ear.

“You’re my personal wank bank,” he whispered, “I jerk off looking at you several times a week.  Love the custom stuff you’ve done for me, worth every penny.  Your breasts look amazing in that black leather harness with the nipple clamps and a red ball gag in your mouth.”  I looked at him, I was shaking, he winked at me and picked up three pints and headed back to the table.  I was rooted to the spot until he came back.

“You can’t stand here all night Jenna, you’ve got to come back.  People will think you’ve seen a ghost.”  I was shaking as I returned to my seat, Nathan just sat next to his wife and put his hand on her leg, then he winked at me.

“Cheers Jenna,” he said, raising his glass to his online whore.  I raised mine back, I’ve got almost 1,000 followers.  Which one was Nathan?  I had no way of telling.


The Rugby Match
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I’d never been to a rugby match before, and when my boyfriend Dale suggested it I was like, why not?  Eighty minutes of watching six foot tall men who were 200 pounds of solid muscle running up and down a field in tight shorts and even tighter sports vests, I’d give it a go.  Worst case scenario, I could just play with my phone.  Best case, I’d discover a new passion. 

We’d been drinking the previous night, drinking and playing stupid games.  We’d done spin the bottle, the highlight being when I’d had to kiss Lisa, there’d been a round of applause from everyone there.  To be honest we both kept the kiss going longer than was strictly required, but what the hell, Lisa was a solid nine with long blonde hair and full, firm cleavage.  Not my first time kissing a girl, but I think it was hers.  When we broke it off I looked at Dale and blew him a kiss.  I noticed he had a semi in his pants.

From there we moved to truth or consequences, every person going in turn.  There was nothing challenging about the first couple of rounds, I’d take a dare, I had no objection to kissing Lisa again or exposing a little flesh.  But as the questions got deeper and more personal I found myself hesitating before answering.  My boyfriend knew a little of my past, but not everything.  He was watching me, using this as an evidence gathering exercise.

When it was his turn to ask me a question he looked at me.  “Paige,” he said, “Have you ever been to a sex party?”  I looked at him and hesitated, thinking.  Of course I had, who hadn’t if you were involved in the scene.  There were twelve of us there.  I didn’t want to share with everyone. 

“Consequence,” I replied.

“Come to the rugby with me tomorrow.”  I picked up my drink, easy.

“I’m all yours,” I replied.  Simples.  Next time I lost, not so much.

“Paige,” his best friend said looking straight at me, “How old was the oldest man you’ve ever fucked?”  I could feel the blood draining from my face and limbs.  My mouth opened and closed, I looked around.  I was 26 ffs, when I’d moved to America I was just 22 and I started seeing my last partner, he was older than my father.  I looked at Dale, he’d been fascinated about my time in America, always needling, seeking information and I would deflect, then ignore or refuse to answer.  They were all spellbound, they all knew he had been older than me. But I’d not told anyone how much older.  Dale mouthed a kiss at me and winked.

I shook my head, I wasn’t prepared to share.  Boos from everyone.  One day maybe, but not here, not now.  I picked up the bottle of vodka and poured a very large one over the ice in my glass.  As everyone watched I downed it, coughing,  “Consequence,” I said looking directly at Dale.  He laughed.

“Rugby has a fine tradition of people, men and women, running naked across the pitch. Streaking its called.  Tomorrow Paige, you shall honor that tradition.”  He picked up his beer and sipped.  Fucker.  “Or you can answer the question.”  He left that hanging.  I picked up the bottle of vodka and drank some more neat.

“Consequence,” I said.  Maybe it was just Dutch courage.

So at half time he put my collar on my neck, the rain was coming down but at least it was fairly warm. We stood at the edge of the pitch and I started to unbutton my coat, all the while looking at Dale.

“You don’t have to do this you know,” he said.  I smiled.

“Oh, but I do, Sir,” I replied, grabbing his balls and twisting.  He winched in pain.  I took off my long coat and looked out, no one was looking at me.  I grabbed Dale’s hand.  “Come get me from the police station,” I said, then ran down the steps and out onto the pitch to the sound of fifty thousand people cheering. 


The Emperor
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It had been six weeks since my father died.  My father’s death hadn’t come as a surprise, he’d been ill for months, years even as the disease ate into his body and mind.  What had come as a surprise was that the conclave had elected me to replace him.  Me, the fourth son.  By right and by law they could do this, but succession usually went by age.  However, my eldest brother was a brutal sadist – this wouldn’t essentially prevent him from becoming Emperor, but he must have been viewed as too extreme.  Next in line was a drunk.  Third was a lunatic.  So it fell to me.  Crown Prince would have been a million times better.  Princes get to have fun,  Kings and Emperors have to lead.

The  first I knew of it was when I was called into the Conference of Succession.  The law was simple, the brothers would enter in age order, Kali first.  As far as I knew he’d be offered the throne then we’d come in, in age order, and pledge our allegiance to the new emperor.  When I was called in I was shocked, my brothers lay dead on the floor.  That didn’t bother me overly, I was pleased I was still alive.  Men perceived as threats didn’t live long lives.

But the crown?  The title?  The responsibility?  I made an instant decision when I was offered the crown, it had to be done.  I accepted.  The consequences of refusal were obvious, I’d be joining my elder brothers on the floor in a pool of blood.  Our family didn’t lead the great Eastern Alliance by being nice people.  We lead the Hundred Tribes by being ruthless and delivering success.

The succession speech had been simple, OK, let’s face facts, it was written for me.  The leaders of the Hundred Tribes came to watch and listen, I welcomed them all and sat on my throne as they swore fealty to me, on pain of death.  This was literal, we all knew that some tribal leader would challenge my authority in the coming months, then the men of his tribe would be eliminated, the women and children enslaved and he would be tortured to death as an example to the others.  A successful leader cannot be weak, or at least he cannot be seen to be weak.

As the last tribe leader left I sat back, wondering what came next.  As if by magic my first advisor whispered in my ear, “It’s time to move to the secondary room Your Majesty,” he told me, standing next to me in his bright red robes.  Me in white, he in red.

“And why’s that?” I asked.

“Your Majesty, every village had prepared a gift for you and it is in the back room.”

“And they can’t present it to me in public?”  He shook his head.

“Very well.”  I stood and bowed to acknowledge my subjects who replied in kind, before moving away.  My chief advisor pushed the drapes to one side.  I stopped.  In front of me were a hundred girls, dressed in headdresses and revealing clothes, their breasts barely constrained, midriffs exposed.  I looked at my aide, then at the first girl.  I gestured to her and she stepped forward.

“My Lord and Master,” she said, her face a huge smile, she was clearly delighted to be in my presence, “I have been selected by my village to serve and obey you.  It is a great honor to be selected to serve you.”  I looked at her, she was young, maybe nineteen years old, I looked to her left and her right, all I could see was attractive girls, determined to serve and obey me.  I looked to my aide for an explanation

“My Lord, every year each village will send you a new girl, your harem is yours to use as you wish, each girl is a virgin bred for your pleasure.”  I looked into his eyes and smiled.  I took the first girl’s hand, she was going to work very hard, to please me so that her village became a favorite in my eyes.  He continued.

“It is every village and every girl’s dream that you will impregnate her and return her to her village carrying your child.  It is a blessing and an honor for them to know that children of royal blood will be in their village.”  He looked around.

“I shall take my leave my Lord, the guards will deny anyone entry until you are satisfied.”  I nodded to him, he backed away, head bowed as he left my presence.  Every girl was smiling at me, trying to catch my eye.  In time they all would.

My father had kept this secret!  I never knew or suspected that this went on.  Perk of the job I guess.

I pointed at the first one, “Come to me,” I said.  She could barely walk, she was that happy.  I kissed her, then pulled my robes apart to reveal my erect cock.  She took it in her hand and started to massage it, I gestured at two more, I got the first to take me into her mouth – I almost came just at the thought, the first cock she’d ever tasted, I got the second to start licking my ass, despite what I’d been told I expected her to refuse, but no, she went straight to it.  Finally I got two more girls desperate for my attention to start kissing each other.

As I lay there, my cock in one girls mouth – she needed practice, but she’d get it, either that or I’d send her back to her village in disgrace and ask for a replacement, another rimming me while I kissed a third I had a realization.

Maybe being Emperor wasn’t going to be that bad. 


The Way Home
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Paul stood outside the sex shop.  He looked up and down the street, people going about their business.  He was two stores away from where he wanted to be.  In front of him the cell phone store, next to that ‘Lids’ and finally to his right his target, the . . . ‘Adult’ store.  The sex shop.  How many times had he stood here before going into the Sprint store and asking about changing his plan.  Fuck, if he carried on like this the girl that worked in there would think he was after her.  Or the guy.

He reached into his suit pocket and pulled out his flask.  Paul unscrewed the lid and lifted it to his lips, the neat Buffalo Trace entered his mouth and went down his throat, he coughed slightly, it burnt as it went down.  Paul wiped his nose on his hand, that was the good stuff.  He took another slug, confidence and strength entered into his body.

“Fuck it,” he said, to no one in particular, but didn’t move. I should be able to do this.  I run million dollar projects. People were walking up and down the street, he watched as people walked into and out of the sex shop.  Inside he could see the girls in their lingerie talking to the customers.  Once again he took the flask from his jacket pocket and took a drink.  “Fuck it,” he repeated.  “Fuck it.”  One final sip and he stepped to the right.  He entered the store.

Once inside he paused, it was just like any other store.  Customers were looking at the displays, deciding what they wanted.  The staff moved between them, assisting, offering help.  In front of him were two young men, talking about remote controlled vibrators.

“Thing is,” said one, holding up a Bluetooth enabled anal vibrator, “You go on a date with a girl with this inside her and, well, she’s just putty in your hands.”  The obvious question of course was how did you get the vibrator up her ass?  But that didn’t seem to occur to either of them.

“Can I help you Sir?” said a voice behind him.  Paul spun round, a young woman with long dark hair wearing a flesh colored see-thru bra and panties, she oozed confidence and sex appeal.  Her voice was deep and alluring, Paul loved it instantly.

“I’m, I’m looking for something,” he said.

“Aren’t we all sugar,” she replied laughing, “Seriously, what are you looking for?  Lingerie, a nurse’s outfit, leather?  Whatever you want, we’ve got it.”  She spun round as she said that, gesturing to the store.  Paul put his hand to his face and rubbed his chin.

“I’m, I’m looking for . . . .” Paul hesitated, in his work life he was an accomplished businessman, but put him in front of a scantily clad confident woman and he went to pieces.  Just like 90% of men.  “Something for my wife, its her birthday.”

“How about a sexy bra?”  The girl asked, she cupped her tits, lifting them up, she put her head down and licked her breast.  “What size are your wife’s boobs?  Bigger than mine?  About the same?”  Paul flushed.

“No, not that, I . . . I’m looking for . . . for . . . for a, fuck,” the girl was good, she stopped talking and started to listen.  Paul pulled out his flask and took another drink, “I’m looking for a collar, a leash and a whip.”  The salesgirl moved in close.

“Nice,” she said, “is it for you or her to wear?”  Paul coughed, he’d not expected that question. 

“Her,” he spat out.

“Very nice, your wife is a lucky woman.”  She touched his cock through his pants and smiled, “Come with me, I think I know what you’re looking for.”  She showed him the basic range, cheap but effective. 

“All yours for sixty bucks.”

“Plus tax,” Paul added.  She smiled at him.

“Looks like your in for a wild night,” she added at the till.

“That or a divorce,” Paul commented.  The salesgirl smiled.

“Sugar, if that where it ends up, come back here.  There’s always space in my life for a man like you.”  She handed him a card with her number on it, as he left the store he glanced back to her.  She winked and blew him a kiss.

Life could be worse.


I’m lovin’ it
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I’d chosen this burger joint on purpose, not because it was the nearest, not because it was the nicest.  No, I’d chosen it because it was the worst.  It was dirty, unclean, filthy even.  I sat down with our food and looked at my girlfriend, submissive, slave, she’s all of these things.  She lives to be degraded and humiliated.  Me?  I’m the opposite, I get off degrading and humiliating her.

As we’d walked in everyone had stopped to look at her, a micro skirt, high heels, hair and makeup done perfectly.  That would have been enough to make most people look.  Add on a skin tight white T shirt that showed off her body and made it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.  Oh, and it had the word ‘SLUT’ written on it in huge letters.

She looked at me a second time, “Please don’t make me do this,” she whispered, “Please Sir.”  She was almost pleading with me.  I shook my head. 

“What happens to naughty girls who refuse an order?  Or even question me?” I asked.  I wasn’t even looking at her.  Silence.  So I repeated myself.  “What happens?”.  She licked her lips.

“They get punished Sir,” she said, very quietly.

“And then what happens?”  Again, almost silently.

“Then they have to do what they were ordered to do in the first place Sir.”  I smiled.

“Do you want to be punished little one?”  She shook her head.  She doesn’t get off on pain, more’s the pity.  I enjoy hurting her.  I made a show of looking at my watch.  Still, she’d given me a reason to hurt her later.

“Clock’s ticking little one.”  She looked behind her, the yellow cleaning triangle was stood up outside the gents, the door propped open and inside the acne ridden teenager would be going about his job, badly.

I ignored her, she picked up the sharpie, stood up and slowly made for the men’s room.  She paused at the door and looked back into the restaurant, no doubt hoping for a reprieve.  No chance.  I smiled, if she’d just gone in hardly anyone would have noticed her.  By pausing and looking round people looked up.  She went inside and I watched as she pulled the door stop out of the way.

Ten minutes went by, there was the occasional grunt and sound of flesh being slapped.  When the door opened she stood there, her T shirt, white and pristine when we entered was ripped and covered in hand prints where she’d been groped.  Her make up was ruined, tear stains down her cheeks, she was staggering as she made her way back to our table.  The restaurant was silent, everyone was watching her.

She sat down opposite and looked at me.  I glanced over to the restroom, the spotty teenager came out, a smile as wide as the Potomac on his face.  Behind the service counter his colleagues started to cheer and holler, then half the customers in the restaurant did the same.  I ignored her for a full five minutes until the restaurant had returned to normal.  Well, apart from the staff pointing at my girlfriend and whispering.  She could see them all, her face was bright red.  She was still sobbing gently, wiping her face with her hand.  When she reached for a paper napkin I pulled them away from her.

“Show me,” I said.  Obediently she opened her mouth wide and slightly pushed out her tongue, I smiled as she showed me the load of cum she’d held there.  I made her wait like that, I looked behind me, all the staff were watching.  I looked at the young man who’d abused her.

“Hey, HEY,” I shouted at him.  He pointed to himself.  “Yes you, come here would you?”  He was nervous, no doubt wondering what was going to happen.  He was shaking when he came over.  “Did you do this to my girlfriend?”  I asked.  He was shaking violently, but me managed to nod.  I smiled.  “She can’t swallow your cum without your permission,” I told him.  She looked at him, eyes pleading.

“You’re kidding me right?” he said.  I shook my head.

“Your load, your right to control what the slut does with it.”  He almost stopping shaking as a broad smile came back to his face.

“Swallow slut,” he said, getting into the spirit.  She swallowed quickly, then opened her mouth to show it was gone.

“Thank you Sir,” she said quietly. 

“You can go now,” I said to the youth.  After a few seconds he backed away and went back to his job.  I looked at my slut.

“So what happened?” I asked.  She picked up some fries and started to eat as she spoke.

“I went into the rest room as you ordered Sir. He turned round as soon as I entered.  He looked at me and asked what I wanted.  I told him I wanted him to fuck my face, slap me around, do whatever he wanted.  He didn’t believe me at first, so I took his hand in mine and slapped my face with it.”  She took sip of her soda.  “After that it was easy, he pulled me into a stall, pushed me to my knees, pulled his cock out and thrust it into my mouth.”

“Was it a nice cock slut?”  She blushed again as I said that.

“Yes Sir, well, all cocks are nice.”  She paused as she said that.  “He was like an animal Sir, he ripped my shirt to get at my tits, he slapped them hard, he choked me with his cock before he came hard in my mouth.”  She shuddered at the thought.  “After he’d cum I gave him the sharpie and managed to ask him to write on me to replace the word on the T Shirt.

I nodded.  “Did you get his number?” 

“Yes Sir.”

“Want him and all his friends to come and play with you one night?”  She smiled.  Slowly, deliberately and in a low, sexy tone of voice she replied.

“I can’t wait Sir.”


The Appointment
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The hospital was the best in the state, and therefore the most expensive.  The food would almost pass for a high class restaurant, at every meal there was an extensive menu with every catering choice available, the only thing missing was wine, and Steven could understand why.  He didn’t like it, but he could understand why.

In according with it’s status the hospital was also very exclusive.  You got what you paid for.  Insurance would only cover so much, but for a man like Steven money was not an issue.  The medical facilities were only one of the reasons it cost so much.  The other reason was not widely advertised.

Check in was nothing special, his driver dropped him at the front desk and Steven walked in confidently.  The staff were efficient, he was booked into a suite on the third floor, his physician was summoned and they went for a coffee in the café to discuss tomorrow’s surgery.

“It’s a simple enough surgery,” his doctor assured him, “but you will be bed bound for at least three, more probably five days following the operation, ten days is not unheard of.  But you’re a young enough man, I suspect you’ll be at the lower end of the scale and home in a week to ten days.”  Steven smiled, he’d booked a couple of weeks off from work, they were quite understanding.  He smiled, as a senior VP they were understanding, if one of the grunts from the bottom ranks needed this they’d need to take unpaid leave.

“And I’ve got everything I requested?”  The doctor nodded.

“Exactly as you requested, come, let’s go to your room.”  He guided Steven to the elevators and they rode a couple of floors to the third, medical staff were walking up and down, to all intents and purposes it looked like any other private hospital. 

The doctor paused outside 3.14 and swiped his card.  The door clicked as the lock disengaged.  His long coat flapping, the doctor pushed open the door and gestured Steven to enter.  Steven stepped inside, the room was as described.  And his special request was sat on the bed.  He smiled.

“Well, I’ll leave you two to get acquainted,” the doc said, winking at Steve.  The girl got up from the bed and curtsied to Steven.  He could barely wipe the grin off his face, she was exactly what he’d ordered, long, dark almost black hair with a fringe, big, firm tits, great ass and long legs.  And my, how was she dressed, see through PVC dress with a white matching set in PVC.  Exactly what he’d ordered.

The girl smiled coyly at him, “Do you like what you see Sir?” she asked, then put her little finger into her mouth and sucked it.  Steven just nodded his head, he liked very much indeed. 

“Just remember I’m here to serve you however you want, I’m yours for the duration of your stay.”  She picked up the medical chart from the foot of his bed, she wasn’t a real nurse of course, but there was a page of instructions for her to read.  When she’d finished she put them back.

“I understand you’re going to be bed bound for a few days after your operation?”  Steven nodded.  “Well, I can help with that too.  I’m fully trained to help you.”  Steven touched his cock, he needed to pee.  The girl watched.

“Want to try?” she said.  Steven nodded.  “Let’s get you on the bed.”  She helped him out of his suit and onto the bed, then she climbed on top and straddled him.  She bent over him and took his cock into her mouth, then looked Steven in the eye, and nodded her head, just a little.  Fuck it, thought Steven and relieved himself, just a little to start, then he let out a full stream of piss, the nurse drank it all.  Not a drop spilled.  She gave him a hard suck.

“It’s all part of the Platinum service,” she whispered, still holding his cock as it started to grow under her skilled mouth and hands.  The nurse slipped him out of her mouth, “Want to know what else is included?”

Steven smiled, he knew what was included.  That was what he’d paid for.  What had the doc said, bed bound for three days, out in a week?  He gasped, the sound of her outfit moving on her body was intoxicating to him, and her mouth and throat were very skillful.  He smiled, he was sure he could take two weeks to recover.

Getting up to piss in the toilet would be an inconvenience after this though.


Escape
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4856 was naked, on her hands and knees, crawling through the dark tunnel, using her hands to feel the way, trying hard not to puke as she struggled through the excrement in the outflow tunnel.  She didn’t know where it went, she just hoped, beyond all hope, that it lead outside the castle, she felt sure that it must.

She’d been imprisoned there since . . . well, she had no idea. Could be three months, could have been a year. The constant beatings and rapings meant time had no meaning any more. Her only escape from suffering was when she was forced to learn Arabic, she was in no doubt, she was going to be sold into the middle east or north Africa. 

With her long curly red hair, pretty freckled face, natural good look and athletic body she was bound to fetch a high price on the market.  She didn’t know it but her image had been circulated at the last few auctions, building up potential interest in her.  Many buyers tried to arrange a private sale, but the facility declined.  Every girl went to auction, no exceptions.

She’d discovered the tunnel a few weeks ago and decided to escape. Or die trying. She’d started to save up some of her meagre food rations, hiding the odd peanut in her mouth and then taking it out later to hide in her cell. That had been hard, what she was fed was barely enough to keep her alive, but for the last few days she’d been eating her hidden food, building her strength up as much as she could.

The cell was awful, a tiny window with steel bars in it, a thin uncomfortable mattress to sleep on with a blanket.  Simple punishments involved being told to sleep on the stone floor or not use the blanket, maybe being made to stand on tip toes facing the wall overnight.  The mattress and blanket were never removed but she would just be told not to use them – they were a privilege, not a right.  As with all the other girls in training she obeyed the order when it was given.  Not obeying was always worse.

At lights out she’d waited in silence, in the dark for several hours, under the cover of her blanket.  She was cold, the castle was always cold. 4856 shivered in the dark.  There was no lock or door on her cell, there was no point, there was nowhere to hide in the castle.  Every couple of months a girl would try, then she’d be disciplined in front of the rest of the trainees.  Every girl had to watch, if the guards thought someone was looking away the punishment would start over again.  No, you had to watch.  Not watching just made the torture worse for the trainee.

Despite it all 4856 had decided she had to escape, escape or die.  She didn’t tell anyone of course, speech between the trainees was forbidden, they would eat in silence, train in silence.  She had no idea if the other girls spoke German, or if she was still in Germany.  They only time they spoke was when they were learning Arabic.  4856 hated herself for these lessons, she hated herself because she looked forward to them.  As long as you didn’t fuck up too much it meant several hours without being beaten.

When it was all silent she slipped out, silently, her naked feet making no sound on the stone stairs.  She went down to the basement level and into the tunnel, where she’d crawled and crawled, sometimes wading up to her tits in the filthy water. Where did the tunnel lead? Outside . . . it had to be outside, there was nowhere else it could go. Ahead she was sure it was getting lighter, she’d picked a clear night with moonlight to help her escape, she tried hard not to get excited, but surely she would do it.

In the control room Karl, all 300lbs of him watched one of the 50 monitors, on it he could see 4856 in the tunnel. He shook his head, she’d be outside in ten minutes, into the bright moonlit summer night.  Karl bent forward to get closer to the screens.  He smiled, he loved this moment.  He checked another monitor, the reception committee was waiting for her.

“Get me a coke,” he barked. The girl between his legs sucking his cock didn’t speak, she just moved and obeyed him, slipping him out of her well trained mouth, she crawled to the fridge and pulled out an ice cold can, opened it and placed it on the desk, then took him back into her mouth as she nestled in between his legs. Karl ignored the drink for now, he was just getting ready.

He’d been alerted the moment 4856 moved, the tracker embedded in her collar alerted him to her movement out of her cell. They all tried to escape in the end, that’s why the tunnel wasn’t sealed. She’d make it to the end and taste the fresh air for a few seconds, then she’d notice the dozen guards stationed at the end in their black hooded uniforms and all hope would die inside her. It happened to them all, their spirits broke at that point. She’d give up on escape, give up on being human and accept her fate. They all did.

Once they recaptured her she’d be brought back into the castle and disciplined in front of all the slaves, she’d be severely beaten.  This wasn’t needed, all hope would have already died in her but it was necessary for the other trainees.  Some of them had only been there a few weeks.  Watching another girl being punished was always good for discipline.

Once the beating was complete she’s be taken to the infirmary to recover, then back into training for a few weeks before she’d then be transferred, rations increased and within a month sold. Karl smiled, 4856 had only a 100 meters to go. He sat back to watch, he wanted to cum just as she tasted fresh air for the final time in her life.


The Interview
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Men always try to buy women, that’s what they do.  If he asks you out for dinner, he’s buying you, hopefully paying for a meal in return for sex.  Same if he wants to take you out for drinks.  The engagement ring used to be the price of your virginity.  Mark  knew what he was doing when he placed the advert.  He was just being more open than most about what he was doing.

Multi millionaire going on a year long round the world cruise on personal 60 foot yacht.  Seeks attractive female companions who want to see the world and have someone else pay for it.  You know what’s expected of you.

In other words, he was paying for a year of your life, showing you the world, feeding you and in return getting what he wanted from you.  Sex.  Jen could work out what that meant.  She’d be expected to fuck him when he asked.  The interviews were taking place in Miami harbor, she’d got nothing else to do after graduating that summer, no job in this economy so, what not?  There were worse things to do that fucking a rich guy for a year and seeing the world in exchange.

So Jen had emailed in an application, a couple of full body shots in a bikini (as requested) and half a dozen head shots.  She also taken an STD test (negative) and sent that as well.  The reply had been swift, Mark wanted to meet her the next day.  She dressed carefully, used her makeup sparingly.  She looked good and she knew it.

Jen made her way to the dockside, the email was explicit and accurate, as well as saying don’t be late.  Just where she expected to find it the ‘Lady Jane’ was docked.  Jen did a double take, the yacht was 60, 70 feet long, it oozed luxury, multiple decks  She couldn’t help it, she smiled as she saw it.  Yes, she could live on that for a year.  She looked around and stepped onto it.  The glass doors were open, she checked her watch, she was one minute early.

“Hellooo?” she called, knocking on the door, “Hello?”  A door opened, out came a man, 40 years or so old, cropped dark hair, three or four days growth of beard on his face, he was wearing pale chinos and a black shirt, top three buttons undone. 

“You must be Jen,” he said, his voice deep and sexy.  Jen nodded.

“That’s right.”  He stuck out his hand and they shook.

“I’m Mark,” came the reply, “Step inside,” he added, gesturing to the inside of his yacht.  Jen smiled and walked inside, removing her sunglasses as she did.

“Stand there,” he said, pointing to a spot on the floor.  Jen did as instructed.  “Fold you arms behind your back and keep them there until I say otherwise.”

“OK,” she said.

“Wrong answer,” said Mark, “The correct response would be ‘Yes Sir’.”  Jen looked at him, then at the open doors to freedom just ten feet away.  Mark shrugged, “Leave if you want Jen, I’m not going to make you stay.”  Jen swallowed.  She had nothing else to go to.

“I’d like to stay if I can please,” she said.  Mark stared at her silently, he was expecting her to say something else.  He wasn’t going to remind her, he needed her to say it herself. 

“Sir,” she added.  Marked nodded and went to sit in the chair facing Jen.

“How old are you?” he asked.

“22 Sir,” came the reply, this time she added the honorific without being prompted.

“Measurements?”

“34D, 22, 32 Sir.”

Mark continued to examine her, like a man buying a dog or a horse.  He didn’t move or speak for a full five minutes, Jen remained motionless, the only sounds were their breathing and the gentle sound of the ocean.  She wanted to speak, to be asked questions, she didn’t know it but this was part of Mark’s conditioning of her, making her want his approval.  Eventually he spoke.

“Take you clothes off, get naked.”  Jen didn’t hesitate, to be allowed to speak, to move came as a blessed relief.

“My pleasure Sir,” she said, moving her arms.

“HALT.”  Mark barked the words at her.  She stopped dead.  “I gave you an order, the only correct response is ‘Yes Sir’, do you understand?”  Jen nodded.  Mark crossed his legs.

“Yes Sir, sorry Sir.”  She moved to obey Mark, she unbuttoned her shirt and removed her bra, she put them to one side on a bench.  Next she removed her heels, only three inches but she liked the height it gave her.  Off came her pants and panties, her pussy freshly waxed, smooth and hair free as required.  Then she stood back where Mark had told her to stand, without being asked she put her arms behind her back.  Mark resumed studying Jen.

Eventually he pressed a button at his side.  Moments later a door opened behind Jen, she wanted to turn and look but she didn’t move, not without permission.  Mark clearly expected to be obeyed, and she was determined to be chosen to accompany him.  She heard footsteps, soft and graceful, it had to be another woman.  The woman came past her, she was wearing an orange bikini and carried another one.  Jen stole a glace, just like her she had beach blonde hair, about the same length, she was about the same height. 

The unknown girl crossed to Mark and knelt at his feet, she kissed the sole of his shoe before offering him what she carried.  Mark took it from her.

“Come here Jen, kneel here,” he said, pointing beside the unknown girl.

“Yes Sir,” came the obvious, but welcome reply.  Jen moved beside the girl and knelt at Mark‘s feet, without being asked she kissed his shoe, just as she’d seen the other girl do.  Mark patted her head, then picked up something from the seat, Jen gasped, a steel collar.  Mark held it to her face.

“One year Jen, for one year you will be my personal property.  You will wear what I tell you to wear, eat what I tell you to eat, do what I tell you to do.  And to confirm your submission and obedience to me, I will put this steel collar on your neck and lock it on.  That’s right, it’s a slave collar.  Any objections to what I’ve just said?”  Jen met his gaze.

“No objections Sir,” she whispered.  Jen lifted her hair out of the way and waited, silently to be collared.  Mark was happy, next she would put on the orange bikini and he would have a second girl, virtually identical to his current sub to serve him.  As soon as she was collared he put his hands onto the two girls faces and turned them to face each other.

“Jen, meet Isla, Isla, meet Jen.”  They smiled at each other.  Isla had been with Mark for a few months, she knew what he expected.  Jen could guess.  Isla put a hand onto one of Jen’s exposed breasts and held it, then with her other hand she took one of Jen’s hands and placed it onto her breasts, Jen staring down at her hand.  She’d never touched another girl before, but this felt right.  Isla tilted her head back up, then she gently pulled Jen in and they started to kiss.  Mark let out an involuntary ‘Yes’.  Isla was a good girl, she knew what he liked.

Mark lay back and undid his flies, he pressed a button and the door closed to the outside world, then he pulled out his cock.  Jen could see it, she didn’t stop kissing Isla, she just reached out with her free hand and took it and started to jerk him slowly.

“Spit on your hand Jen.”  Jen took her hand away and broke off the kiss, both girls spat on it and she started to jerk him again, slowly, up and down.

“Swallow me,” he ordered, pulling Jen by her hair, she knelt up and took him into her mouth, she locked her eyes on his and sank down on his cock, past her gag point.  Mark gasped in delight, this girl was good.  He pulled Isla up to his face and started to kiss her.

Money bought you everything in life, it paid for the boat, it paid for the flights.  It even allowed you to buy another person.  That’s what he was doing really.  Buying a woman.  Much easier than going dating.  Take out the divorce and it was probably cheaper as well.


Elf Yourself
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Ellie was in the mall, ten days before Christmas looking for ‘Help Wanted’ signs.  She was recently back from uni and desperate for money.  Student loans and an overdraft could only get you so far.  Now she needed money, as much as she could make over the four weeks she was back.  She walked up and down, she asked in a couple of stores but they didn’t seem that interested in her.

At the far end of the Mall was Santa’s grotto, there was a sign above it, hand written but it looked good.  ‘Help wanted, top rates paid,  from now until late on Christmas Eve.’  That was what she wanted.  She walked up, the grotto wasn’t open yet.

“Hello?” she shouted into the grotto.  A few seconds later a man appeared, long white beard – real she thought, came out.  He was old, into his late 60s or early 70s and he towered over Ellie.

“Can I help you Miss?” he asked.  Ellie pointed to the sign.

“I need a job,” she replied.  The old man hesitated for a second, then looked Ellie up and down, Ellie felt uncomfortable, like she was being examined or studied.  Instinctively she put a hand onto her chest, to try to cover it up.  The man ignored her, instead working his eyes down her body, over her exposed stomach and legs.

“Come inside,” he said, “Let’s talk money and hours.”  He turned and went in, Ellie wasn’t comfortable with him, but she figured she had no choice.  She followed him in.  “Sit down, sit down,” he said.  He gestured to a seat, Ellie swallowed and sat down.

“Job’s for the next ten days, hours are 8am until 11pm, no breaks apart from a quick comfort break and you’ll get $20 an hour, cash.  Sound good?”  Ellie did some quick math in her head, that would be about $300 a day or $3,000 for the break.  That was good money, the days would be long, but beggars can’t be choosers.

“I’ll do it,” she said.

“When can you start?” he asked.  Ellie didn’t much like the look on his face, but it was a public place, if she screamed people would come running to her aid.

“Now?” she asked in reply, nervously.  Santa smiled, he turned round to inspect the elf’s clothing racks.

“What size are you?” he asked.

“Six,” came her reply.  He picked out a uniform and threw it at Ellie.

“Put that on, let’s have a look at you.”  Ellie caught it and looked around.

“Where’s the changing room?” she asked.  Santa laughed. 

“You’re standing in it and no, I’m not leaving.”  Ellie sat there, holding the unform.  Santa sat down and opened a Pepsi.  “I ain’t paying you until you get changed, the kids will be here soon.”  Ellie looked around, looking for help, but none came.  Slowly she stood up and unbuttoned her sweater, hoping someone would come to her aid.  Her fingers trembled as she tried.

“Come on, I’ve not got all day girl,” he shouted.  Ellie wiped away a tear as her sweater came off, then the blouse, she unbuttoned her skirt and stepped out of it.

“Lose the bra,” he said without taking his eyes off Ellie’s teenage body.  She nodded and reached behind herself, removing her bra and throwing it to one side.  She stood in silence, her arm over her ample chest.

“Now get that uniform on, we’re going to be busy today.”  He watched as she slipped the tight green uniform on, it barely fastened across her chest, most of her breasts on display, the skirt could only have been eight inches long.  She put it on, Santa watching the whole time.  He threw her a matching pair of green elf boots.

“Put these on,” he said.  He watched her as she bent over, her black panties clearly visible.

“No, that’s no good,” he commented, shaking his head, “lose the panties.”  Ellie was under his command now, she did as ordered without hesitation.  When she’d lost them she turned to face him.  She’d do one day, the money just wasn’t worth it to do more than that.  He spoke again, it was like he could read her mind.

“You’ll get paid on the last day, not before,” he said, “That way you’ll keep coming back.  Now, stay there while I get changed and we can go to work.  Dad’s love bringing their children to see me, I can’t imagine why . . . .”

Ellie nodded, she could understand why.  Santa stood and moved behind her, he put his hands onto her shoulders, pushing her long blonde hair extensions to the side, then slid his hands over and onto her breasts.  Ellie swallowed nervously, she was breathing deeply.

“You can guess why I want you to start a couple of hours before the Mall opens, can’t you?”  Ellie nodded and turned to face him, he kissed her and pushed her to her knees.  Ellie lifted his robes and started to suck his cock.

“This is just practice,” said Santa, moaning softly, “The father’s will all pay that little extra to see this Santa and his little helpers.”


Afterword

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




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




Paige
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- G. Jorgensen


Books By This Author

The Laird of Bladelaw

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

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

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

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

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame

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

5 Days in San Francisco

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