
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mail Girl Program

Part One, Inception

Paige Bond


Copyright © 2023 Paige Bond

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


For R. Wellvyne, who introduced me to Mail Girls.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Warning

Prologue

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

Afterword

About The Author

Praise For Author

Books By This Author


Warning







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

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





Prologue




It was the typical local news channel set up, James, the debonair 50-ish anchor paired with the pretty younger woman, Evie, in her mid-20s.  He was dressed in an expensive suit, crisp clean white cotton shirt with a red tie, she in a low cut blouse exposing more of her ample chest than was strictly needed.  Under the desk her legs were in holdups – her clothes chosen by the male anchor.  James knew what worked after 30 years in the business.  To the side was the Latino weather girl, Isabella, who’s outfit made Evie’s look modest.  When not on air James stared at her, she was frightened of him and she knew his reputation.  She’d be fucking him within 30 minutes of the end of the show – this had been made clear to her at the interview.  She hoped Evie would be joining them, that way there’d be two to ‘entertain’ him.  Neither girl wanted to, but in this economy sacrifices had to be made.  Evie spoke to the camera.

“And our last feature tonight, the latest phenomenon to hit this crazy city, we go to our roving reporter Jasmine who’s downtown at one of the bay’s oldest tech giants, End-Trust systems” she said, turning to face James as she finished speaking, flashing him a huge smile.  James smiled back.

“This is the one I’m sure you’ve all tuned in to watch,” he added, then gave a half laugh, “I know I have.”

Yes you have you slimy bastard, thought everyone in the studio.  His reputation and tastes were well known to all.

“Here’s Jasmine to fill us in,” he added as the director counted down to zero and the camera’s red light went out.  The scene for the viewers at home cut to a pre-recorded interview from earlier that day to catch the best of the summer heat, such as it was in San Francisco.

“Thank you James,” said Jasmine, her long black hair moving slightly in the breeze, “You join me downtown outside the global headquarters of End-Trust systems, one of the city’s major IT players.  Joining me here is Senior Vice President of Human Resources, Sophia Lang.”  The camera panned left to show Sophia, smiling partially for the camera but also hearing her new position as Senior VP of End-Trust Systems, and not even 25 years old.

“Sophia came up with and implemented End-Trust’s latest innovation, America’s first, and as far as this reporter knows, only Mail Girl Program.  Sophia, thank you for joining me today.”

“My pleasure Jasmine,” replied Sophia, half imagining Jasmine naked and running round the office.  The program only had one Asian girl on it at the moment and she was popular with the staff.  Very popular.

“For the benefit of our viewers,” asked Jasmine, “Could you please explain exactly what the Mail Girl program is.”  Jasmine doubted that anyone watching didn’t know, this feature had been heavily trailed for the last week and she knew it would be the best viewing figures of her blossoming career.  Maybe enough to get away from local news and over to a real station, she thought to herself.

“Of course,” replied Sophia, “The Mail Girl Program is something that we’ve introduced here at End-Trust systems as a bit of fun for our employees.  We’re hiring fit and attractive young women to deliver mail by hand in our offices.  Got something you want to share with a colleague?  Sure, you could email it or use Teams, or Slack it over, but if it’s not that important you order a mail girl on your computer, she’ll come running, you can hand her the note and she’ll deliver it for you.”

Jasmine was nodding throughout, as was standard.  “But there’s more to it than that, isn’t there Sophia?  Maybe we can get a demonstration?”

“I thought you’d ask,” replied Sophia slyly.  She pulled out her phone and pressed the screen.  The mail girl was only 30 yards away, out of camera but ready and waiting, the scene was staged and as she watched Sophia pull out her phone she started to run.  She wasn’t a real mail girl, she was a hired model.  The girl ran into camera range and stopped, her chest heaving, simulating a long run. The camera panned onto her, showing her from the waist up.  She was almost naked, the only adornments a phone in a holder on her left arm, a smart watch on her wrist, knee length white socks and a pair of sneakers.  Other than that she was naked as the day she was born.  The girl handed Sophia an envelope.

“This is a mail girl,” said Sophia, knowing that tomorrow End-Trust would get 10,000 applicants from young, enthusiastic boys looking for a career in IT.  Young and cheap to employ.  She knew she’d also get a few hundred girls looking to become mail girls.  They would be joining as they needed the money.  She continued.

“They run naked round the office, delivering mail.  It’s just one of the perks of working for a forward looking company like us.”

“How long has the program been running?”

“We’re into our third week, so far it’s been very well received.”

“Don’t you think it’s exploiting women?” asked Jasmine.

“Not at all,” replied Sophia, “But why not ask Alice?”

Alice smiled, she was stunning and she knew it.  She’d had her hair and makeup done professionally, her body was tight, her breasts firm.  The only disappointment for the viewers at home was the pixelation of her nipples.  Had to be done, shame, thought James in the studio watching the piece for the fourth time that day.

“No, it’s not,” said Alice, “It’s my body, why should I be ashamed of it?  And the pay is excellent,” she added.

“Don’t the employees ever touch you?” asked Jasmine.

“Of course not,” replied Alice.  Of course they do, thought Sophia, that’s what they’re paid for.  “I love running and I’m getting paid for it, what’s not to like?”  The interview drifted on for a few more minutes before Jasmine turned back to Sophia.

“Thank you so much for your time,” said Jasmine. 

“It’s been a pleasure,” replied Sophia.

Jasmine turned to the camera.  “So it looks like the future of mail delivery is actually more like what your grandparents experienced.  This is Jasmine Allen for Bay City News outside End-Trust Systems, where I’m going to send a letter.”  Theatrically she pulled a letter from inside her suit jacket and handed it to Alice, who took it and ran off, the camera focusing on her ass as she ran inside the building.

Back in the studio James picked up the papers in front of him and shuffled them, signaling the end of the news and the start of the weather.

“What do you think Isabella – fancy being a mail girl if the weather doesn’t deliver?” said James, dreaming of watching Isabella running naked.  Fuck, he’d make her do that round the studio after the final cut.  Isabella looked at him, knowing what was coming later.  She was covered in makeup, her embarrassment didn’t show through her foundation.

“The weather always delivers James,” she replied professionally, turned to the camera and gave the forecast for the next few days.  When the director called cut she looked at James, hoping to be spared.

“Maybe we should implement a Mail Girl program?” he mused, enjoying the look of fear on the girls faces. 

“Take off you clothes Isabella,” he added whilst looking at Evie, enjoying the way her breasts moved as she breathed in deeply.  The studio was still packed with staff, but James didn’t care.  Fear made her do that, fear of him.  He was going to enjoy his evening with his girls.  And if they wanted to keep their jobs they’d do as they were told.  He looked at Isabella, watching as she pushed the skin tight dress down her slender frame, revealing her almost perfect body.  It was how she got the job after all.

James picked up a piece of paper and wrote on it “The second mail girl service?”.  He folded it in two and offered it to Isabella who walked over and took it from him.

“Take this to Steve.  Don’t use the elevators.”  Steve, the CEO, sat on the third floor.  She’d be hot and sweaty when she got there.  As she turned he slapped her ass as hard as he could, she cried out in pain and surprise, James’ hand stung, but worth it to see the mark forming on her firm butt.  He laughed.

“And run the whole fucking way.”  Isabella started to run, tears forming on her face.  As she reached the door James shouted at her, “And I’ll fuck you when you get back.”  He turned to Evie. 

“As for you,” he said, unzipping his flies, “get on your knees.”

Evie didn’t hesitate, she knew what to do.  She slid off her chair and moved between James’ legs, looking up and him and faking a smile.  She opened her mouth and bent forward . . . .
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6 Months Earlier

The lights came on full and Sofia woke from her semi-dreaming state.  Even in the business class suite of the 777 she’d only managed to half sleep.  She pulled her hands from under the blanket and found the seat controls and adjusted it, moving it into a semi upright position.  She lifted the blind and gazed out over the Pacific, mile after mile of endless blue Ocean.  God it was dull crossing the world.  People who don’t do this think it’s glamourous, sexy, exciting.  Only people who don’t do it think that, she thought absent mindedly.

Still, it could be worse.  Six months ago she’d made this same flight, back in the cheap seats.  Back then she was a senior HR manager, but following another year of hard work, skill and (if she was honest with herself) stamping on people she’d been promoted to Junior Vice President of Human Resources.  At the age of 24 she was suitably impressed with herself.  Always intelligent, she’d gone to college aged 16, graduated at 19 and worked herself hard, extremely hard, to make it to her current position.

The short term goal for herself was to come up with a new HR policy, one that would make End-Trust Systems the employer of choice in Silicon Valley for the bright young things looking for their career in computers.  She smiled as she thought that, not computers, no, Information Technology.  The head of HR was in his early 50s and cruising, he knew the end of his working life was coming and she was planning to replace him when he went.  All she had to do was be in the right place at the right time when she killed him off.

Not literally of course, she was no physical murderer.  But deep down she knew she wasn’t liked.  She knew hated would have been nearer the mark, but she’d settle for disliked. 

Sofia looked up and took the offered coffee from the air hostess.  “Thank you,” she said, just as a formality.

“You’re welcome,” she replied.  The woman was about the same age as her, unusually.  Most United staff seemed to be in their 40s or 50s – not that there was anything wrong with that.  Sofia remembered flying with Virgin once on a trip to London (no points for that flight!) and had looked longingly at the staff, all as young as her, all pretty – even the boys.  She smiled thinking about it, if you could staff HQ with pretty young women you’d get your pick of the male graduates.

Sofia sat back and sipped her coffee, it had to be different from the shit they served in the back of the plane she though, fuck it was even warm.  And it almost tasted of coffee.  She took the snack when it came (the stuff in the cheap seats was awful, what was it?  A toasted cheese sandwich she seemed to recall.  If that was cheese in it.)  Flying business class was worth it.  Well, worth the company’s money she thought.  No way I’d spend my own money on it.  Not until I was a Senior VP at least.

After she’d eaten she used the bathroom which took forever, at least it felt like forever for her fellow passengers queueing as she applied her makeup.  She didn’t care when she came out, looking good was more important to her than their need for relief.  She walked up and down to stretch her legs.  They’d be landing in just over an hour, so she settled back into her seat, plugged the Bose headphones into the seatback TV and watched some crap until they landed. 

Japan was, as always, ultra efficient and she cleared immigration in under 20 minutes.  It was only on the way out she paused and looked back, of course, coach was still queueing at passport control.  Another bonus of business class.  Even her case came quickly, it looked like the red ‘priority’ labels actually worked.  While she was waiting she caught a glimpse of herself in a stainless steel pillar.  She smiled, she was looking good.  Her black skirt ended just above her knees, the white blouse, opened to reveal more than a hint of her ample breasts, the matching black suit jacket and she’d fit right into any office, anywhere in the world. 

Once outside the airport she joined the line for the taxi – last time she’d had to take the metro (company policy – her company policy to save money) but her new rank allowed her to take a taxi, so she did.  Sofia didn’t speak a word of Japanese (past the obligatory Hello, please, thank you, and the business traveler’s all time number one, ‘Can I have a receipt please?’) and she just handed the driver her phone with the hotel address on it.  She’d opted for the Marriott, she wasn’t one for the traditional Japanese experience.

Check in was seamless, well, it would be,  she’d checked in at 40,000 feet and the key had been delivered wirelessly to her phone.  She ignored the front desk and took the elevator straight to the nineteenth floor and straight to her room.  Once inside she checked her passport and valuables into the in-room safe.  She wanted to go to bed, but knew from experience that would be an error.  She had to force herself to stay awake, so she pulled out her laptop and sat down to work.

After a couple of hours she’d had enough and unpacked her bag – even though she was only here for two nights she unpacked fully and would just throw her dirty clothes back into the suitcase as she went.  She washed her face to refresh herself, selected her bikini and took the elevator down to the third floor and the gym.  Tomorrow morning, she knew she’d be up at something like two AM, she’d hit the gym for real, tonight she just wanted to swim a little and then relax in the sauna/steam room/Jacuzzi.  She got changed, locked her clothes and walked to the pool.


2

Despite her bitchy nature, Sophia looked good and knew that she did, she was about five foot six with long, thick, dark, almost black hair that reached all the way to the small of her back.  Her body was toned and tanned, her chest full and firm, stomach flat with hints of a muscle under her pale white skin.  She worked out religiously and ate carefully.  She tied her hair in a pony tail and jumped into the deep end of the pool.  She didn’t look, but knew that the half dozen or so middle aged men were looking at her.  She smiled to herself, she liked, no, loved the attention.  When she went for her evening meal later she knew that one or more would attempt to buy her a drink or join her for the meal.  She’d say no and smile as they walked away, dejected.  She never said yes, it gave her the power over them.  Sad fucks, did they really think they’d get anywhere with her?

Sophia ploughed up and down the pool, never stopping, just tuck turning at the end of each length and avoiding the men sucking in their guts.  She felt good.  After her regulation mile she got out, pushing herself up out of the water, twisting and sitting on the edge of the pool, letting the water run off her, secretly enjoying the attention that she was getting. 

Sophia didn’t have much of a life outside of work, it had been a few years since she’d had a steady boyfriend.  She wasn’t above the need for sex, sometimes on a Friday or Saturday she’d make her way to a singles bar or skim through tinder to find someone, but it was purely physical, she didn’t have time for love.  After a couple of dates guys would want more, to see her regularly but she’d brush them off.  Her need had been satisfied for another couple of months.

If one of the guys in the pool had been half attractive and taken an interest she would have flirted with him, let him know she might be available, but none took her fancy.  Too fat, too bald and too old.  When she stood up she could feel a dozen sets of eyes following her as she walked to the steam room – happily single sex.  15 minutes was enough and she looked at the Jacuzzi, there were two guys in it, they were talking to each other so what the hell.  She got in at the far end and they ignored her, she lay back and thought about the meetings for the next two days.

“First time in Japan?” she heard.  Sophia lifted her head and looked at the man opposite.  Where was he when she’d arrived?  Dark hair, maybe three days stubble on his face, his neck solid and what she could see of his shoulders were well defined.  Just a little chest hair poking above the water line.  Where indeed was he when she’d arrived?  She smiled at him, the first stage of flirting, letting him know he might not be wasting his time.  She liked the stubble, she knew that the Japanese didn’t like facial hair, not even on a visitor.  The fact that he wore four days of stubble implied confidence.  She liked confidence.

“No, this is my third visit,” she replied, her artificially white teeth glistening.

“Ah,” he replied, “This is my twelfth visit.  Bit of a culture shock to say the least – you never really get to understand it.”  He smiled back at her, the game had begun.  At the other end of the pool the older men looked at the youngsters, then at each other.  They were wasting their time and they knew it.  One of them smiled and they both clambered out, leaving Sophia and her target alone.

“What brings you here?” she asked, raising a hand to her head and moving the hair near her ear, coyly, signaling her availability.  She tried to place his accent, probably west coast USA.  The man moved from opposite her to next to her.  There was no need for him to stand up, but he did, revealing his six pack and muscular arms.  He did it to show her his body, they both knew it and she appreciated it.  He was ripped.  She stayed where she was, leaving him guessing at what was under the water.  He wouldn’t be disappointed when he got to see, assuming he wasn’t gay anyway and just looking for someone to talk to.  That would be shit.

“Work,” he replied, “I work for a software consultancy and I’m here for a month helping to install and upgrade the package.  And you?”

“Similar, I work for End-Trust but in HR.  Ever heard of us?”  He nodded, of course he’d heard of End-Trust.

“I applied there after college but ended up somewhere else,” he said, “By the way, I’m Kyle,” he added, extending his hand to her.  She took it and they shook, he was impressed at this first glimpse of her smooth, feminine arms, she by his forearms and handshake, firm but not so firm it hurt her.

“And I’m Sophia,” she replied.  The game was on.  They chatted for 20 minutes or so until she yawned a couple of times.

“Am I boring you,” he joked, half in nerves in case he was.  She’d laughed at him a couple of times to let him know she was still interested.  In truth he’d actually made her laugh, some of his stories were actually funny and he’d made himself the fall guy.  He’d worked out she was a power hungry office bitch and he figured she’d like to think she was more powerful than he was.  By making himself the fall guy she could assert her power.  Later in bed he hoped the opposite would be true.  If it got that far . . . .

“Not at all, I’m just off the plane and I’m tired, it’s late at night for me.”

“And yet still a day before you actually leave,” he added, joking.  Maybe because she was tired she laughed weakly.  “I guess everyone cracks that the first time they cross the date line,” he added.

“Not quite everyone,” she laughed, “Right, I’m going to get out now, that’s long enough.  She stood up slowly, revealing her near perfect body to Kyle slowly, enticing him.  He tried, he really tried to keep his eyes on her face as she rose from the water but he couldn’t help himself, the way the water dripped down her chest, over her breasts and then dripped off her bikini top back into the water . . . . fuck, he caught himself and looked up at her face, shit, had he blown it.

“Eyes up top solider,” she said, smiling.  She’d wanted, she’d needed that positive reinforcement that she had it and he wanted her.  And he wanted it.  He wouldn’t get it tonight, he’d have to work harder than that, but she had two nights and he might get one of them . . . potentially.  Kyle’s face went red, and not just from the heat of the water.  He felt uncomfortable, staring up at her as she towered above him so he stood up.  Just like he had done, she studied his body as he rose.  His six pack, the bulge in his trunks, his thick, only slightly hairy legs.  Yes, she thought, as long as you’re not a dick you’ll do nicely for a night.

They picked up their towels and walked slowly towards the changing rooms, talking.

“Got any plans for dinner?” he asked, well, someone had to make the first move.  And it’s usually the man.

“Not really,” she said, “Know anywhere good?”

“Well,” he said, rubbing the towel on the back of his neck, “I found this great Japanese restaurant last week . . .”  The joke was weak but they were looking at each other, Sophia’s smile quickly became an actual laugh.  It was infectious and soon he was laughing too. 

“No seriously,” he said, “I’ve tried a fair few, Japanese, Vietnamese, Chinese.  Even McDonalds one night.  But if you’ve just arrived how about just eating in the hotel?”

“That works, I’ve stayed here before and it’s pretty good.  Meet you outside the restaurant at eight?”  Kyle checked his watch, as he did she started to speak again.  “Let me grab a couple of hours sleep,  I won’t be late.”

“Sure, I’ll book a table.”

“Great, see you in a few hours.”  She turned and walked away, Kyle watched her ass vibrate in the tiny black bikini.  If it goes well I could have my hands on that in what, five hours he thought.  When she turned for the entrance to the ladies’ changing room she turned and looked back at him.  She’d have been disappointed if he’d not been watching.  She smiled, he’d watched her the whole way.  She blew him a kiss and walked into the changing rooms.
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Just before eight Kyle was outside the restaurant.  The hostess showed him to the table, he’d asked for a booth – really it was meant for four or even six, but he wanted something more intimate than a pokey little table for two in the middle of the room.  5000¥ to the hostess had seen to that.  He ordered a bottle of white wine on ice, accepted a glass from the waiter and studied the menu, thankfully printed in English.  On the dot of eight she appeared, her dark hair loose over her shoulders, a black blouse that looked expensive with a floral pattern on it – a hint of the orient maybe?  She was wearing a matching back skirt, showing her killer calves and red high heeled shoes.  She looked good, fuck, he thought, am I underdressed?

For her part she thought he looked as good in a tight navy Tee shirt, his muscles clearly visible.  He half stood as she arrived, but banged his knees on the table.  He broke the silence first.

“You look amazing,” he said.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” she replied.  The ice broken, no longer people looking for company, now they’d announced their intentions a little.  The waiter appeared and poured Sophia a glass of wine, she took it and sipped it.  She’d avoided alcohol on the plane, but this was very welcome, even if it was three AM yesterday on her personal body clock.  Nice wine, she thought, bet that wasn’t cheap.  Her face must have given something away.

“My company has a great expense policy,” he said, “One bottle of wine a day.”  They clinked glasses and fell back into easy conversation, neither trying too hard, neither trying too little.  At the end of the meal as they were leaving Kyle showed he knew what he was doing.

“I’d suggest a quick drink in the bar, but I’m guessing you’re beat?”

She smiled, he was good.  “I am, rain check?”

He smiled, “Sure, let’s just head to bed.”  He flushed, then stammered, “I mean, you to your bed, me to mine.”

She laughed again.  “Let’s do that . . . tonight anyway,” she said, seductively.  She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.  “Same time tomorrow?  Maybe you can show me this great Japanese place?”

“I’d like that,” he said.  Sophia pressed the button and the elevator doors opened.  “So I’m not following you, I’ll get the next one?”

“Sure Kyle, see you tomorrow.” 

Kyle reached into his pocket and pulled out his business card.  Normally Sophia would put these somewhere and forget all about them, this one she wanted to keep.  It had his email and phone, just in case.

“I’ll email you,” she said as she entered the elevator, turned to face him and blew him a kiss.  The doors closed, each on their own side of the metal doors was delighted with how the evening had gone.  Until tomorrow, they both said.  Kyle went to the bar for a drink, Sophia stripped off, used the bathroom and got into bed, she was asleep in seconds.  She didn’t set an alarm, she’d be awake at stupid AM regardless.
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In the morning Sophia woke just after two AM, she lay drowsing for an hour of so before hitting the gym.  As she expected she was the only person in there at that time and she programmed the treadmill for an hour and started to run, the program varied the speed and at the end of the hour she’d covered five miles.  Next she lifted weights for 30 minutes before retiring to her room, made a coffee, showered and then started worked until six AM and emailed Kyle.  When she went for breakfast, she ate lightly, a couple of pastries and three cups of coffee, back to her room, packed her bag and walked the three blocks to the tower block End-Trust was based in.  The Japanese offices were small, they only had two floors of what looked like an 80 story office tower, but that was OK.  They were small but expanding in Japan.  Sophia was greeted in the entrance hall by Akari, they’d met before and the smiles weren’t fake.

“Great to see you again Sophia,” said Akari.  her English was excellent if heavily accented.  Even Sophia couldn’t complain, especially seeing as her own Japanese was so awful.  “How was your flight and hotel?”

“Great thanks,” replied Sophia as they shook hands.  “Shall we go up?”

“Of course, I’ve got your building pass here.”  Akari reached into her pocket and pulled the temporary pass out.  “That will get you to any floor in the building.”  Akari turned and Sophia followed her through the security gates.  Akari knew how ambitious Sophia was and thought that she was destined for the top.  Her plan was to hang onto her coat tails and follow her up the greasy pole.  When Sophia was Global HR director, if she continued to perform and kiss ass she planned to be director of HR for Japan and South East Asia.  In an expanding company it should be possible.

The morning passed, powered by coffee.  Plans were drawn up, performances reviewed and standardized.  Akari liked to break for lunch just after 11, but she knew from experience that Sophia preferred to wait until just before one, so she ignored her hunger.  She could also see the signs on Sophia’s face of stress and tiredness.  She made her offer.

“Need a smoke?” asked Akari.

Sophia paused and looked up.  Was it that obvious?  She didn’t normally smoke, but when you’re trying to fit five days’ work into three something has to give.  Akari didn’t wait for an answer, she opened her draw and pulled out a packet of cigarettes and offered them to Sophia with the lighter.

“Thanks,” said Sophia, taking the packet, impressed with Akari’s foresight and observational skills.  She’d obviously noticed on her last visit when she’d told her she’d quit.  Sophia looked around, “Is there still a smoking room?”

Akari nodded, “It’s down on 20, out the elevators, turn right and you can’t miss it.”  Sophia nodded, picked up the packet of cigarettes and lighter and made for the elevators.  “Leave your phone Sophia,” added Akari.  Sophia opened her mouth to speak when Akari spoke again.  “Really, leave it, trust me.”  Maybe she was right, though, a break could be what I need, thought Sophia.  She turned round, put her phone on the desk and walked away.
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Once she was in the smoking room (there was only one other person in it) Sophia removed the cellophane and opened the packet.  She slowly pulled out the cigarette and looked at it.  She knew it was a bad idea, but she needed it.  She put the filter between her lips and opened the zippo and spun the wheel.  The point of no return.  Nervously she held the flame to the end of the cigarette and sucked, pulling the flame into the tobacco and lighting it.  The hit was instant as the sweet smoke entered her mouth and lungs.

I should quit more frequently, she thought, if the rush is like this.  She exhaled and looked around.  Normally she’d have been on her phone, checking work emails or twitter.  She took another drag and looked around.  The smoking room was made to be as uncomfortable as possible, it was a glass cube, maybe 10 feet across with no privacy at all.  In the center was a bucket for the used ends, there were no chairs.  Everything done to make it as unpleasant as possible.  She smiled, nothing could take away the pleasure of the nicotine rush.

With nothing to do, no one to talk to (the man was engrossed in his phone) and no distractions Sophia looked around, into the office on that floor.  It looked like any office anywhere in the world, people in suits, still common in Japan, hunched over monitors and keyboards.  Sophia took another drag on the Lucky Strike and then stopped breathing, the cigarette still between her lips, clutched between her fingers.  She shook her head and looked again.  She couldn’t help it, she spoke out loud.

“What the fuck,” she said, her voice trailing off and the ck of fuck extended and drawn out.  A naked girl was running down the center aisle of the office, her hair tied back in a pony tail.  She was carrying an envelope and a mobile phone was in a holder on her arm.  The girl was running hard, not jogging, her breasts were bouncing.  She ran, then at one desk, only 10 feet from Sophia though the glass, fell to her knees, she opened her legs wide and offered the letter to the man at the desk on her outstretched hands, her head down, chest heaving as she drew in breath.  The man didn’t look, he just took the letter from her hands.  As he did so she lowered her hands, gracefully. 

The man picked up a letter opener – abstractly Sophia thought when was the last time I saw one of those? – and sliced the envelope open.  He read it twice, then bent down to the girl and pressed the phone on her arm.  Instantly the girl stood, bowed to the man, then looked at her phone and ran away.

“Fuck,” said Sophia in pain.  The man in the cube looked at her, the cigarette had burnt down and the lit end had just touched her fingers.  Sophia stubbed it out and spoke to the man.

“Do you speak English?” she asked.

“Of course,” he replied.

“What, I mean, what did I just see?” she said, pointing over her shoulder to the office behind her.

“I don’t know,” he said, “Can you describe what you saw?” he asked.  He sounded bored, like he was trying to end the conversation before it began.  Sophia recognized the tone, but ignored it.  She pressed on.

“There, behind me, there was a naked woman running though the office.  She, she handed a letter to someone and ran off.”

“Oh, you saw a mail girl,” he replied, very matter of fact.  Sophia waited for him to expand, eventually he obliged.  “You don’t have them in America?”  Sophia shook her head.  “You should.  Look, there’s another one.”

Sophia span round, a second girl was running naked through the office.  She turned and ran towards the door of the smoking room, where she dropped to her knees, just like the first girl and offered a letter to Sophia’s fellow smoker.  He took the letter from her, threw his cigarette away and read it, the girl’s heavy breathing the only sound in the room.  He laughed, bent down and pressed the button on the phone.  She stood up, bowed, her phone beeped, she looked at it and spun round and ran off.  The man didn’t speak to Sophia, just slowly walked out and back to his desk like nothing had happened.

Sophia was in a trance, she lit another Lucky Strike and watched the office.  On three more occasions she saw a mail girl running by, one of them was white like her, with long red hair. 

“I have to know more about this,” she said to herself.  When she finished her smoke she took the elevator back to Akari to ask about it.


6

“Akari,” said Sophia and then Akari cut her off.

“You saw the mail girls then?”  Sophia nodded.  “I wondered if there could be a market for them in End-Trust, in America?”  Sophia paused, the concept flew against her feminist principles but could it work?  Could it be the tool she needed to push her career forward.  She paused, oblivious to anything in the world in that instant other than her own thoughts.

End-Trust needed an edge.  Why join us when you could be part of Google, Twitter – sorry X, or any other of 50 IT companies?  What makes us stand out in the recruitment stakes?  The IT industry is so heavily male dominated – and she knew from personal experience that 20 times a year she’d have to discipline a member of staff (always male) for looking at porn at work, so they clearly liked it.  Strip clubs were legal, so nudity wasn’t an issue . . . her mind was working overtime.

Eventually she became aware of Akari, she was smiling at her.  “You see the possibilities then Sophia?”  Sophia nodded.  “I’ve arranged for you to meet with the HR department of the company below us.  They employ an American mail girl, you can speak to her if you want.”

“That . . . that would be great Akari.”

“We are meeting Daisuke at two in his office.”

Sophia thought for a few minutes, all ideas of normalizing performance reviews gone.  “Let’s have lunch, I can’t think anymore.”

“Of course,” replied Akari. smiling.  Sophia was clearly interested.  Maybe her career was moving forward.

******

Daisuke was in his office, behind his desk.  He looked at the wall clock above his door, two minutes before two.  He expected the American to be late, in his experience only Japanese and Koreans could be expected to be on time.  To his immense pleasure he could see Akari, and who he assumed to be Sophia walking towards his office, guided by one of the reception ladies.  He smiled, he was impressed.

His office door opened and he stood and bowed to the two ladies, who returned the compliment, then he thrust out his hand and shook Sophia’s offered hand and then Akari’s.

“Welcome ladies to my humble office.  Yua, bring tea please.”  The receptionist bowed and walked out of the office, closing the glass door behind her.  “Please, sit, be comfortable.”  The End-Trust employees sat and Daisuke resumed his seat.  “So, Akari tells me you have witnessed our mail girl program and would like to know more?  Do you think this would work in America?”

Sophia was about to speak, the question was clearly directed at her but Akari beat her to it.  “Thank you for allowing us to speak with you today, we are most grateful that you have allowed us some of your precious time.”  Japanese politeness, thought Sophia, Give me straight to the point Americans any day.  The pleasantries continued for a few more minutes until the tea came, was poured and Yua left again.  Then finally Akari let Sophia speak.

“Yes, I witnessed one of your mail girls earlier today and was interested.  I thought it would make an excellent recruitment and retention tool for our company.”

“Plus it provides jobs for females as well, not always easy to come by in these troubled times.”  The recession had been running for over a year now.  When does a recession become a depression, thought Sophia.

“Indeed.  Can I ask you some questions about the program please?”

“Be my guest,” he replied, sipping his tea.

“What, exactly, do the girls do?”

Daisuke laughed.  “They are mail girls, they deliver mail.  Yes, we still use email, instant messaging, texting, calling but for very trivial, or very important we use the mail girls.  Every employee is encouraged to make use of the service three times a week and it always puts a smile on everyone’s face.”

“What about your female employees?” asked Sophia.

“They don’t object.”

“Don’t you feel like your demeaning women, taking us back to the 50s or even earlier?”

Daisuke shook his head.  “Not at all, no one is forced to do anything that they don’t want to do.  As to your second point, maybe we are taking us forward into the future.  We Japanese usually look to the future,” he added, smiling.  Sophia smiled back, frankly she didn’t give a shit about feminism, as long as she wasn’t the one being discriminated against.  Interesting take from Daisuke though, was feminism dead in the water?

The door to the office opened and, as had been arranged, the white mail girl ran in and dropped to her knees, legs open wide and offered an envelope to Daisuke.  He took it silently and touched the girl’s phone which beeped once. 

“What was that?” asked Sophia.  Daisuke looked up.

“Resetting her clock,” he said, “Each mail girl has a time limit when she collects a letter.  She must deliver in time, or she earns a demerit.  At the end of the week the demits are deducted from her pay.”  Daisuke opened the letter and laughed, then he looked at the red haired girl, kneeling silently at his feet.

“Turn to face my guests 17,” he ordered.  Without speaking she gracefully pivoted to look at Sophia and Akari.  Sophia studied the girl, she was what, 20 years old, smallish breasts, maybe a B cup, gorgeous figure with a thick, red bush.  My girls will be bald, she thought, must be something cultural. 

“Why 17?” asked Sophia to mail girl 17.  As she spoke Sophia noticed the tattoo above the phone, 17 in a circle on the girls arm.  Sophia bent her head, there was one on the other side as well.

“She is the 17th mail girl we’ve recruited.  The tattoos are temporary, in Japanese society tattoos are  . . . . frowned upon.  Would you like to talk with her – I’ll give her permission to speak if you do.”

“Yes please.”

“17, you may speak when spoken to until further notice.”

“Thank you Master,” 17 said.  Sophia was shocked, Master?  Was 17 a slave?  Do I care?  Not really.

“Are you a slave,” asked Sophia.

“No Mistress, but Master Daisuke recruited me and signed me up, so when I am allowed to speak I must refer to him as Master.  I refer to women as Mistress and other males as Sir.”

“How long have you been a mail girl?”

“About four months Mistress.  I’ve signed a 12 month contract.”

“Do . . . do the employees get to . . . well,” Sophia found herself blushing as she struggled for the words.

“Fuck me Mistress?  No, touching is strictly forbidden.”  My employees will get to do what the fuck they like with these whores.  Just need to arrange it with legal.

The conversation carried on, 17 had come to Japan for nine months as part of her Japanese course at university, spending the time abroad.  While she was here her only parent had died, she needed the money to continue at uni and had taken a year out to earn money.  And with her mane of bright red hair she was paid a premium on top of an already healthy salary as a mail girl.  She wasn’t proud, but money was money and with what she earned for a year would cover the rest of her degree and cover living expenses for a year or two beyond uni, if she was frugal.

Sophia’s memory was excellent, she didn’t take notes, just talked and sipped her tea.  After 20 minutes or so she got the impression from Daisuke and Akari that her time was up, Daisuke released the mail girl, re-committed her to silence.  When he touched the phone she stood up, it beeped again, giving her her next assignment and she ran away, ready to collect another letter.  Sophia watched her run, more accurately watched the employees watching her run.

We can do this, we are going to do this, she thought.  This is my ticket to senior VP next year and hopefully Director of HR by 28.  Sophia had already forgotten that this was Akari’s lead.  Akari knew this would happen, and one day she’d remind Sophia of it.

Once they went back to their office Sophia was going through the motions, but her heart wasn’t in it.
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Sophia met Kyle in the hotel bar, just before eight , her mind still on what she’d seen.  They shared a drink, he opted for a beer and she went for a glass of white wine, the alcohol helped her to calm down a little.  Kyle could sense her nerves but he was sure it wasn’t anything he’d done.  Last night she’d seemed so keen, today her mind was clearly somewhere else.

As the meal came to and end Kyle decided to broach the subject with her.

“You seem distracted, bad day at work?”

Sophia paused for a moment, before she decided to take the plunge and let Kyle know what was on her mind.

“I . . . I saw something today at work and . . . and, can I run something past you?”

“Sure.”

“I saw mail girls, naked girls in an office running up and down delivering the mail.”  Kyle almost choked on his drink as she spoke, she was so matter of fact, not disgusted by it, not embarrassed, just stating what she’d seen.  And, he thought, for that matter, what the fuck is a mail girl?  Sophia read his lack of understanding on his face and explained what a mail girl was.  Kyle just sat in silence, listening.

“So,” asked Sophia at the end of her monologue about mail girls, “Can I ask you what you think about it?  I mean, would you like to work in an office with attractive, naked girls running around, delivering mail?”

Of course I would¸ he thought, then opened his mouth, preparing to lie to Sophia.  But she spoke first.

“Be honest,” she said, “I’m asking professionally, regardless of you answer it doesn’t effect our relationship.”

What the hell then, he thought.  “Sure, I, and I think 90% of your male employees would love it.  But what about the female ones?”

She laughed.  “I work at End-Trust.”  He smiled, in a woke world it was a hold out, it was an open secret that to progress you had to be male.  Or work in HR . . . .

“And,” he added, “Much as I’d love it, how do you think the older guys will react – or more to the point, how do you think that their wives will react?”

“That,” she said, stirring her coffee, “Is one of the great points about this idea.”  He looked at her quizzically.  “What’s the easiest way to raise profits?”

“Lower costs.”

“Exactly, and who costs the most to employ, the old or the young?”

He smiled, understanding.  “So the old timers are forced to leave by their wives, no redundancy and you recruit bright young things to replace them at lower costs?”  She nodded.  “You’ve really thought about this, haven’t you?”

“Yes, the only thing that really worries me, will guys go for it?”  She picked up her coffee and drank it down.  Kyle thought for a while before he spoke.  It had to be worth the risk.

“How open are you to trying something new?  Don’t worry, perfectly safe and sane, but it should answer a lot of your questions.”

They’d only met the night before but Sophia felt safe, besides, this was Japan.  Even the worst parts were safer than most American cities.  “Sure.”

Kyle paid the check, downed his glass of wine and stood up.  “It’s a couple of miles, let’s get a taxi.”
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In the taxi they made polite conversation, Kyle gave the directions in Japanese which impressed Sophia.  When they got out it was still daylight and they were outside a bar called ‘Sugar Heel’  The name didn’t help Sophia.  On the door were a couple of bouncers, in the west they would have been huge men, off-putting just by their appearance.  Here in Japan trouble wasn’t expected and when security was present the men were much smaller, less muscular.  More help than intimidation.

As they stood in line Kyle spoke to Sophia.  “Remember, this is research for you.  If you feel uncomfortable or want to leave at any point just say something, and we’ll go.”

“Intriguing,” she replied.  What kind of a place had he brought them to?  Once inside it took them both a few minutes to adjust to the semi darkness.  The room, no, hall was circular with small tables arranged around a central, circular stage.  Each table had two or three chairs at it, all facing the empty stage.  It reminded Sophia of a Las Vegas cabaret bar.  A diminutive woman, dressed in a tiny black cocktail dress, cut too low, showed them to a table in the second row.  Kyle ordered two beers as they took their seats.

“I had to call in a favor to get this close to the front,” he told Sophia, “but when I told them I was coming with a western woman they gave me what I was wanting.”

“Should I be worried?” she asked.  Kyle shook his head and Sophia spoke again, “Kyle, I’m not going to have to get up on stage, am I?”  Kyle laughed.

“No.  Well, not unless you want to,” he said intriguingly.  He checked his phone, then put it away.  “No photos allowed,” he added, then looked around.  “Look around the room, check out the clientele.” 

Sophia did as he instructed, the place was full of what were clearly office workers, mostly in their mid 20s.  “They’re called salary men,” he added, “All young, rich, no life outside of the office.  They live for work and in the absence of a life or woman they come to places like this, instead of going home.”  As he spoke their hostess returned with the drink and Kyle handed over his credit card.  The already dim lighting started to dim more and the stage lit up.  “The show’s about to start,” he added unnecessarily, “We can leave at any time if you’re uncomfortable, just say and we’ll go.  I brought you here for work purposes remember.”

He didn’t know it but Sophia was genuinely interested in what was about to happen.  She had no idea what was going on.  The buzz in the room faded and it was soon silent.  A man in a tuxedo came on stage – master of ceremonies she deduced and spoke for a minute.  The room applauded and went silent again and on stage came a second man, dressed in a black boiler suit, black boots and a mask over his face.  Sophia leaned forward and put her elbows on the table, she was really interested in what was about to happen.
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After another round of applause and more speaking a woman came out onto the stage.  She was short may five feet two or three with long dark hair but what really grabbed Sophia’s attention was what she was wearing.  Which, was virtually nothing.  As she walked on the audience applauded again, they knew what to expect.  Sophia stole a glance at Kyle, he was engrossed as well.  Sophia picked up her beer and took a drink, Kyle had forgotten about his.

A hostess wheeled a cart onto the stage and the man bowed to the woman, who bowed back.  He moved behind her and in one swift movement pulled on her tiny dress and it came away, leaving her naked.  In America the crowd would have gone wild, her breasts were full and firm, bigger even than Sophia’s own.  On her tiny frame they looked enormous.  This was Japan, the show had started, the audience watched in silence.

The man started by opening the cart and pulling out a large ball of Jute rope.  She’d never done much S & M but she knew what it was and where they were now, this was clearly an BDSM bar and the show was going to be watching the woman, or women being tied up.  Sophia looked round the room, the men were all watching, not one taking their eyes off the stage.  Sophia smiled, men were pathetic, a naked woman about to be tied and they were all suckered in.  But, she thought, a great recruitment tool.  She drank another inch of her beer and watched. 

The man started by having her put her arms behind her back, forcing her to put each elbow into the opposite hand.  She spun through 360o and Sophia could see her shoulder blades bulging.  The man looped the rope and passed it over the middle of her forearms, the passed the end through the loop and pulled the rope tight, holding her arms in place.  He looped it over her arms several times before tying it off.  The long, loose end he passed up over her right upper arm, across her chest (just above her breasts) over her left arm and back.  As he did this he spun the girl, so that he could stand still.  He passed the end behind the end from her wrists to her shoulder and pulled it tight, the girl gasped but she wasn’t in any serious pain.

Once it was tight he pulled it back and the girl spun the other way, again he put the rope above her breasts, over her arms and behind her back, where again he passed it behind itself then back she spun, this time the rope went under her breasts, lifting them slightly away from her body.  Sophia was giving this 100% of her attention, she’d never seen anything like it.  The rope was getting shorter now, he repeated it again and the girl had four lengths of rope above her breasts and four under them.  He tied the rope off behind her back and cut the loose ends away.  She turned round again and again and the man took a bow.  The audience clapped appreciatively.   Sophia guessed the show wasn’t over, not yet.

He took another rope and again doubled it, he tied the end to the growing mass of knots behind her back and passed it between her arms and body, then put the existing ropes between them and pulled tight.  This brought the ropes above and below her breasts closer together, then passed it up her arms, over her shoulders, behind her back and down on the other side, bringing the end to her left side when again he tied the upper and lower ropes, closing the gap, enhancing her chest before tying it behind her back.  Once again she spun slowly for the crowd to applause.

“I think,” said Kyle, “This man is very well known, regarded as an expert in his field.”  Sophia barely registered his speech, she was totally engrossed in the performance.  Kyle smiled, this was what he’d hoped would happen.  Tonight was going to be his night.  He’d read Sophia right, dominant in her day job, needing a release at night through submission.  She just didn’t know it until now.

The man took another rope, again bent double and passed it between the girls breasts, behind the ropes.  Sophia met her eyes as he did this and the two women smiled at each other.  He passed the end through the looped rope and pulled it tight.  The ropes above and below her breasts were about five inches apart when he started, when he stopped they were touching, the model’s breasts squeezed on either side by the ropes.  He took a single end of it in one hand and her right breast in the other and lifted the meat, then started to wrap the rope around her breast, under and over, round and round, each time tighter than the last until it was wrapped round her four times and then he tied it off.  He spun her through 180o so that the other side of the room could watch him bind her other breast in the same manner.

He bowed to the audience and received a round of polite applause.  Next her took another rope and quickly gathered her hair,  he made it into a rough pony tail and doubled it, then wrapped the rope round her hair.  Sophia couldn’t quite make out how he’d done that.  He took a hook from the table and passed the rope though the eye of the hook.  He greased the hook and made the model bend at the waist, exposing her pussy.  Like 99% of Japanese women she was not clean shaved down there.  He rubbed the hook over her ass several times before pushing it inside.  She gasped as it went in, maybe four inches slide inside her.  Sophia shuddered, she’d never had anything in her ass, but she was still gripped by the scene.  The girl straightened up, the rope between her hair and ass hook going loose.  The man spoke to the audience who yelled in agreement.  Sophia had no idea what he’d asked, but she knew the audience wanted it.

The man picked up another item, fuck¸ thought Sophia, that’s huge.  He’d picked up a penis gag, maybe two inches diameter and four long.  He lined it up with the girl’s mouth and she opened wide as he slowly pushed it in.  He pushed it all the way, then took the cords from it and bound them behind her head, forcing her jaw wide open.

Next he took the rope from between her hair and ass and pulled it slowly, until it was tight and then it started to force the girl’s head backwards until she was staring up at the ceiling.  The pain in her neck must have been intense thought Sophia.  He pulled it tighter and tighter, until the back of her head was parallel with the floor.

Next he helped her to the floor where she sat with the soles of her feet touching, legs open wide.  He took another rope and starting at her knees bound it round and round her leg, pulling her calf into her thigh, then repeated on her other leg.  Next he took a couple of clamps and put them onto her nipples with a thin rope dangling off.  The ends of these he tied to her knee ropes.  When she moved they pulled on her nipples causing her intense pain.  The audience clapped again when he did this.

For the final part of the show he took a wand vibrator from the table and a leather harness.  He put the harness on the floor and helped the model to stand inside it, then he pulled it up her legs and fastened it over her hips and waist.  He put the wand inside the harness, the bulbous end of the device between her legs, touching her clit.  Sophia smiled as he did this, she had a wand back in her hotel room.  It was one of her favorite devices.  Kyle saw Sophia smiling, he could she that Sophia had passed from research into actually enjoying the show.

When the wand was in place the girl sat down, crossed legged.  The man took two thin lengths of rope and showed them to the audience as he spoke.  Once again the audience applauded in anticipation.  Sophia didn’t have a clue what was about to happen, Kyle did only as he’d been here before. 

He picked up a glass of iced water and pulled out an ice cube, then held it to the model’s nipple which instantly hardened and stood proud against her breast.  He popped the ice cube back in the glass and quickly tied one end of the thin rope round the erect nipple, pulling it tight.  The girl couldn’t see what was happening with her head bent backwards, but she cried out when he pulled the knot tight, the ice obviously didn’t deaden the nerves too much.  He quickly repeated the process on her other breast, leaving the two ropes dangling down her body.

The Master took another rope and bound the girl’s ankles together, then took the rope on her left nipple and pulled it between the big and second toe on her left foot, pulling it tight, forcing the girl to bend her back.  He pulled and wrapped it until she was bent double, her nipple only six inches from her feet which had been pulled up by the rope.  He repeated the process again with the other loose rope, her feet were now off the floor, the weight of her legs was hanging from her nipples.  She was shaking in pain and anticipation.  As the Master spun her round Sophia looked into her eyes, she’d expected to see nothing but pain, but the girl was clearly enjoying every aspect of the performance, from the humiliation, degradation and exposure to the intense pain she was clearly suffering.

As the girl spun the Master picked up a remote control from the table.  The packed room was silent, the only sounds came from the stage where the girl was whimpering.  Sophia studied her, she looked incredible, bent double, sweat pouring off her body, her nipples pulled taught, head bent back.  The Master spoke in a low voice.

“He’s asking the audience if she should be allowed to cum,” whispered Kyle.  Sophia nodded, in her opinion she should.  The Master looked round the room, gauging the audience.  As he looked he caught Kyle and Sophia, non-Japanese were uncommon in Shibari bars, women very, very uncommon.  He spoke again and the light above their table came on, highlighting them in the audience.  He spoke directly to Kyle, first in Japanese and then in Engligh.

“Would you like to control her?” he asked, pointing at Sophia.  Sophia didn’t understand, she turned to Kyle.

“He’s asking if you want to take control of the wand,” Kyle explained, “You’ll be responsible for controlling if the girl cums, just don’t let her cum straight away.”

“What do you mean?” asked Sophia.

“Bring her to the brink of orgasm,” explained Kyle, “Turn the wand on, watch her carefully and just when she’s about to cum switch it off.”  Sophia looked worried, she liked to cum hard and fast.  “It’s OK, it’s part of the show.  She’ll, I think, beg to be allowed to cum.  You’ll need to ignore her twice and then just switch the wand off and walk around her, teasing her.  What d’ya think?”

Maybe it was because she was tired, maybe it was the effects of the beer, or maybe it was just because she was caught up in the moment, but Sophia smiled.  “I’ll do it,” she said and stood up.  The room exploded in applause as the spot light followed her down to the stage, her toned body and large breasts highlighted round the room.  The Master extended a hand and helped her onto the stage, then handed her the remote.

“Don’t let her cum until I signal,” he said to Sophia, “It’s all part of the show,” he added and winked.  Sophia had never been with a woman, sure she’d watched porn but this was different, this was real, she was in control.  Sophia took the control and looked at it, it was simple with a dial that spun,  Sophia correctly deduced that it must control the speed of the wand.

Sophia walked round the bound girl and knelt down behind her, Sophia’s head was above the tied Japanese girl and they looked at each other.  Sophia smiled and held the control up in her right hand, then slowly spun the dial.  Instantly the wand started to buzz and the girl gasped audibly.  The room gave a quick round of applause.  Sophia was enjoying the attention, she looked good and she knew it.  She was also enjoying being in control of the girl.

The Master put his hand on Sophia who looked up at him, she realized he wanted her to stand, to get out of the way.  She obliged and was surprised when he picked up a multi tailed whip and started to gently lash the submissive’s back.  Sophia was highly intelligent, she quickly worked out that the faster she made the wand go the harder the Master whipped the girl.  They worked together, he whipping her harder, she increasing the tempo of the wand.  Within minutes red lines started to form on the Japanese’s girl back, despite this she was crying, not in pain, but in pleasure.  She was a real masochist.

It didn’t take long before she was begging, begging to cum.  Sophia looked at the Master, her instinct was to allow her to cum or switch off, but she knew that the game was to torment her.  The Master delivered another 10 blows from the whip before Sophia switched off the control, denying her, leaving her on edge.  The audience applauded, the girl cried in denial and the Master took Sophia’s hand.  He offered her the whip in exchange for the control, surprised Sophia took it from him.

“It’s OK,” he said as they exchanged, sensing Sophia’s discomfort.  “She loves pain, look at her.”  Sophia looked at her, the girl nodded as best she could.  What the hell, thought Sophia.  Sophia looked at the whip, she’d never held one before, she turned it, studying it, loving how it looked in her hand.  Loving the power it gave her.

Sophia looked at the Master, who nodded and spun the wheel slowly.  The bound girl gasped as the wand came back on and Sophia knew what she had to do.  She smiled, she was going to toy with the sub, toy with and enjoy toying with the girl.  Sophia struck the girl gently with the whip, allowing the fronds to curl round her back.  Rather than pull it away she dragged it up her back and over her face.  She locked eyes with the girl, then started to whip her, taking her cue from the Master.  Sophia was loving the power she had over the girl.  Sophia enjoyed dominating a girl.  It was a new sensation, one that she loved.

All too soon the submissive was begging to be allowed to cum when the Master turned off the wand, to another round of applause.  They walked round the stage, making circles round the tied girl on the floor, swapping implements before Sophia turned the wand on again.  This time the girl would cum, it had to happen.

The Master was whipping her on her back, her already red back getting redder and redder with every blow.  She was drooling round the gag, saliva running down her face and neck and onto her strained breasts.  The Master was whipping her much harder this time, she’d been brought to the brink twice already, her pussy was soaking and she was already excited.  It only took a couple of dozen blows before she was begging, pleading to be allowed to cum.  Sophia and the Master ignored her for a minute, before Sophia bent down, turned the wand to maximum and whispered in her ear.  The girl didn’t speak much English, but in her excited state it really didn’t matter as she started to cum.

She bent forward, relieving the pressure on her nipples, increasing the pain in her back and ass as she came hard, screaming in delight and pain as wave after wave of pleasure overcame her.  The audience were on their feet applauding, the bound girl oblivious to them all.  When Sophia came she liked to have all stimulation removed instantly, she gave the bound girl no such release and kept the wand on full.  She couldn’t be sure, but she thought the girl kept cumming and cumming.  Sophia enjoyed the sensation, she was in full control of the submissive woman, and it felt good.

Eventually the Master took the control from her and switched it off, he took Sophia’s hand and they both bowed to the audience, then to each other and to the still orgasming girl on the floor.  Sophia left the stage as a couple of stage hands came on and helped the girl to be released.  When she could finally stand the girl bowed to the audience and walked off, still naked. 

Sophia studied the girl, her back was red from being whipped.  Her nipples were still erect, her breasts sagged as the rope came off them, they were purple from a lack of circulation with deep rope burns in the flesh.  Her ankles had red rings on them from the ropes, her mouth would barely close.  But she was beaming from ear to ear, either she was a great actress or she’d truly loved the experience.  She bowed to the audience and then to Sophia, who stood and bowed back.
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The house lights brightened, Sophia and Kyle looked at each other.  Kyle spoke first.

“You enjoyed that then?”

Sophia was no longer lost in the moment, she thought carefully before answering.  “Yes, very much so.”

“Have you ever done anything like that before?”

“No.”

It was Kyle’s time to think.  “Have you ever been tied up?”  The subtext was obvious to both of them.  Would you like to be tied up, was the real question.  Almost a minute passed before she answered him, the only sound either of them could hear was her deep breathing.

“No,” replied Sophia.  But way she accented it let Kyle know that it wasn’t out of the question.  No, not so much of the question, more likelihood.  Kyle smiled.  He loved taking control of a woman, tying her up and dominating her.  He especially liked tying one that had never been tied before.  He had to ask the question, he had to be sure.

“Would you like to be tied up Sophia?” he asked, not looking at her, “Would you like to submit to me and be tied up, be dominated?”  This time her answer came faster.

“Yes.”  There it was in a single word.  Neither of them had looked at each other while the conversation took place, but it was out in the open.  Kyle picked up his beer and emptied the bottle.  He put it down and caught the eye of a hostess who came over.  He spoke rapidly to her in stilted Japanese, she smiled and bowed and moved away.  Kyle looked at Sophia.

“OK Sophia,” he started, “The first rule I have for you is the most important.  Despite what is going to happen, you’re in charge at all times.  If I think you’re not enjoying your submission I’ll ask.  I expect you to be 100% honest at all times.  If I ask you to do something and your not happy or prepared to do it, tell me.  I usually use a traffic light system, so if you say Red to me I’ll stop, instantly.  Amber means you’re not happy, I’ll slow and down and we can discuss.  Sound good?”

Sophia nodded and looked at Kyle.  “Sounds good,” she said, “I mean, I don’t really know what to expect, I’ve never submitted to anyone before, I . . . I normally like to be in control.”

“Many professional women do,” replied Kyle, “But many also find relaxation in submission and the ability to let go.  Incidentally, second rule is that from now on when you speak to me you address me as Sir, understand?”

Sophia could feel her heart beginning to race a little, she was breathing quickly at the thought of submission to this man.  “Yes Sir,” she replied.  Fuck, she’d not called a man Sir since her first day at End-Trust Systems.  It was thrilling.  And, she thought, to be doing it surrounded by all these men.

“We’ll have one more drink and then head back to the hotel.  Sound OK?”

“Sounds good,” she replied.  Anticipation was half the thrill.  Kyle waited for almost 10 seconds before he spoke.

“You forgot rule two Sophia.  You disappoint me.”

Fuck, fuck¸thought Sophia.  What annoyed her was her lack of attention, she’d been told only moments ago what the rules were and she’d agreed to them readily.  “I’m sorry Sir,” she replied, “It, it won’t happen again.”

“No, no it won’t,” mused Kyle. 

The hostess returned with a tray which she put down on the table.  Sophia started to move her head as Kyle spoke.  “Don’t look at the tray, close your eyes and keep them closed.” 

Sophia didn’t hesitate, she closed her eyes straight away.  “Yes Sir,” she added as she closed her eyes.  She didn’t know if she should speak, but she liked calling Kyle Sir.  It was thrilling to be under his control. 

The hostess bowed after she put the tray down.  Kyle inspected it and handed over his credit card.  The items on it weren’t cheap, but this would hopefully improve the night for them both.  Kyle stood up and helped Sophia to her feet.  She kept her eyes closed the whole time, Kyle was proud of her.

“Fold your arms behind your back.”

“Yes Sir,” replied Sophia with a huge smile on her face, folding her arms.  She was so excited, she couldn’t see but she assumed that the audience (at least some of it anyway) were watching her.  Kyle nodded to the hostess who took Sophia’s chair away.  Sophia worked out what was happening via the sounds.  Kyle picked something off the tray and positioned himself between the table and Sophia.  He kissed her left ear and whispered into it. 

“You can open your eyes now girl.”

“Thank you Sir,” she said softly and opened her eyes.  She blinked a couple of times, reassured that she was looking into Kyle’s deep blue eyes.  Kyle couldn’t help it, he smiled back at the woman.  He lifted his hand up to show Sophia was he was holding, she looked down and gasped.

“I guess you’ve never worn a collar before then?”

Sophia shook her head, “No Sir,” she replied, timidly, looking at the deep black leather with metal studs.  Suddenly she was nervous as well as excited.  She looked up at Kyle again, trying to read his face.  His good looks and kindly smile reassured her.

“Want to stop?”

“No Sir,” replied Sophia without thinking.  That surprised them both when they later looked back.  Submission was something she’d never thought of before, but it seemed almost natural to her. 

Kyle bent forward and opened the collar as Sophia watched.  “Lift you hair out of the way,” he ordered her.  She did as ordered, using both her hands to lift her hair up and away from her neck.  Kyle teased her for a few moments, before taking one end in each hand and wrapping it round her neck.  Normally he liked to fit a collar tight to a girl’s neck, so tight that she could feel it with every breath, but not so tight that it restrained her breathing.  Just tight enough that she knew it was there.

But this was Sophia’s first time, he didn’t want to overdo things.  So he didn’t fasten it tight to her neck, he left enough space that he could easily slip a couple of fingers inside it.  When it was fastened into place (again, he’d normally padlock it, but he didn’t want to go too far) he inspected his handy work, adjusted it to ensure the ring was in the center of her neck and smiled.  He could see she was nervous.

“What do you think?” he asked, taking out his phone and activating the camera.  Sophia let her hair down and touched the black leather with her fingers, feeling the leather, pulling it away from her neck and releasing it as she looked at herself on the phone’s screen.  She felt incredibly sexy. 

“I like it Sir,” she replied, smiling at him.  He couldn’t help it, her smile was infectious.  He smiled too, then they both started to laugh.  After a few seconds Sophia stopped laughing and smiling.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said.

“What for?” asked Kyle, genuinely curious.

“I started laughing Sir,” she replied, “I shouldn’t do that, should I?” she added, her voice rising at the end of the sentence.  Kyle shook his head, but not negatively.

“Why not?” he asked, “It was pretty funny.”  Kyle looked round the room, the lights were starting to dim, the stage had been cleared and another show was about to start.  “Would ‘cha like to stay for the next act?” he asked Sophia.

“Isn’t that your decision Sir?” she asked.  She wanted to watch the next act, but felt that Kyle should choose.  Kyle took a deep breath.

“Sophia, there’s a difference between domination and abuse.  Domination/Submission is about both partners getting what they want.  It’s not all about me taking total control and doing only what I want.  That would be abusive.  And I wouldn’t want to be part of that.”

Sophia thought for a moment, then spoke.  “In that case Sir, I’d like to watch the next act.”

Kyle patted her head.  “Good girl.  But don’t forget, sometimes I’ll decide.”

“Of course Sir.”

Kyle picked up a leash and clipped it onto her collar, holding the end in his hand.  Sophia looked at the silver chain, she liked the way it reflected the light in the club.  She loved the way it marked her out as his property.
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They watched the next act, this time the girl had her hands bound behind her back at the wrists and elbows, the girl grunting loudly as the rope tightened, drawing her elbows together.  Sophia watched wide eyed, she must have been incredibly flexible to allow her elbows to touch like that.  Kyle half watched the act, he preferred watching Sophia’s reactions, using the time to work out what she liked and what she didn’t.  He though she must like the idea of being restrained like that, but not so tightly.

The man tied a third rope to her wrists and threw it upwards and over a pulley.  Sophia was engrossed, she didn’t know what was coming next.  Kyle had a good idea.  The man pulled the rope slowly, the girl was already standing and as he pulled the rope her arms started to rise.  The girl was tiny, she could only have weighed 100lbs max.  As he pulled the rope tighter and tighter she started to bend at the waist, reliving the pressure on her shoulders as here arms were raised.  When her back was level with the floor he stopped, and spoke to the audience.  Kyle caught most of it.

“He’s explaining what’s coming next and asking for the crowd’s opinion.  Want a surprise?”

“Yes please Sir,” she replied.  Sophia had no idea what was coming next.  Kyle noted that she liked surprises.

The girl twisted a little, trying to relieve the pain in her shoulders and Sophia stared at her breasts, or more specifically her pierced nipples.  The man walked round her and took some thin ropes from the table, along with a ring gag.  First he tied one of the ropes to the ring gag, then put it into her mouth.  Sophia smiled as she was gagged, Kyle noted and remembered.  She’d be gagged later.  He was getting hard thinking about what he was going to do with her.

Next the dom attached strings to her nipple rings, letting the loose ends fall to the floor.  With the final rope Sophia could see him push her legs apart, she had to work out what was going on from her position, when he stood back she could see what had happened.  She was quizzical, but didn’t ask, preferring surprise.  The man kicked the girl’s legs apart, forcing her onto tiptoes and put a spreader bar between her legs.

He put a small tray, only an inch or two across on the floor under her stomach and then proceeded to tie the four strings to in, adjusting the lengths until the tray was about six inches off the floor and level.  He then poured a small glass of clear liquid, gin or vodka was Sophia’s guess and put it on the tray.  The shot glass was completely full to the brink, the liquid moved slightly as she breathed.  The man spoke to the audience and they cheered and clapped.  As he spoke the girl started to spin, she was on a revolving plate.

Ah, thought Sophia as the girl’s ass and pussy was exposed to her as she turned, the girl’s clit is pierced and the fourth rope is tied to that ring.

Sophia was torn, she wanted to know what was happening, but wasn’t sure if she could ask.  In the end she spoke up.  “What’s going to happen Sir?” she asked.

Kyle was pleased that she’d spoken, it showed Sophia had taken on board what she’d been told.  “He’s got half a dozen whips and floggers on the table, he’s going to pick a member of the audience and get them to select the implement, then another person will hit her ass with the chosen implement.  If she spills the drink she’ll get hit harder as punishment, if she doesn’t she’ll be allowed to cum.”

“Wow,” said Sophia.  She didn’t said Sir, but Kyle let it go.  She was new to this and he didn’t want to go too far, too fast.  Later he’d punish her for breaking protocol like that.  But not just yet.

“If one of the people selected gets her to spill the drink he wins a round of drinks for his table,” added Kyle.  And at these prices, that’s worth winning, he thought.

The Dom looked round the crowd and directed a spotlight onto a salary man.  He stood up and bowed as he took the applause before walking down to the stage.  He picked up a black leather flogger and showed it to the crowd who clapped.  It had the number two on it.

“That’s the second most painful implement,” explained Kyle, “So he gets to hit her twice with it.”  The salary man raised his arm, the girl took a deep breath and waited, Sophia and the rest of the crowd glued to the action.  He lined it up with her ass and brought it down as hard as he could.  The girl didn’t flinch, not one iota.  The salaryman was clearly disappointed, so he hit her again as hard as he could.  Again she didn’t flinch, but this time after a few seconds she made a noise as she breathed out.  The liquid hadn’t spilled.  The crows cheered and the man from the audience made his way back to his seat, head down.  No doubt as he had to buy a round of drinks.

The next three people up also failed in the task, but as the bound girl turned Sophia and Kyle could see how red her ass was going.  As the Dom looked around the crowd he focused on the American couple and smiled.  He pointed at them and the spotlight was directed to them both, highlighting them.  The crowd went silent and the Dom spoke in halting English.

“You want try please?” he said smiling.  Kyle looked at Sophia and asked her.

“Do you think you could?”

Sophia looked at the girl, the idea of inflicting pain on another girl appealed to her.  She’d had a few drinks and her inhibitions had lifted – two days ago she’d never have considered kneeling, being collared, calling a man Sir, attending a BDSM club . . . what the hell.  “I think I’d like to Sir,” she said smiling.  Kyle smiled, looked like she was a switch.  Interesting – maybe submissive to men and dominant to women?

“Let’s do it then.”  Kyle stood up and lifted Sophia’s leash, lifting her upwards.  Most of the audience weren’t aware that she existed, hiding on the floor out of sight.  When they saw that she was on a leash they applauded.  Kyle and Sophia made their way to the stage as the crowd calmed down. 

When they were on the stage they bowed to the Dom and Sub, then to the crowd, Sophia following Kyle’s lead.  He spoke to the crowd in Japanese before looking at the table.  There were two items left on the table, a soft leather multi tailed whip with a one on it and a tougher looking singled tailed whip with a three on it.

“What do you think?” asked Kyle.

“The single tailed whip Sir.”

“Why?” he asked smiling.  He agreed.

“Two reasons Sir,” she replied, getting used to addressing this man as Sir, “First, we get four strikes with an implement rated four, so 3 times four is 12, it should hurt the most.  And secondly we both get to have a go.”  Kyle agreed, that was his logic too.

“I’ll go first,” he said.  Sophia nodded, he was in charge.  Kyle picked up the multi tailed whip and swished it in the air.  The bound girl’s ass was already red, she watched Kyle closely as he lifted the whip and lined it up with her ass.  When he pulled his arm high she took a deep breath and held it as Kyle brought the whip onto her raw skin.  She was well trained and took the blow without moving. 

“Hmmm,” said Kyle as he handed the whip to Sophia.  Sophia ran the leather over her skin before lifting it and striking her as hard as she could.  Once again the Japanese girl took the blow without moving, when she exhaled she groaned in pain.  Sophia and Kyle exchanged a glance, both disappointed in their failure.  Kyle took the whip, rather than tease the submissive he raised the whip and hit her straight away, once more she didn’t move.

“Damn,” said Kyle, handing the whip back to Sophia, “I’d hoped to take her by surprise.”  Sophia shook her head, that wasn’t going to work.  But she had spotted a pattern. 

Sophia ran the whip over the girl and raised her arm.  As before the girl held her breath, anticipating what was to come.  The crowd was annoyed, they wanted Sophia to hit her and get on with it, but Sophia waited and waited until the model couldn’t hold her breath any longer and as soon as she started to exhale Sophia pounced, lashing out with the whip.  The soft black leather tails bit into the girl’s flesh and she screamed out, twisting slightly as the pain took hold.  She raised her head and that was all that was needed, the small platform under her lifted and the drink slipped, falling off and onto the floor.

In that instant the atmosphere changed and the crowd, annoyed at having to wait, erupted into polite applause, recognizing that they’d won.  The Dom was laughing, he bowed to Kyle and Sophia – in that order, even though she’d won the task – and spoke quickly with Kyle before giving him a business card.  Kyle looked at the card, read it and handed one back.  The Dom took it in the same serious way and they bowed to each other again, before Kyle took Sophia’s hand.

“Bow to the audience,” he told her so she did.  He then led her by the leash off the stage and to their table.  The light had come on and the crowd parted to allow them through.  Kyle sat down and Sophia knelt next to him.  He turned to her.  “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?”  He stroked her hair as he spoke.  Sophia thought for a moment before she replied.

“I did Sir, much more than I expected.  But, but,” she said as she touched her collar, “I like wearing this and what it means too.  I’m . . .  I’m confused as to what it means.”  Kyle explained his theory to her, it made sense to her.   At that moment their free drinks arrived and they clinked glasses.

“Watch one more?” asked Kyle.

“That would be nice Sir,” she replied.
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Sophia recognized one of the girls in the next act, it was mail girl 17 from the office.  Sophia told Kyle, then explained that she’d seen this girl before, running naked in the office delivering mail.  On the stage 17 couldn’t see Sophia, but Sophia watched intently.

The two girls on stage were wearing simple red dresses – Sophia had always thought that a redhead in a red dress looked daft, black was surely a better choice but she pulled it off.  The audience loved it, redheads were rare enough in the US, but in Japan they were almost unheard of.  17 smiled to the crowd, Sophia doubted she was worried about appearing naked. 

The Dom started to speak and the crowd listened, when he’d finished they politely clapped and Kyle spoke to Sophia.

“The girls are going to compete for a cash prize,” he explained, “for 100 thousand Yen.”  Sophia did the calculation, about $800, “He’s going to put them into a stress position – it will be quiet painful for them.  They can quit at any time, but the competition goes on until they both quit.  The winner takes all, the loser gets nothing.”  Kyle thought for a moment.  “This is very different to what I’ve seen here before, it’s all involving a lot of pain.  In the past it’s all been about the knots and the skill of the Dom to bind the woman.”

“I’m not sure I understand the scenario,” said Sophia, then she added “Sir.”

“OK, so what will happen is when one girl gets to her breaking point she’ll indicate to the Dom that she’s had enough.  But the competition continues until the second girl indicates she’s a had as much as she can take.  I guess that they’ll be blindfolded or something.”  Sophia nodded, understanding.

Kyle looked around and caught the eye of a hostess and he ordered two more drinks and asked about the entertainment.  When she left he spoke to Sophia again.

“I understand now,” he said, “It’s a specialist night, dedicated to pain and suffering.  Apparently they do one a month and we got . . .” he was going to add lucky, but wasn’t sure that was the right word.

“Lucky?” said Sophia.  They looked at each other and laughed.

“Lucky.  Sir,” he replied, his voice harsh.

“Lucky Sir,” she replied.  They turned back to face the stage and watch. 

The Dom started by unzipping the girls dresses and exposing their mostly naked bodies to the crowd, 17 in red panties, matching her hair and the Japanese girl in black.

He picked up two wands and gave one to each girl who turned it on and held it between her own legs, just touching her pussy.  The man spoke to the audience and the girls touched themselves, each standing with her legs apart.  Sophia was amazed to watch, each appeared to be getting turned on, she was pretty sure she’d have been as dry as the Sahara desert if she’d have been in their place.  But 17 had her head back, lost in the moment as she neared orgasm.  The bar was silent, watching.  Kyle and Sophia could hear the low hum of the wands over the girls panting.

The Japanese girl was close to cumming, her free hand was forming a fist and she was moaning loudly when the Dom smiled and sadistically turned the wands off, it took each girl a few seconds to notice.  The Dom put the wands back on the table, then turned and stood between the girls, pushing his large hands between their legs and rubbing their pussies through their panties.

He pulled on their panties, edging them down their thighs.  Each girl brought her legs together, bent at the waist and pulled them off and handed them to the Dom, who showed them to the audience before scrunching them into balls and rubbing the girl’s soaking wet pussies with them.  Kyle worked out what he was doing, he was getting the panties as wet as he could.

Abruptly he pulled the panties away from the girls and showed them to the crowd, their wetness glistened under the stage lights.  He balled the red ones again and pushed them in front of the Japanese girl’s face, she opened her mouth wide and he theatrically pushed them into he open mouth, using his index finger to push the last bit in.  The girl tried but couldn’t quite close her mouth.  He then pushed the black pair into 17’s mouth.  To seal them in place he picked up a roll of duct tape and covered each girl’s mouth with it.  They were both unable to speak.

The Dom then took the girl’s by the hand and displayed them to the crowd, 17’s red bush was a major draw, then he went to his props.  The first thing he pulled out were wooden mats, about two feet square, made of hard wood, but the boards were arranged at an angle so that the sharp edges were vertical.  He showed it to the crowd and then to the girls on stage.
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Kyle preempted Sophia’s inevitable question.  “That,” he whispered, “Is an Ishidaki board.  They were originally used as punishment devices in Japan.  People were forced to kneel on them for hours, sometimes even days.”

“Cruel society Sir.”

“I doubt our ancestors were any better.  Witch hunters etc?”  Sophia didn’t answer.

“Who do you think will win?” asked Kyle, “I’m not sure, I mean the Japanese girl should be favorite on paper, but don’t redheads have a high pain tolerance?”

“I’ve read that somewhere Sir,” replied Sophia, “Also I know the redhead, I think she needs the money.”  She looked around, trying to gauge the audience, what did they think?  She saw some money changing hands.  “Sir, are they betting on the outcome?”

Kyle looked around and nodded.  “I think that they are.  Want to join in?”

Sophia wasn’t a gambler by nature, but she knew that most Japanese liked to.  What the hell, she thought, when in Rome.

“Can we bet on the redhead please Sir?”

“Sure.”

Kyle caught the eye of a hostess and pulled out his wallet, Sophia picked up her bag and took out her purse.  Between them they had about 50,000 Yen, or about $400.  Kyle spoke to the hostess, they were offering evens on 17, the Japanese girl was three to two on favorite.

“Shall we?” asked Kyle.

Sophia hesitated for a moment, then looked at 17, she could see the steel in her eyes.  “Let’s do it Sir.”  Kyle smiled and made the bet, taking the slip in exchange for the money.  It was a large bet and he hoped that they won.  Not even his company’s expense policy would cover a gambling debt.  And definitely not one from an S & M bar.

The Dom put the two boards on the stage floor, about two feet apart and arranged the girls between them.  From where they were sitting in the middle of the auditorium the girls were side on to Kyle and Sophia.  He started with 17 and took her hands as she bent down and started to kneel on the board.  Her face was instantly one of pain.  Neither of the Americans had ever knelt on one of the boards, but both could imagine how painful it was.  He quickly repeated the procedure with the Japanese girl.

He bound each girls arms behind her back, then put headphones over each girls ears to drown out any sound.  If either heard the other asking for the competition to end the other would instantly, and that would end the crowd’s fun. Final touch in preparing the girls was a blindfold, neither would be able to see what was coming.

His next move surprised them both, from the cart he picked up what looked like a paving block or stone.  He spoke to the audience who applauded.  He then put it down and went to stand behind the two girls.

“He’s going to put that onto the girls knees,” explained Kyle, “It weighs, er,” he added, doing the math in his head, “about 15lbs.  He asking which should get the first one.”  The Dom held the block in front of the Japanese girl and the crowd raised a feeble cheer.  It was clear that they wanted the redhead to suffer first.

The Dom measured the feedback and walked round to the redhead.  He pointed to her the noise level shot up.  It was clear who was going to get the block first.  He lifted the block and held it horizontally before lowering it down onto the girls thighs.  Her face winced in pain at the extra weight on her calves as they pressed down onto the sharp wooden edges.  Sophia was sure she would have cried out, if it weren’t for the panties stuffed into her mouth.

The Dom took the applause from the crowd, then picked up a second block and lowered it down onto the Japanese girls legs.  As with 17 she shook her head in pain, but didn’t cry out or appear to ask for the punishment to come to an end.  The Dom smiled and spoke to the audience who started to shout.

“He’s asking if the girls should get a second block each.”

Sophia looked around, “I’m guessing they think they should Sir?”  Kyle smiled, of course they would.  They’d paid good money to watch girls suffer for their entertainment.

The Dom picked up a third block and walked round the girls, each one keeping her eyes on the heavy stone block, each hoping it went onto the other one first.  The Master was a pro, he’d put the first one onto the redhead, this time he paused in front of the Japanese girl and smiled at her.  She knew what was coming.  He picked it up and then gently lowered it down on top of the existing one.  As before she shook her head in pain.  Sophia looked, there were nine blocks left. 

The next 10 minute passed quickly as he picked up block after block, each time lowering one down onto the existing pile.  When they were all in place he checked to see if the girls wanted to stop, neither did – to the gathered salarymen’s delight.  This was what they’d paid to see.  They didn’t want it to end, no so quickly.

After each girl had refused to back down he picked up a couple of ropes and passed them through the eyes on the base of the Ishidaki blocks and tied them in place over the top of the stones, preventing the girls from knocking them off. 

Each girl now had six blocks on their legs, the Dom had had to lift their breasts out of the way as the last one went on, he’d lifted them and slid the block under them, leaving the soft flesh balanced on top of the blocks.  He carefully took each girl’s tit meat into his hands while he held the girls gaze.  He didn’t speak, but everyone, even Sophia knew where they’d be tortured next.  He was asking the girls if they wanted to stop.  Both shook their heads, they’d come so far and wanted to keep going.

The man on the stage picked up a bunch of clothespins.  He showed them to the crowd, then to a camera on the cart, at the back of the stage an image of the clothespin appeared on the screen.  He spoke as he showed the clothespin to the audience.  Kyle translated.

“There is a string tied to the first one, he’s going to put it onto their breasts.  Then the next will go on, but with the string behind it.  When they are all on he’ll pull the string and they’ll all come flying off.  Fuck, that’s going to hurt them.”  Sophia looked at the girls with a new awe, they were prepared to take much more than she’d allow.  They’d already taken more than she could.

A second man came onto the stage and picked up the camera, this was going to be something small, everyone wanted to see what was going on.

He started with the local girl, he took one of her breasts into his hand and squeezed it, pulling the meat between his fingers until about a centimeter was between them, then with his other hand opened the clothespin and put it onto the tender flesh.  She winced as it went on, but took it without complaint.  The camera man pulled up for a close up of the girls face as the second clothespin went on.  She pulled a face of pain, but took it.

The Dom put on a third, fourth and fifth clothes pin, then paused.  The next one was going onto her nipple.  He knew it, she knew it and the crowd knew it.  The Dom teased her nipple out, pulling it, making it erect before putting the clamp on, just at the base, leaving half a centimetre of teat poking out, allowing it to bite down into her most tender place.  She couldn’t help it, she screamed out in pain, the sound barely audible in the room.  The salarymen clapped loudly, this was what they’d paid for.

She was asked if she wanted to stop, she shook her head.  She could take more for the money on offer.  He left her to suffer for a few minutes, before repeating the process with 17, who like her fellow submissive took the punishment willingly.  He then took 17’s other breast and repeated the process, putting the clothespins on one by one, finishing with her nipple, then moving back to the Japanese girl.  As the last one bit into her nipple the Japanese girl shook her head violently, the pain was intense and no end in sight.  The Master asked her if she wanted to stop.  She clearly thought about it for a moment, before indicating she wanted to carry on.  Tears were starting to form in her eyes.

Each girl now had five clothespins on each of her breasts and one on the base of her nipple.  The main part of Shikari bondage is not the pain and suffering (though this night was about that) but about the art and symmetry.  The Dom had started on the outside of each girls breasts, working inwards, maintaining the symmetry.  He took pride in his art.

He now started with 17, working from her cleavage in towards the exposed nipple, again adding clothespin after clothespin until all five were in place, then teased the exposed end of her teat.  17 was looking down, she knew what was coming.  Without thinking Sophia put a hand on her breast, she could guess how much this was going to hurt the girl on stage. 

The Dom was very slow, very precise as he held the open clamp in front of the girl’s eyes, letting her fear build.  She took a deep breath and held it as it slipped the end over her nipple and slowly, ever so slowly allowed it close, biting into her skin.

17 instantly shook her head and screamed in pain, the noise mostly muffled by the panties stuffed in her mouth.  The Dom ignored her pleas until she quietened down, accepting her fate before her and asked her if she wanted to stop.  Defiantly she shook her head.  He patted her head, he’d been worried that a western girl wouldn’t be able to take the pain, but he was very pleased with her.  To show his appreciation he kissed her forehead.

He went back to the Japanese girl and repeated, as with 17 she screamed in pain as the pin bit into her nipple.  She screamed louder and longer than 17 had had, but as with her opponent she refused to give in. 

When she started on her other breast she began to shake, when the clothespin bit into her final nipple she screamed again and started to cry.  This time when he asked her if she wanted to stop she nodded, she’d had enough.  All eyes were on the American girl, how much more could she take?

This time she took the final pin in almost silence, and when she was asked if she wanted to stop she shook her head.  17 didn’t know that she’d won.  Sophia felt sorry for the Japanese girl, this was just cruel now.

The Master stood behind the girls, with them between him and most of the audience.  He picked up the thin rope attached to the first clothespin on each girl’s breast and pulled it taught.  As it went behind every other pin when he pulled it they would all coming flying off.

“This is going to hurt,” whispered Kyle to Sophia.

You have not a fucking clue Sir, thought Sophia.  Fuck, I called him Sir even when I was thinking.  That thought made her excited.  She was enjoying submitting.

The Japanese girl was shaking her head, pleading as much as she could.  The rope was taught and the Dom spoke to the crowd, asking if he should pull the ropes.  The crowd was baying for him to do it, they wanted to see the girls suffer as much as they could.  They just hoped that 17 wouldn’t quit after this.  The Dom paused and spoke one word after another.  Sophia didn’t speak Japanese, but she worked out what was going on.  He was counting down from 10.  As he reached three the room went silent.  A five second pause then two.  Another pause then one.  He pulled slowly, maximizing the pain as the clothespins moved up the girl’s flesh, easing up, increasing the pain before they came off one after another in a couple of seconds.  Both girls screamed and thrashed around, if the blocks on their legs hadn’t been secured they would have come flying off.

The Dom waited for a couple of minutes, allowing the girls to recover from the pain before her asked 17 if she wanted to stop.  This time she just nodded, she’d had enough, no, more than she could bear.  The crowd applauded, she looked around.  A couple of other men came onto the stage and started on the knots, releasing the blocks and removing them, then helping the girls to stand.  Each one had half a dozen deep red lines on her legs where the Ishidaki board had sunk into their skin.  Sophia and Kyle could only imagine their pain.

“I wouldn’t be able to take that Sir,” said Sophia.

“I wouldn’t be able to inflict that on you,” replied Kyle.  Funny, thought Sophia, I’d quite like to do that to a girl.  She thought about this for a moment.  She was learning a lot about herself under Kyle’s tutorage and what she was watching.

The Dom paraded the girls to the crowd and then lead them off stage to rapturous applause, the lights came up and the hostess returned with their winnings.  Sophia yawned.

“Bored?” asked Kyle.

“Tired Sir,” replied Sophia, “Can we go back to the hotel now?”

Kyle picked up his beer bottle and emptied it. He touched Sophia’s face with his hand.  “Sure.  Want to remove the collar and leash?  At least until we get back.”  Sophia looked at him and touched it again, then took the handle of the leash into her hand and placed it into his.

“Not really my choice is it Sir?” she replied.

“Good girl.”
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When they got back to the hotel Kyle paid off the taxi (being careful to ask for two copies of the receipt, one for each of them).  As he got out of the taxi he pulled Sophia’s leash, guiding her onto the sidewalk, the taxi driver watching in the rear view mirror.  Kyle looked around.

“Sure you want to be lead into the hotel like this, dragged on a leash?”

Sophia felt a little bratty.  “Sure you’re man enough to lead me in on a leash?” she replied.  Kyle smiled and tugged the leash pulling her forward, she stumbled slightly in her heels but didn’t fall.

“Fold your arms behind your back, hold an elbow in each hand, if you can,” he said with a hint of menace in his voice.  Sophia did as ordered, it was slightly painful in her shoulders – but, as she thought, nothing like what the girls in the club had endured.  Kyle looked around, what the hell?  They’d be sure to get a load of people watching as they walked in, but worth it.

He pulled Sophia’s leash and started to walk, she stayed slightly behind him, head down as they entered the lobby of the hotel.  Kyle made confidently for the elevators, he looked around and he wasn’t wrong.  Around the lobby men were looking at them both, women watching open mouthed.  Kyle loved it, the feeling of control and dominance it gave him.  He was leading a woman in a collar on a leash in public.  What did that say about him?

For her part Sophia was nervous but also excited.  She looked good and she was being lead around, it marked her out as a submissive, as being under the control of this man and she wanted everyone to know.  She looked around and smiled at a few people, letting them know she was happy in her position under Kyle’s control.

When they got to the elevator Kyle pushed the button and took out his wallet.  He pulled out his keycard for his room and gave it to Sophia.  While they waited for the elevator a couple of men came and stood beside them, both western.

“Room 2319,” he told her, ignoring the men who heard every word.  They were westerners, so it was a 95% chance they understood every word.  “Go there and strip naked.”  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a blindfold, passing it to her.  “Once you are nude fold you clothes neatly and put them on the end of the bed.  Then kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed, facing the door, legs open as wide as you can manage, arms folded like this, head down, blindfold on and wait for me.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, thrilled to be being given orders like this.  She felt weak at the knees.  As the doors started to close Kyle spoke again.

“Obey these men, if you want to.  But don’t go to their rooms, you may only get out of the elevator on floor 23 and then go straight to my room.”  The doors remained open, Kyle had his hand on them.  Sophia looked at him and nodded. 

“Yes Sir, I will obey them and you.”  She winked at her Master for the night.  She was nervous, terrified even but also thrilled.  Her eyes had been opened to a world she barely knew existed, a world she’d never thought about or wanted to participate in, but here she was.  And she was loving it.

The doors started to close and Kyle half shouted at the three occupants, “No more than five minutes alone folks.”

Sophia was alone in the elevator with two men who’d heard her submitting to a man in a public space, a man she barely knew yet trusted .  Sophia pressed the button for floor 23, the two men looked at each other and smiled.  This could be the best ever ride in an elevator.  As it started to move one man started to press buttons.  Sophia watched as he pressed every floor.  She was in for a long ride.

In the lobby Kyle smiled, she was a natural at this.  He couldn’t see anything long term with her, she had a dominant streak as well and that didn’t work for him.  Unless he could form a threesome with her?  Get a truly submissive woman to join them?  He thought about that as he made for the bar.  He ordered a coke zero and spent 20 minutes drinking it, thinking about what he was going to do with Sophia.  20 minutes gave her enough time to have some fun in the elevator and get ready for him.  When he went to his room he’d ask her to describe her experience in the elevator.  He smiled, that would be degrading for her.
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Kyle stepped out of the elevator and walked towards his room.  He paused at the door and listened, he couldn’t hear anything inside, which was good.  He pushed his phone to the door and it opened, granting him access. 

The room was nothing special, it was the standard business hotel room with a double bed, small coffee table, comfy chair, ensuite and a desk for work with a TV on it.  What made this room different was what was at the foot of the bed.  Kyle couldn’t help himself, he grinned like a child discovering the second layer of chocolates in a box when they thought they’d all gone.

Sophia was kneeling exactly as ordered, she was naked, blindfolded, collar on her neck with the leash hanging down between her full, firm breasts.  Her nipples were fully erect, her head down, legs open wide, just as he’d ordered.

What took him by surprise was her mouth, filled with what he presumed were her panties, drool had fallen between and onto her breasts.  Across the top of her chest was written the word “SLAVE” in bright red lipstick.  In the half light of the room he finally noticed her right breast was red, fuck she’d been slapped.  His grin turned into a full open mouthed smile.  She couldn’t see, but she knew he was here.  At least, she hoped it was Kyle.

Kyle knew how to control the situation.  He knew that she expected him to walk over to her and start playing with her superb body.  But that would be too easy.  Too quick.  Better to make her wait and let the tension build.  She’d be nervous, worried and hopefully more excited when he finally paid her some attention.

He walked slowly round the room, putting his feet down more heavily than he normally would.  The only sounds in the room were his footsteps and their breathing.  Kyle walked past her, giving the impression that he’d ignored her completely.  He opened his suitcase, first checking that the hair he’d stuck across the opening was still in place.  Good, she’d obeyed his orders and not opened it.

He unzipped the top compartment in the suitcase and took out multiple lengths of bondage rope, putting them on the table in a neat row.  He took out nipple clamps, a ball gag and several toys to play with Sophia.  Finally he took out a whip, looked at it and then put it back.  He had something else in mind.

Once everything was in place he walked past Sophia again.  He could see that she was desperate to move, to look up at her controller, but she held her place regardless.  Kyle went into the bathroom and left the door open on purpose.  He lifted the lid on the toilet and took a long piss into it before flushing it away.  He wanted to ensure that she was learning that she had no rights.

When he came back into the room he picked up the nipple clamps.  He stood behind Sophia then bent over her, he whispered in her ear, “Ready Slave?”.  He’d not used that word before to Sophia, she shuddered at what was implied when he said it.  She did her best, she nodded her head.  She was ready to begin.

Kyle took the nipple clamp chain in his right hand and, standing behind her wrapped his arms around Sophia.  He took her left breast into his hand and cupped it, then pulled the already erect nipple between his fingers and squeezed gently.  Sophia reacted, moaning slightly.  Pain slut, wondered Kyle?  Moving quickly he put the end of the clamp over Sophia’s nipple and released it gently, letting the rubber coated end bite into her nipple.  He was careful to make sure it went on the base of her nipple and not the ultra-sensitive end.  He didn’t want her to refuse to carry on. 

She gasped as it bit in, Kyle kissed her ear.  “Want to stop now?” he asked her.  Sophia just shook her head, she was desperate to find out what he had planned next – well, after the other nipple, she’d worked that out.  When the clamp bit into other nipple she welcomed the pain.  The first one had been a shock, she knew this was coming and welcomed it.

Kyle released the chain and it dropped down, her nipples now carrying the weight of the chain.  This increased her pain, but also her pleasure.  Kyle pushed a hand over her body and between her legs, her pussy was soaking wet and he massaged it gently for a few seconds, before bringing his hand back up and under Sophia’s face where she smelt herself.  He put his hand to her mouth and pulled out her panties.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, unasked for.  She truly was enjoying submitting to this man.  She just wondered what was next.  Kyle pushed his hand against her mouth and she opened it, sucking his fingers, her pussy juice into her mouth.  She’d tasted herself before of course, but this was different.  So much more submission involved.

Kyle withdrew his fingers and moved to the chair.  He wheeled it across until he was in front of Sophia, his groin barely four inches away from her face.  He touched her face with his hand and guided her to look up at him, even though her eyes were still blindfolded.

“Before we carry on, here are some rules for us both,” he told her, “First, if at any point you’re not having fun or want to stop, articulate it clearly.  I, like many others, like to use a traffic light system.  If I ask you are you OK, and I will ask a lot, reply green if you’re OK, amber if you’re unsure/want to slow down and red if you want to stop/don’t want to do what I’ve suggested.  In fact just yell red at any point and I’ll stop.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.

“Second rule you know.  You address me as Sir at all times.”

Sophia smiled as she spoke, “Yes Sir.”

“Now we’ve established the ground rules, what happened in the elevator?”

Sophia gathered her thoughts, so much had happened in just a few minutes she wanted to get it right.  Kyle didn’t rush her, he wanted to hear the story.

“Sir, when the doors closed the men looked at each other and I turned to face them.  I spoke to them and told them they’d got about a minute until the doors opened and I had to get out.  One of them thought and then pressed 22.  He ordered me to remove my shirt, which I did, then he pushed my bra off my shoulders and pulled it down, exposing my breasts.”

“I, I was so excited Sir, submitting to you and him and the same time.  Neither of them spoke and the elevator started to slow.  When the doors opened one pushed past me and looked out, then he stepped back in and put my bag against the doors, keeping them open.  Clever, Sir.”

“Clever indeed.  How did you feel?”

“Worried Sir, I wondered what they had planned.  The other one took one of my breasts into his hand, he played with it for a few seconds, then looked at me.  Our eyes met and he asked me if he could slap it.  I . . . I thought about what you’d said Sir and I told him it was OK.  He started gently and then proceeded to hit me harder and harder.  I mean, I was never going to scream in pain, but he was hitting me.”

“What did the other man do?”

“He hiked up my skirt Sir, then pulled my panties down.  He helped me to step out of them while the other man continued to hit me.  The one hitting me stopped and checked his watch.  I remember what he said, it was ‘why does time fly when you’re having fun?’  The other one laughed and touched my pussy.”

Kyle interrupted her at this point, “Women have breasts and pussies, slaves have tits and cunts, understand?”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” she said, then continued, “He touched my cunt Sir and spoke, he told the other one he had to touch me to believe how wet I was.  They both did Sir, at the same time.  One pushed his fingers inside me while the other rubbed my ass.  I could see the clock in the mirror Sir, they had 30 seconds left and I told them so.”

“One picked up my bag and looked in it, he pulled out my lipstick and passed it to his friend and told him to write on me.  He picked up my panties and rubbed my puss . . cunt with them, before stuffing them in my mouth.  He then gave me my bag, the other one put the lipstick in and we rode up a floor.  I,”, she stuttered, “I blew them a kiss when I got out and walked to your room Sir and let myself in.”

Kyle shook his head, she was a born submissive.  Or switch, but tonight she was a submissive.  His submissive.  He patted her head, “Good Girl,” he told her.

Sophia almost collapsed as he spoke to her like that.  Good Girl, fuck no one had spoken to her like that since she was 10 years old.  But it meant something very different today.  Today it was everything, it meant he was pleased with her, it meant she was submitting to him, to his will.  It was demeaning and pleasing at the same time.  She found herself blushing.

“Thank you Sir,” she whispered.  Kyle was pleased with her – for the most part.

“There is, however, something that we need to address,” said Kyle, his voice a little stern.  He waited for his sub to speak.

“What is it Sir?” she asked after a moment.

“When we got out of the taxi you forgot to address me as Sir.”

Sophia thought for a moment, replaying the moment in her mind.  Shit, she thought, shit, he was correct.  She thought for a moment before replying.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said, then added, “I really am sorry Sir, it won’t happen again.”

Kyle put his hand on the side of her face and gently lifted her head until she was facing him, her eyes still covered.  “Make sure it doesn’t”, he said, “However, we do need to address your previous omission, don’t we.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, not understanding what he meant, but knowing that this was the correct response.  It just felt right to her.

“You’re going to take off my belt and hand it to me.  You will then lie on the bed and I’m going to strike your ass a dozen times with it.  When I’ve finished you’ll thank me for punishing you and apologize again.  Is that clear?”

Sophia almost passed out listening to him.  He had just clearly stated that he was going to hurt her, and she wanted him to do it.  She’d been fascinated by the girls suffering in the BDSM club, now she was going to suffer the same fate.

Watching her react to his statement Kyle thought he’d gone too far, but he had misinterpreted her reaction.  He spoke to her quickly, “Traffic lights.”

Sophia smiled, “Green Sir.”

Kyle patted her head and removed her blindfold, “Open your eyes and look into mine and carry out your orders.”

Sophia opened her eyes and blinked a few times, then focused on her Master for the night.  She lifted her hands and put them onto Kyle’s legs, pushing them apart slowly as she ran her palms up his thighs and touched his groin.  Her smile got even wider as she touched his rock hard cock in his pants, she was pleased that she was exciting him.

As she felt for his belt and started to undo it she kept her focus on his dark eyes, not once daring to look down.  What is wrong with me, she thought, I’m taking a belt off a man I hardly know, to hand it to him, so he can hit me with it.  And I want him to.  She was turned on and if he’d not been there she’d have had her hand between her legs and she knew she’d cum in seconds.

Sophia slowly pulled and pushed the dark leather belt through the loops on Kyle’s pants.  When it was loose she put it into her right hand and lifted it up to him.  Once he took it from her she pushed herself backwards and brought her knees together, then stood as gracefully as she could, all the time keeping her eyes focused on Kyle.

He, on the other hand watched her move, his eyes moving from hers and onto her breasts, loving the way they rose and fell as she breathed in and out.  It was warm in the room but she was covered in goosebumps from the excitement.  As she stood he took hold of the chain on her nipples and pulled it slightly, forcing her nipples and breasts outwards, only hurting her a little.  He wanted to pull it off, but also didn’t want to overdo things on her first experience as a submissive.

When he released his hold on the nipple clamp chain she turned to the side and climbed onto the bed, pausing to look at the selection of ropes and equipment.  Kyle had done this on purpose, so she could see what she might face and back out if necessary.  He was pretty confident that she wouldn’t.  She put her head onto the pillows and lay on her front.  Kyle got up next to his slave and kissed her face.

“Don’t forget the traffic lights,” he whispered, “If I hit you too hard you must tell me, understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  Sophia was determined that no matter how hard he hit her she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of backing down.  She’d come to regret her decision shortly.

Kyle, though young, was experienced at this.  He laid the belt onto Sophia’s ass and let it rest there, building the suspense for her.  When he touched it again he dragged it over her rump, letting the leather touch her skin as it moved.  Sophia was loving the attention, sure she was nervous but they way he controlled her was thrilling. 

When he lifted the belt off her Sophia took a deep breath and held it.  Kyle waited for a few seconds, then brought it down onto her pale skin.  He didn’t hit her hard, but the crack reverberated round the room and Sophia cried out, just a little.

Kyle put his hand onto her ass and stroked it.  With prompting Sophia spoke and said “Green Sir.”  Kyle smiled, he was very pleased with Sophia.  The next stroke was slightly harder, but she took this in silence.  Kyle looked at her ass, already two thick red stripes were starting to form. 

For each of the next four blows he varied the timing and power, some lighter, two quickly together and two with decent pauses between them  Sophia took all but the last in silence.  She’d had six now, half way.  Kyle put the belt down and put his hand between his sub’s legs and up onto her pussy.

He couldn’t have been happier and she couldn’t have been more surprised, she was wet and her body welcomed his touch.  He ran his fingers along her smooth, wet slit and she gasped, starting to move her hips as she responded to his expert touch.  Kyle kept it up for a while, making her more and more excited before he withdrew his hand.  Sophia was annoyed when he did that, but Kyle didn’t want her to cum, at least not just yet.

“Ready?” he asked as he dragged the belt over the backs of her thighs.

“Ready Sir, Green Sir,” she replied.

Kyle didn’t hold back for the next blow, he brought the belt down hard onto her ass.  Even with her head buried in the pillows he could hear her scream.  He didn’t give her the chance to back out and quickly delivered the eighth blow just as hard, again causing her to scream in pain.  He bent down and kissed her ear.

“Ready to carry on?”

Sophia thought for a moment, she wanted him to stop, but at the same time she didn’t want to give him the pleasure of winning by making her back down.

“Green Sir,” she replied.  Kyle could hear what he thought was indecision and tears forming, so the next two were gentler, giving her chance to recover somewhat.

“Ready for the last two at full strength?” he asked Sophia.

“Yes Sir,” she replied, “As hard as you can please Sir.”  She was shocked as she said this but it was only two more.  She’d have proved she could take it.  Kyle lifted the belt and brought it down as hard as he could onto her red skin.  Again she screamed but didn’t use her safe word.  The final blow was delivered in the same way, her ass now bright red.  Once done he put the belt down and hugged Sophia, turning her onto her side.  He stroked her hair and wiped the small tears from her face.

“Thank me,” he said to her.

It was a few seconds before she replied through her tears.  “Thank you for punishing me Sir,” she said, “I, I hope I’ve learned from this lesson.”

“Good girl,” he replied, “I’m proud of what you just took.  He hugged her close, showing her tenderness as she calmed down.  For a first timer she’d taken a great deal and he was genuinely proud of her.  He’d expected her to at least go to Amber after the first hard strike, but no.

They lay there for a few minutes until she’d stopped sobbing, then Kyle turned her onto her back.  “Ready to be tied up?” he asked Sophia.

“Very ready Sir,” she replied.  She looked up at the headrest and foot of the bed.  Each corner had a post on it.  She smiled, guessing at what was to come and opened her legs wide, then the same with her arms to form a cross shape on the bed with her body.  She had expected her ass to cause intense pain as she lay on it, to her surprise it just felt warm.  It wasn’t unpleasant.

Kyle got off the bed and proceeded to work his way round her body, tying each limb to the bed frame, starting with her legs then onto her arms.  He considered gagging her, but decided not to, partially as it was her first time and he wanted to ensure she could speak if she needed to, but mostly as he wanted to push his cock inside her mouth.

He looked around and found the blindfold and showed it to Sophia.  She just nodded, indicating her willingness to have her sight removed.  Kyle slipped it over her head and started to toy with her.  He pulled the nipple chain gently, lifting her breasts slightly as he started to kiss them.  Sophia was already aroused and she started to moan gently, her arms pulling at her restraints.  She was lost in the moment.

Kyle worked his way down her stomach, kissing as he moved.  He toyed with her, ignoring her pussy and kissed down her leg, then put his hand to her pussy.  She tried to close her legs as he did this, but the ropes kept them apart.  He kept kissing her while he searched for a toy, passing over the wand as he felt for a dildo.

As he kissed back up her leg he found the on switch, keeping his hand on it.  He put a hand onto her pussy and was rewarded with a long exhale as he pushed her lips apart.  He lined the dildo up with her slit and pushed it inside her, switching it on as he did so.  The dildo started to vibrate as it entered her, the sound of it filling the room.  Sophia’s head started to twist back and forth, her hands forming fists as she writhed in pleasure.

Kyle pushed the dildo in and out, starting slowly before increasing the pace.  The vibrating ears touched her sensitive clit when it was fully inserted, he was toying with her, preventing her from cumming too quickly.  She was on edge, moaning loudly, Kyle kept the toy inside and moved up to kiss her mouth.  She was new to him, he had to judge her well.

As they kissed he could feel her legs moving, trying to come together to force the dildo inside her, so he pulled it out to toy with her.  She was breathing very quickly, he thought she was about to cum.  He brought it up to her mouth and touched her lips with the end, wet with her juices.  Sophia reached for it, lifting her head, trying to take it into her mouth.

After a couple of attempts Kyle allowed her to suck it and she did greedily, opening her mouth wide and swallowing it’s long black shaft down into her mouth, allowing it to touch the back of her throat.  Kyle put his other hand onto her clit and started to rub, she was going to cum and cum hard.

Sophia’s breathing was very quick now, her breasts rising and falling.  He kept the dildo in her mouth with one hand, finger fucking and rubbing her clit with the other.  He moved his head and took the nipple chain between his teeth, Sophia oblivious to his motion.  She was squealing, on the brink of cumming.  Kyle thought about denying her, but it was too soon in their relationship. 

“I’m cumming,” she tried to say as she bit on the dildo, her pussy contracting as an intense wave of delight ripped across her body and she bent her back.  Kyle was delighted, he lifted his head and pulled the nipple chain away, the clamps coming off her sensitive buds as she came, the pain only intensifying her pleasure.

When she started to come down Kyle pulled the dildo from her mouth and they kissed again, she relaxed her pussy and his hands came free.  He lifted it to her mouth and she opened wide for it, loving the taste.  She looked at her Dom.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, “That was incredible.”

He kissed her forehead, “It sure was.”

Kyle moved again, coming up the bed
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Sophia awoke early as she’d known she would.  She looked at the clock, just after four AM.  She was pleasantly surprised, she’d slept better than she thought she would.  She touched her collar, still tight to her neck and smiled.  Last night had been incredible.  She looked at Kyle, apparently sound asleep next to her.  She slipped from under the sheets and went to the bathroom where she drank a glass of water. 

As quietly as she could she got dressed then made for the door.  “Be outside at six,” said Kyle from the bed.  She paused, opened the door and spoke.

“Yes Sir,” she said.

“If you want that to come off.”  She touched the collar again.

“I’ll be back at six Sir,” she said, going through the door and closing it behind herself.  She walked quickly to the elevators, touched her room key to the control and called it, ascended the four floors to her room and walked in.  As soon as she was in she stripped and put on her gym kit, then back down to the basement.  She had almost two hours to kill.

Sophia made straight for the treadmills, there were six of them in a row and as she’d expected she was alone in the gym.  She double checked, then got onto the machine and started to think about the previous couple of days. 

Mail Girls.

Running naked.

What was it like.  Her hand hovered over the start button for the machine, then she withdrew it and stepped off the machine.  She had to know what it was like.  She looked around again, then pulled off her running shirt, removed her bra, pulled down her leggings – but left her running shoes on.  She took a deep breath and got onto the treadmill and started it going.  She picked a gentle program, remembering it was calibrated in km/hr and set it going at a steady 10kph. 

As the treadmill started to move she initially walked, then jogged as it sped up.  Instantly she was very aware of her breasts moving, up and down, side to side as it got faster and faster.  For the first time in her adult life she wished for a smaller chest, but that wasn’t going to happen.  Sophia was headstrong, she knew she should stop and get dressed, but she’d told herself 30 minutes and she was going to do 30 minutes.

I’ll stop when the machine stops, she told herself, Or if the door opens . . .

Sweat was soon forming on her brow, she picked up the hand towel without slowing, then put it down.  Mail Girls, my Mail Girls won’t have access to towels, she thought.  So she just ran, sweat running down her face, over her breasts.  After a few minutes her breasts no longer ached, she’d just got immune to the pain.  She focused on the running, she even forgot about the door and the possibility of being discovered.

When the machine finally slowed down and stopped she got off and toweled the sweat off her body,  She held her breasts, they were sensitive and sore.  She rubbed them for a few moments, before pulling on her clothes and moving across to the weights area.  The collar on her neck was tight and had rubbed, but nothing she couldn’t deal with.

As she started on the weights Sophia formed a plan for work later that day . . . .
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After the gym Sophia returned to her room, showered and dressed for work.  She wanted the leather collar off her neck now, but she thought she should let Kyle remove it.  Just before six she made sure she was outside Kyle’s room, she checked the corridor, knocked on his door, looked up and down the corridor then dropped to her knees, waiting. 

Inside Kyle heard the knock and checked the time, 5:57am.  He waited until exactly six, then went to the door and peeked through the spyhole.  He was dressed, ready for the day.  He smiled, she had obeyed him completely, she was kneeling, waiting for him.  He waited for a couple of minutes to make her sweat, before he opened the door and look down at her.  Still Sophia didn’t move, she was playing her part to the best of her abilities.

“Come in”, said Kyle, standing slightly to the side.  Sophia made to stand up, Kyle pushed her down, “Crawl,” he said, loving the power he had over her.  They were only play acting, but it felt good to them both, he loving the power, she the loss of control for once in her life.  She crawled into the room, Kyle looked up and down the corridor, there was no one there.  He closed the door and slapped Sophia’s ass, the sound reverberated round the room.

Kyle walked past her and sat in the chair, she crawled to him and knelt before him, looking up at her Master.  They smiled at each other, he ran his hand through her hair and he bent forward to kiss her.  He put a finger inside the ring on her collar and pulled it, drawing her closer to him.

“So,” he said, “First time wearing one of these, how does it feel?”

Sophia thought for a few moments before answering him, “I like it Sir, at least once in a while.  I wouldn’t want to wear one 24x7, and I certainly don’t want to be anyone’s slave.  Just fun to play I guess.”

Kyle nodded, that was his thought as well.  Fun to play, but to live?  No thanks.  He kissed her again, then released the grip on her collar.  “Come on,” he said, “Let’s get that off you.”  Sophia looked a little sad, Kyle spoke again, “It’s been on you a long time, there’s going to be a mark on your neck.  You’ll want that to fade won’t you before work?”

Sophia hadn’t thought about that, but he was correct, it would be hard to explain away.  She lifted her hair as Kyle reached behind her neck and unbuckled the collar.  He held in front of her eyes and they both looked at it, then their smiles became laughter.

“Come on,” he said, “Let’s get something to eat.”  He offered her his hand and helped her to stand, they kissed once more and went down for breakfast.  Over breakfast he asked if he could see her again tonight.

“No,” she replied, shaking her head, “I’m flying home straight after work tonight.”  Kyle tried hard to not look disappointed, truth be told they both were.  Last night had been amazing for them both.  After they’d eaten they kissed once more, they’d exchanged details and decided maybe they’d meet up again back home.  Afterwards Sophia went to her room, packed up, checked out and went to the office.
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In the office Sophia toyed with Mr. Daisuke’s business card.  She wanted to do a test.  She carefully constructed an email and sent to him, in the email she politely enquired if it would be possible to have a mailgirl come to her office, she wanted to watch the reaction of the men in her company, to see if it would be something of interest.

Within seconds he responded, it would be his immense pleasure to help her out and he would send a girl as soon as she told him her office number.  Sophia smiled, the offices were identical throughout the building, so she apologized for not telling him in the first email.  The next email was almost instant.  The girl was on the way.  Sophia phoned reception warning them, then she stood at the office door and waited. 

10 minutes later she watched as the workers, almost all male, stopped what they were doing as a naked girl entered and ran the length of the floor.  The office was always a hive of activity,  keyboards being tapped, people talking in huddles as they discussed issues and brain stormed.  The silence spread over the floor as the girl ran.  By the time she made it to Sophia’s office the entire floor was silent, every man on his feet watching the girl run, her breasts moving.  Like most Japanese girls she didn’t have large breasts, Real advantage for a mail girl, thought Sophia.

When she got to the door she opened it and ran in, she looked at Akari and then at Sophia, she decided that Sophia was the more important and she threw herself to the floor, opened her legs and presented an envelope to Sophia.  Sophia smiled and took the envelope from the girl, then stopped the clock on her phone.  Sophia read the letter, then studied the girl.  Her chest was heaving, she was drawing in air, sweat was pouring off her.  Sophia looked at her, then rated her five stars on the app.

Sophia walked to the desk and picked up a pen, she wrote thank you on the letter – all Mr. Daisuke had written was Enjoy.

Sophia gave the letter back and the girl took it, then looked at Akari.  “Ask her to return this to Mr. Daisuke please.”  Sophia turned and looked at the office floor, no one had returned to work yet.  The mail girl stood up and bowed to Akari and then to Sophia, turned and left the office, closing the door behind her and then started to run to the elevators.  The men in the office watched in silence, as soon as she was gone they started to talk to each other.  Sophia couldn’t speak much Japanese, but she knew what they were talking about, and it wasn’t work.

“This will work for us, won’t it?” asked Akari.

Sophia nodded without turning round.  This would work.  This could be her ticket to Senior VP and then head of HR when Assem, the head of HR retired in a few years time.  This could, this would work.  She just needed to work out how to sell it.  She’d have plenty of time to think about this on the long flight back to America.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   Look out for part 2, coming soon




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




Paige

xx




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




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




https://fetlife.com/users/15660512


(or search for -paigebond- )




https://twitter.com/paigebondauthor
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