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Warning

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

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


Preface

In an attempt to revive itself a failing company introduces a special type of delivery service.  Internal mail is delivered by naked female couriers.  These girls run around the company offices six days a week, 12 hours a day, delivering messages.  It's a harsh, unforgiving environment and the girls have few, if any, rights.


Mail Girls : Cross Town

The phone on 17’s left arm beeped in its holder.  Fuck, she thought, 5.57pm and called again.  Fuck.  She didn’t speak of course, mail girls were forbidden to speak unless given explicit permission to do so by one of the senior management.  She had been in this position, naked, kneeling, legs spread wide apart, head down for the last five minutes since delivering her last letter.  She’d been a mail girl for just over three years, two to go on her contract.  Five years in total of running round an office naked, delivering mail for nine hours a day, six days a week without a holiday or break.  Mail girls didn’t get vacations, just one day a week to themselves. 

After so long as a mail girl 17 didn’t use her old human name.  That woman had gone into hiding for the duration of the contract.  She thought of herself as 17, and only as 17.  She obeyed orders, ran letters, ate like an animal, slept in a cage, chained to the wall.  When she was released she’d reuse her human name, but until then she was 17, she thought that that would make the constant humiliation easier to deal with.

Every mail girl dressed the same, a pair of running shoes, knee length socks (color dependent on grade), a color coordinated collar with her number on it, permanently locked onto her neck.  When she’d first started, being naked – or semi naked – bothered her, she was only 18, with long blonde hair and small, pert breasts.  Ideal for a mail girl.  Why did she sign up?  Money of course.  Why else would you?  Five years of her life in exchange for half a million dollars (less tax, naturally).

She picked the phone from it’s holder, 7.A.14 was on the screen with 219 . . . 218 . . . 217.  Three and half minutes to get up five floors.  She rocked back, pulled her knees together and stood in silence, bowed to the man in the chair in front of which she’d been kneeling for the last five minutes and turned and ran down the main corridor towards the center of the tower block, sliding the phone back into it’s holder.  People, mostly male, were gather by the elevators.  Lazy bastards, waiting for the elevators to descend two floors.  I’ve got to take the staircase and climb five floors in three minutes.  At least when I get there I know where I’m going.  Like most mail girls the first few weeks were awful, getting lost, running late, earning demerits and punishments.  She could still remember the caning she got at the end of her first week. That first week had been hard.

Her shoulders were tattooed with 17, above it were the words ‘Mail Girl’ and below it ‘Property of Entrust-Systems’ with their security phone number.  Her contract specified that she could chose covering tattoos when she left at the end.  The tattoos had really brought home to her how low she’d sunk.  Property of . . . property of . . . Might as well be an animal.  Or a slave.

As she ran past the crowd at the elevators some turned to watch her, her small breasts bouncing, hair swinging as she ran.  Her phone was in a black holder, the same color as her socks and leather collar that she wore.  Black meant that she had no rights.  If a free person wanted a blowjob or a fuck she had to oblige.  The stairwell door opened and a white holder girl came out of the stairwell, she wasn’t allowed to be touched at all.  The girl didn’t hold the door for 17 of course, why should she risk being late and earning a demerit?  None of the crowd attempted to slow or fondle 17 as she ran, it was forbidden to touch a running mail girl.  But they still watched.  Sad fuckers.

17 grabbed the door handle and pulled it hard, the door opened smoothly, she took a moment to ensure there was no one in her way and pounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time, counting the floors as she ran upwards.  After one floor her lungs were starting to burn, her heart beating quickly as she raced to make sure she beat the clock.  Sweat was running down her body by six, she thought her lungs might burst by the time she got to the stair door on seven.  Normally the girls only had to climb one or two floors, it was just bad luck that she was nearest when the request was made for a mail girl.

She burst out of the door, past the obligatory group of people on their way home and into the main office.  She ran towards the windows (the ‘A’ corridor) and turned right, heading towards cube 14.  When she got there she dropped to her knees, heart pounding, lungs bursting, the sweat pouring down her face and body.  She knew she couldn’t look great, her hair must have been matted and twisted, but she knew she’d soon be in the shower, feeling like she was almost human again.  The man in the cube turned to face her as she lifted her hands into an open gesture, ready to accept his letter.

He bent down and touched her phone.  As soon as he did the timer stopped.  “18 seconds early,” it announced.  This was both good and bad.  Early or on time meant she’d avoided a punishment.  But 18 seconds early was too early, next time her target time would be reduced as it was clearly within her limits.  Next time she’d have to run harder.

The man was in a foul mood, no doubt as he was still in the office at just after six on a Monday.  When he took his hand off the phone he drifted it across to her breast, cupping it in his fat fingers and squeezing her nipples.  17 took the pain in silence.  This was his right.  He crushed her breast in his hand and pulled, forcing her breast outwards, extending the nipple, then as his hand slipped off he caught her nipple between his palm and fingers, bending his hand inwards and sinking his nails into her most sensitive place.   Their eyes met as he started to twist, he wanted to hurt her, to make her cry out in pain, giving him the right to whip her.  But after several years 17 was wise to this play, and she remained silent.

He sniffed and let go.  “Almost worth working late for this,” he said, knowing she wouldn’t reply.  He opened his fly and put his fat hand inside his pants, pulling out his greasy cock.  He didn’t speak, he didn’t move, 17 was going to make this worth his while.  She lifted her ass upwards, keeping her legs spread wide and took his cock into her mouth. 

“Mmmmm,” she said, fighting down the urge to puke.  At the end of the day, this is what she was being paid for.  She was immune to it now, on her first day after her first blowjob she’d refused to swallow (demerit), spoken back (demerit) run to the toilets (demerit), thrown up (demerit) and been late to her next pick up (demerit).  Five demerits in five minutes, a company record.  On Friday she’d been placed into the standing rack at lunch time and whipped.  Now a blowjob was just something to endure, cum something to swallow.

17 folded her arms behind her back, submissively.  She’d learned that most guys liked that, it increased their sense of domination over her, made her look smaller and weaker.  Her lungs were still pounding, at least this would give her a rest.  She raised herself up slightly, bent forward and took his soft cock into her mouth.  He smiled, what a fucking perk.  Almost made the long hours and low pay worthwhile.

He spun his chair slightly, easing his cock from 17’s mouth.  She twisted with him, he was toying with her, making her work as he swiveled the chair round.  17 looked up at him moving, keeping her eyes on his as he moved, she gyrated her body, her ass lifting and falling as she bent at the waist, keeping his cock in her mouth.  He was loving the game.  If she did well she’d get a good report from him, maybe cancel out some of the demerits she’d earned from being late earlier.

The man loved 17, she was, in his opinion, one of the best looking mail girls.  Some, most, guys preferred big tits, but he liked them small and pert.  So much more sensitive in his experience.  When 17 had arrived he’d been so excited, it took him all his control not to spin round and face fuck her there.  No, better to make it last a while.

He stopped spinning and 17 started to work, she moved her head up and down on his rapidly growing cock.  It wasn’t long, for which she was grateful – she hated being choked on a long cock, but it was fat and she had to open her jaw wide.  She was very careful to keep her teeth away from his cock, no need to earn a demerit if she could avoid it.

She moved her mouth up and down his fat cock, sucking, slurping as she worked, ignoring the strain on her thighs as she moved.  Last one of the day, she thought.  She tried to take her mind off it by thinking of the shower that was to come, the evening meal – nothing fancy, she was a mail girl after all.  The meals were served in dog bowls on the floor, one contained food, the other water.  Each meal was eaten in the same way, the mail girls knelt, arms behind her back (just as she was now), bent forward trying to keep their hair out of the food.  Just one more way to humiliate and degrade the girls.

If anything breakfast was even worse, they were on display to the world, in a glass fronted part of the building, exposed to the morning commuters as they walked and drove to work.  Just close your mind, think of the money.

17’s face stung with pain as the man used his open palm to strike her, knocking her to one side, forcing her mouth from his cock.

“Dumb cunt,” he half yelled at her, “Keep your fucking teeth off my cock.”  17 looked at him, she’d not been concentrating.  She held his gaze for a few seconds, then looked down and moved back to his cock.  Under the circumstances she was allowed to speak, but what she would have to say was prescribed.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said to him, her mouth half an inch from his erect cock.  She could smell it and he could feel her warm breath on the sensitive head.  “Please mark me with a demerit Sir and punish me as you see fit.”  She didn’t wait for a response and instead took him back into her mouth, thoughts of food long gone.

The man smiled and eased off his belt.  She’d (literally) asked for what was about to come.  He took the belt into his right hand and with his left moved the mouse and opened up a browser and went to porn hub.  He clicked for a few moments, savoring 17’s skilled mouth on his cock.  He soon found what he was looking for.  A woman in black leather with a slave girl kneeling between her legs.  He’d watched it a million times, the domme in the video raised her whip and struck the back of the slave girl.  In time with her he raised his belt and struck 17’s back.  He hit her much harder than the actress in the video, she was acting, he wanted to hurt 17.

17 took the blow without complaint, after years of this she’d got used to it.  She even blamed herself for it.  That’s what the program did to you.  The man continued to strike 17 over and over, always in time with the video.  He knew it inside out and watched the domme’s growing excitement. 

“Wank me,” he told 17.  She moved her hands from behind her back, with her left started to rub his balls, her right she placed on the base of his cock and wanked him in time with her moving mouth.  He was close, they both knew it. 

As the woman on the screen started to cum he threw his head back, put his hands on 17’s head and forced his cock to the back of her mouth as he came.  “Fuck yes,” he cried out as he pumped his seed into her young mouth.  He stopped whipping her and just held her in place, her lips sealed on his cock.  She couldn’t breathe, but she didn’t struggle.  No point getting an extra demerit.

When he finally let go she moved her head back slowly, despite the need for air.  When his cock was half way out she finally breathed out through her nose, keeping his cock and cum in her mouth.  They looked at each other, one loving the moment, loving his job, the other hating him, her job and her life.  She continued to pull back, as soon as his cock was out of her mouth she smiled, opened wide to show him his load then closed and swallowed.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.

He pushed his cock back inside his pants, zipped them up and turned back to his desk.  17 lifted her hands back up, palms upwards ready to receive the envelope.  It must have been well past 6 by now.  This would be her last run of the day.  He dug around on his desk for a few seconds before he found the envelope and put it into her open hands.  She closed her fingers round the envelope and twisted to offer her iPhone to the man.  He pushed the screen a few times and it started to beep.

“I only gave you two demerits.  Now, hurry up cunt, long run ahead of you.  You don’t want any more, do you?”  17 didn’t answer.

17 stood up and took the phone out of the holder to look at the screen.  Fuck.  Fuck.  FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK.  Her body started to run, her mind barely thinking about what this delivery meant.  15 minutes dead, she had to run from the office in Lower Knob Hill to the secondary site on the edge of the Misson District.  In December.  The weather didn’t bother her, it would be cold sure but she’d be running.  After three years being outside, naked, on display didn’t bother her.  Being dark outside didn’t bother her, she’d be less visible.  What bothered her was she’d have to run though Tenderloin.

Growing up in San Francisco she knew all about Tenderloin.  Rumored to be named after a policeman who got so fat on bribes from the crime lords of the district he abandoned cheaper cuts of meat in favor of tenderloins.  Although this man was long dead, the legend and the legacy of crime lived on.  When she was young she’d known to avoid the area if possible, and certainly after dark.  It was built on crime, poor people and homelessness. 

17 had grown up in a normal, relatively wealthy middle class family.  Then when she was 17 her world imploded, her father lost his job in the global recession – was it still called a recession?  When does a recession become a depression?  Mail girls had no access to the outside world, their news was always months out of date, new information coming when a new hire started.  Her father had turned to drink, which rapidly became alcoholism, which lead to separation.  The woman she called mother quickly revealed herself as a gold digger, divorced her father and took the money, leaving them homeless and destitute.  Her father drank himself to death, leaving 17 with nowhere to live and no family shortly after her 18th birthday.  So she became a mail girl.

At EnTrust-Systems (the company where she worked) mail girls lived in, they had no expenses and every cent they earned was held in trust, ready for the day their contracts were up.  17 knew she’d be 23 when she left and she’d have around half a million dollars in the bank.  The contract specified that the amount would be $500,000 in 2023 dollars (less tax – everything was legal and above board), so she was even inflation secure.

17 entered the stairwell and started downwards, trying to decide what to do.  She could cut up California to Van Ness, but she knew that main thoroughfare would be busy at this time of night.  She’d be safe, but it would add at least seven minutes to her run, it was uphill all the way to Van Ness, then a longer run down to eighth street.  No, no she had to risk it.  It was just after six, there should be some people in the streets.  Hopefully the right kind of people, she thought.  Not just the homeless and drunks.

It had been several months since 17 had last had to make a delivery to the Misson office, just past Folsom street.  She remembered well what the run down Hyde had been like, the street littered with rubbish, the homeless people and drug addicts packing the street, watching her, staring at her as she ran naked past them.  She’d hated every footstep.  Somehow running naked in the office was OK, she’d got used it in a place where she was one of many mail girls.

Out of the street was different.  She was in no danger of arrest, the progressive city government still allowed public nudity (mostly she suspected by bribing the correct officials).  All she could do was run, run fast and try to block the hobos and regular people out of her mind.  As she ran, the red Don’t Walk light flicked on and she slowed, then stopped at the lights, waiting for them to go green for pedestrians.  She jogged on the spot, her small, pert breasts bouncing up and down as she moved, keeping herself warm.  If the road had been quiet she’d have run across, but at that time it was a constant stream of vehicles.

“Holy shit, what the fuck have we got here?” a man said, his voice a combination of admiration and surprise.  17 turned to look at him, not stopping moving.  She didn’t speak, she wasn’t allowed to of course.  She might break that rule, she might need to depending on what happened next. 

The man was clearly well to do, about 50, white, wearing a suit with a thick overcoat.  They were the only two people waiting at the crossing, still inside Knob Hill.  He looked her up and down.

“Not speaking eh?” he said.  She ignored him.  He shook his head and grabbed one of her breasts, holding it as she jogged.  His hand was still, her boobs bouncing and it caused her significant pain.  Despite her training and commitments to her contract she slapped his hand.

“Get the fuck off me,” she yelled at him.  He laughed.

“Fuck you cunt,” he replied.  The traffic stopped, the light changed and 17 started to cross.  He helped her on her way with a hard slap to her ass, the impact almost knocked her to the floor, she stumbled and then recovered as she ran across the street, out of Knob Hill and into Tenderloin.

Almost at once the change of areas was obvious, the streetlamps were fewer and less bright, the store fronts dirtier and less welcoming.  She could read the signs for discount alcohol, cheap food as she ran.  At the next two sets of lights she was lucky and hit them just right, crossing without stopping.  But her luck couldn’t last and she knew it.  At the third set her worst fears came to light.  The red light for pedestrians was showing and there was a large group of disheveled, down and outs standing around, she’d smelled them from 20 yards away, the stench only getting worse as she got closer and closer to them.

“Hey babe, hey, don’t ignore me girl,” one of them shouted.

“Fuck me bitch,” added another.  The group was acting as one, closing around her.  17 was terrified.

“Please . . .,” she stammered, despite the rules not allowing her to speak, “Please . . . I’m working and I’m against the clock.”

“Working?  I remember that bitch.”  17 turned her head to face the voice.  The man was about 50, a long unkempt beard, wearing glasses with one missing lens.  His coat was long but threadbare, his skin dirty.  He put a hand out and touched 17’s arm.  Instinctively she withdrew it, pulling it back towards herself.

“Don’t be like that baby,” he added, opening his mouth into a semi smile, showing his stained, yellow teeth full of gaps.  17 coughed, fuck she’d thought he smelled bad, this was nothing compared to his breath.  She turned her head away, seeking some respite, only to looking into the eyes of another man – he looked like a wild animal, demonically grinning at her, his eyes red from God only knew what drugs.  17 was in deep, deep trouble and she knew it.

The man with the demon eyes extended his arm quickly, grabbing hers.  She tried to pull away again, but his grip was firm.  Like the first man he smiled at her, his few teeth glinting in the light of the passing cars. 

17 opened her mouth to scream when she was grabbed from behind, a large hand over her mouth.  She struggled, but it was no good, the person pulled on her.  She kicked out, catching someone in the groin, she got no satisfaction when he collapsed in pain, she knew she was going to lose.  She lashed out again, making contact with a second man. 

“Get the bitch’s legs, fuck, get them,” the first man shouted.  He grabbed her loose arm, pulled the phone from it and threw it away, in seconds two others had her legs.  They lifted her up, carrying her like a trophy, down the main street and then off into an alley way, 17 screaming the whole time, her letter lost and forgotten, It didn’t seem important now.  People in the cars on the street looked as they heard the noise, but no one got out, no one moved.  They looked, saw and looked away, trying to forget what they’d just seen.

She could see the tent city ahead of her, she knew what was coming.  17 didn’t stop struggling, even when they told her to.  One man punched her once, hard in the stomach, knocking the breath out of her and reducing her to silence.  When they threw her to the ground she instinctively knelt and opened her legs, head down, then tried to close them, when she did a huge guy she’d not seen before kicked them apart.

“Well, well, well,” he said, his voice rough and slurred, he was drunk, or high.  Or worse, thought 17. “What do we have here?”  17 didn’t speak, she was terrified.  Her mouth opened and closed but no words came out.  She looked around from face to face, they all merged into one and tears streamed down her cheeks.  The men were enjoying her discomfort.

“Seriously,” the leader asked, “What the fuck do we have here?  Why’s a girl running naked through Tenderloin?”

“I know about them,” said another voice, “Mail girls, they get paid to run naked and deliver letters, don’t you cunt?”  His voice was hard, no hint of sympathy with her.  She knew she had to acknowledge him, so she nodded her head.

“Why ain’t the bitch talking?  Is she mute?”

“Nah, they’re not allowed to speak, are you?”  17 shook her head.  “And they have to allow people to do whatever they want, don’t you?”  17 didn’t move.  “Don’t you?” the man shouted at her, his head inches from hers.  Despite her fears she nodded slightly, almost imperceptibly, tears were streaming down her face.  She’d agreed to fuck employees on demand, to suck any cock or pussy offered to her.  But they knew the rules, they wore rubbers.  These men were going to rape her, gang rape her and they wouldn’t use protection. 

“Well ain’t that just grand,” said the leader.  He took a step towards 17, his crotch an inch from her mouth.  He put his hand on her head and held her face.  “You a good cock sucker girl?”  17 didn’t answer, didn’t move, just kept shaking.  Her eyes darted around, there was no escape.  The man pulled his pants down, 17 almost threw up.  The stench of his body, his cock and ass made her want to puke, the man couldn’t have cleaned himself in any capacity for weeks or even months.

“Suck my cock cunt,” he ordered.  When she didn’t move he repeated the order, louder.  Still she didn’t move.  He took his hand off her head and reached inside his long coat and pulled out a knife.  17 stared at it, she couldn’t take her eyes off the knife.  He moved it in the air in a sweeping figure of eight shape, then moved it towards her neck.

“I said suck my cock, cunt,” he repeated, quieter this time.  The crowd watched as she bent forward and opened her mouth, accepting her fate, tears streaming down her face.  17 had been broken.

A siren sounded 50 feet away and the alleyway lit up blue as a black and white pulled into the alley, headlights illuminating the dirty alley way for the first time in years.  Someone had called 17’s plight in after all.

“Fuck, shit,” said the crowd as they melted away into the tent city.  The man in front of 17 with his pants down and cock out turn and tried to run, he stumbled and fell before pulling up his pants and scampering away with the others.  The police car approached slowly before the two officers climbed out, leaving the scene illuminated with their flashing blue light and headlights.  One of them took out his pistol, a display of strength wouldn’t go amiss when they were so outnumbered.  The other one, a woman, went to 17’s aid.

“Hey, hey,” she put her arm around 17.  “You OK?”  17 thought for a moment and nodded.  The police officer looked at the tent city.  “We’ll never find them, you know?”  17 knew.  In the half light and with her tears and fears she wouldn’t be able to describe them anyway.  The knife, the knife she could describe in perfect detail.

“Come on, let me help you.  I’m Erin,” added the office.  She helped 17 to the car and into the back seat.  Erin paused for a moment, then opened the trunk, pulled out a blanket and got into the back with 17.  The initial shock of the arrival of the police had worn off and the homeless people were gathering again.  The male officer backed towards the car and got in, then backed the car out into the main street.

Erin looked around, making sure that they were clear.  She spoke into her radio and handed the blanket to 17, who took it gratefully and started to wrap it round her shoulders.  Officer Erin caught sight of the tattoo on 17’s shoulder in the half light of a street lamp, then reached over and pulled the blanket down to inspect it.

“You’re a mail girl, aren’t you?”  17 nodded.  “Fuck, we were going to take you to the precinct and get you home.  Fuck, what a waste.”  Erin examined the tattoo, then looked around.  “Were you heading for the Knob Hill office?  Mission?”  17 nodded.  “Jack, hey, Jack,” she shouted, speaking to her partner.  “Fuck the precinct, head to the Entrust-Systems offices in Mission.  We’ve got a mail girl here that needs to get home.”

“Fuck,” replied Jack from the front.  He drove in silence, turning the car onto Van Ness and pointing south, heading towards the Misson district.  A few blocks from the EnTrust-Systems office Jack pulled the patrol car into a deserted car lot and drove it up a ramp.  He parked and leaned over – 17 had assumed they’d walk her to the office.  “You two going have some fun?” asked Jack, winking at his partner.  He watched as Erin put a hand onto 17’s thigh and slid it up, under the blanket.  17 turned to look at officer Erin.  She’d not expected this. 

17 didn’t speak, she just stared at the female officer as she ran her hand further and further up her leg until Erin touched her pussy.  Erin didn’t wait, didn’t ask, just ran her fingers along 17’s slit before pushing a single thin finger inside the worried girl.  Could be worse, thought 17, thinking about the alley way she’d just been rescued from.  Could be a lot worse.

Even so 17 held her breath and put a hand behind her back.  She found the door release and pulled it, pushing her body against the door, hoping that her weight would make her fall out of the car onto the cold, hard pavement of the car park.  Nothing happened, she pulled it again and again.

“You can’t get out like that girl,” said Jack, twisting to watch the lesbian scene that was about to unfold before his eyes.  “The child proof . . . the ‘prisoner’ proof locks are always on.”  He laughed at his own joke.  17 looked at him, then at Erin.  He continued to talk at 17 as her discomfort grew.

“So far we can charge you with public indecency, keep struggling and we can add resisting arrest, maybe assaulting a police officer.  Want me to keep going?”  17 shook her head.  “Or, you can willingly allow Officer Jacobsen to . . . well, you get the idea don’t you and then maybe, if she’s satisfied, maybe we’ll just let you go.”

“But,” he added, pulling out his phone, if you give your permission to have this filmed as well we can overlook your . . . transgressions.  What’s it going to be, 17?”  17 thought for a moment, then nodded.  If she was arrested and charged her . . . . career . . . . as a mail girl was over.  She’d have spent two years being fucked and used, living like an animal for no reason.  Her pay to date would be cancelled and she’d be living on the street, probably with those hobos, being gang raped on a daily basis, at least until she was pregnant or too old to be used.  No, having sex with Erin was much better.

17 looked back at Officer Jack and smiled.  She nodded.  “Good girl,” he said, “You know it makes sense.” 

Jack activated his phone and pointed it at Erin & 17.  “Now,” he said, starting the camera, “State your name and some details clearly for posterity.”

“My name is 17 and I’m . . .”

“NO,” Jack shouted, “NO, your real name.”  17 hesitated, she’d not wanted this.

“My name is Alice May-Mitchel and I’m a mail girl at Entrust-Systems.  I’m 20 and I was born on 12th March 2002 in Oakland General,” she managed to get out.  Jack smiled, that was enough.

“If one word of that was a lie,” he said, “if one word turns out to be untrue you’re under arrest.”  He thought for a moment, “Or maybe we’ll take you back to rape alley?”  17 was terrified, fuck what if they did that anyway?

“It was true,” she pleaded, gasping as Erin started to finger fuck her.  Jack put the phone down and ran what she’d told him through the police systems.  She didn’t have a record, but he found her details anyway.  The picture was a couple of years out of date, but it was close enough.  He knelt on the driver’s seat, unzipped his pants and started to wank, holding the phone in his left hand.

“Forget I’m here girls,” he said, “Have fun.”

Erin smiled, she loved working with jack.  If anything, he was more fucked up in the head than even she was.  Erin knew he’d cum all over 17 and she’d scoop it up in her mouth, then share it over a kiss with 17 later.  17 would be swallowing, that would be a final humiliation for the girl.

Erin took 17’s head in her free hand and pulled her towards herself, twisting her.  Erin knew this had to be good for the camera.  17 closed her mind as she’d done earlier.  It was just another fuck.  She opened her mouth and the two women’s mouths met and they started to kiss.  17 had realized that Erin was a dominant, so she held her tongue back, drawing Erin’s into her mouth, allowing the other woman to control the situation.

17 lifted her hands from behind her back and put them onto Erin’s head, holding her, kissing her passionately.  17 was good at faking this.  Erin pushed 17’s hands from her head, she wanted to make sure that 17’s face was clearly visible.  17 put her hands onto Erin’s breasts, feeling them through the thin material of her blue tunic.  She was gentle, in her experience most women preferred that (unlike the men who used her body).  Erin took her hands from 17’s head and pulled off her police belt and handed it to Jack who took it silently. 

17 started to undo Erin’s shirt as Erin pulled the blanket away from 17, revealing her firm, toned body.  As soon as her blouse was undone beyond her breasts Erin pulled 17’s head between them, forcing 17 to kiss and lick the soft white flesh.  Erin moaned, she had sensitive breasts and loved the feel of a girl.

17 eased Erin’s shirt over her shoulders and pulled it down her arms, then reached behind the officer’s back and undid her bra, eased it over her shoulders, down her arms, then dangled it in front of the camera before throwing it into the front.  Jack smiled. This girl was good, it was going to make an excellent film.  He spat into his hand and continued to wank himself slowly.  Pity I can’t get in the back with them, he thought, but Erin would never allow it.

17 continued to work on Erin’s breasts, holding them together and pushing her head between them, Erin would hold her head in place, denying the young woman air until she struggled, then she’d release her.  Erin loved the power she had over this woman.  She guided the young mail girl’s mouth over one of her erect nipples , pushing her head onto it, making her suck it, then she threw her head back, lost in the moment.

Erin held 17 in place until 17 nearly passed out, then she released her, loving the sound as 17 gasped for breath.  When Erin released the girl she hitched up her skirt then put her hands on 17’s head and pushed her down, making her kiss the way down her own toned body, before opening her legs wide, exposing her pussy, only covered by a tiny g string.  Erin didn’t try to remove the lacy material, she just ran a finger inside it and pulled it to one side, exposing her soft, smooth, pink pussy lips.

Soon Erin was lost in pleasure as 17 licked the soft folds of her cunt, pushing her tongue in and out of her hole.  Erin kept her legs spread wide for Jack so he could film it all, she had her head back on the headrest, panting as 17 licked her clit, toying and teasing her.  When 17 pushed three fingers inside her pussy and started to finger fuck the errant officer she almost came instantly, 17 was no stranger to pleasuring a woman.

Erin put her hands onto 17’s ears, pulling her gently, guiding her as she got more and more excited as she used the mail girl.  As she reached her climax she pulled 17 in, bending her ears, hurting the girl as she came hard, crying out as wave after wave of orgasm came over her.  When she let go 17 moved to the side, gently kissing her way down Erin’s leg.  In the front Jack started to cum, he aimed his load at his partner’s cunt, shooting onto it and her belly.  17 didn’t wait to be asked, she kissed her way back up the woman’s legs and licked the hot cum from her pussy, then sucked it up from Erin’s stomach.

17 turned to look at the camera, then opened her mouth to show the cum to the phone, closed and swallowed, then opened wide again to show it had all gone.  She didn’t hesitate and took Jack’s still hard cock in her mouth and she sucked it up and down, cleaning while moaning gently.  Erin opened an eye and watched, idly rubbing her clit as she did.

When she’d recovered officer Erin spoke to Jack, “Did you get all that?”  He nodded and turned his phone to face 17, her face blushing.  She was disgusted, disgusted with them, disgusted with herself.

Jack turned his phone off and put it away.  “And,” he said, “If you ever tell anyone about your dirty little secret this film will be uploaded to the internet and delivered to EnTrust-Systems.  You’re not allowed to fuck people from outside the company are you?  ARE YOU?”  She jumped as he shouted the last two words at the terrified girl.  She managed to nod.

Jack picked up a machine and Erin grabbed 17’s hand.  She didn’t resist as they took her fingerprints.  “Now we know who you are . . . or rather who you were.”  Erin laughed as she said that.  She let go of 17’s hand and went back to putting her clothes on.

“Any reason you’re still here?” asked Jack.  17 shook her head, she was in shock, not that the two of San Francisco’s finest cared.  Jack released the rear door catch and Erin pushed 17 out, she cried out as she landed on the ice cold concrete of the parking lot.

Erin looked at the almost naked girl, her knee length socks dirty and ripped, her collar twisted at an angle, her once white running shoes mud stained.  “Get the fuck out of here,” Erin ordered 17.  17 stood up, shaking, crying and looked around the lot.  She spied the exit ramp, she was on the third floor.  Instinct took over and she started to run, slowly at first, then speeding up as her body settled into a familiar rhythm. 

On the downward spiral of the ramp the black and white passed her, Officer Erin wound her window down and blew a kiss at 17.  “See you again some time yeah?” and winked.  17 ignored her as best she could.

When she was out of the street 17 looked round, she was five blocks from the Mission office.  She ran, she had no idea what time it was, he phone and letter were gone, it was quiet in the streets now – fuck, how long had she been out?  She was very, very late.  Several homeless people wolf whistled her as she ran, but otherwise the last five blocks were traversed without incident.

When she got to the office she ran round the back and stood at the service entrance.  The alley was brightly lit and she knew it was covered in CCTV so she felt secure.  The door, however, couldn’t be opened as she’d lost her phone.  She thought for a moment, then ran to the main entrance, took a deep breath and entered via the revolving door.  She checked the time, even this late (fuck almost eight pm) there were still people milling around, leaving late.  She walked to the front desk where one of the security guards looked up.

“Man, what happened to you girl?”  When she didn’t speak he looked again and noticed her collar.  “Mail Girl?” he asked.  She nodded and he picked up the phone and dialed a number.  “Hey, it’s Gus here on the front desk.  Got a mail girl here, looks like she’s had a rough time . . . . er, number 17. . . . right . . . . Sure, see you in 15.”  Gus put the phone down and looked at 17, studying her.  She was dirty and cold.  “Come back here,” he said to her, kindly, “Let me warm you up.”

Gus stood up, like most night security staff he was huge, he must have weighed 250 pounds plus and the stress of standing made him sweat.  He lifted the door in the security desk and guided 17 behind it, then opened a door into the CCTV control room.  At this time of night the room was empty.  He sat down in a swivel chair and spun round, opened a drawer and pulled out a small bottle of whiskey.  He poured some into a glass and turned back to offer it to 17, it would warm her up.  He stopped, her training had kicked back in and she was on her knees, legs apart, submissive before a male.  He shook his head.  Still, if she was there . . .

Gus checked her arm tattoo and smiled.  Black.  He opened his fly and offered his cock to her.  17 bent forward and opened her mouth.  Gus lay back in ecstasy, the night shift didn’t get to see mail girls that often . . . .

******

17 was on her knees when there was a knock at the door.  “Come in,” yelled Gus, patting 17’s head.  She’d made his night.  A thin man dressed in black came in.  He looked vaguely military, Gus disliked him instantly.  17 knew him, she was in trouble.  The man bent over her and grabbed her arm, twisting it harshly.  He read her number then looked at his phone. 

“Fuck,” he said.  He pulled a leash from his pocket and put it on her collar, then pulled her upwards.

“Hey man,” said Gus, “Don’t be too hard on her.”  Gus felt sorry for 17, by the look of her she’d had a rough day.  The man looked at Gus.

“You do your job pal, I’ll do mine.”  He yanked 17’s leash and pulled her out of the room, following him.  As she’d been trained she folded her arms behind her back and put her head down, concentrating on her movements.  Things were bad, she didn’t want to make things worse by falling over.

He led her to the elevators, pushed the down arrow and when they got in he selected level -three, the storage and mail girl level.  When they got out he took her to a small room, against the wall was a St. Andrews cross.  He didn’t speak, she went and stood against it, opening her legs and spreading her arms wide, her body mirroring the cross.  She was going to be punished, she knew.  She’d be punished for being late.  For losing her phone.  For her general state.  17 started to cry.

“Fucking cut that out,” he barked, “Or I’ll give you something to cry about.”  17 tried hard, but she couldn’t control her tears.  “Why are you here 17?”

“Master,” she started, stammering and crying, “This . . . this mail girl is here to be punished Master.”  The man was a mail girl trainer/handler.  As such she was allowed to speak when spoken to and had to address him as Master.  He did, after all, effectively own her.

He smiled.  “Turn to face me.”  As she’d be trained 17 was against the cross, facing the wall.  She’d heard about the handler in the Mission building, he had a reputation as a brutal sadist.  She obeyed, moving gracefully, bringing her legs together, raising her arms above her head, twisting to face her captor.  She looked at him, their eyes meeting before she looked down and resumed her position. 

He moved towards her, he ran his hands over her body, holding her breasts squeezing and crushing them, then down her arms, his hands on her wrists.  He pushed his mouth over hers and started to kiss her.  She responded, opening her mouth, accepting his tongue.  He pushed her wrists into the frame of the cross, holding her in place as he kissed her mouth, enjoying her young body against his old one. 

He broke it off and stood back, then started to secure her body to the frame, tying her wrists, then bending down to secure her ankles.  17 almost laughed as he bent down, she wanted to lash out, to kick him in the face but it would have been folly and made her situation worse, so instead she resisted the urge and allowed him to restrain her.  When he stood up he ran a hand up her legs and onto her pussy.  He started to rub her clit, she was wet despite the degradation and humiliation she’d suffered.  It was just another hand, just another man.

He rubbed her, loving the control he had over another human, he pushed two fingers inside her cunt and started to finger fuck her, thrusting in and out.  Despite having no choice, despite this being forced on her she couldn’t help herself, her body responded to the physical touch and she started to grind against his gnarled hand, loving the sensation, hating herself for reacting like an animal, a slave to her body’s desires.

The man pulled at his jeans, the buttons coming open and pulled them down, his cock hard, bursting out of his jeans.  He pulled his fingers from 17’s pussy and guided his cock inside her, condom less, again, breaking the rules.  He put his hands onto 17’s tits and sank his nails into their soft white flesh, then planted his mouth on hers as he started to fuck her, and fuck her hard.

She pushed back against him, kissing him back, lost in physical pleasure, unable to move as her handler used her body.  17 was no fool, she knew he would make no attempt to get her off so she ground against him, fucking him back as hard as she could. 

“Fuck me Master,” she gasped, “Fuck me harder Master.”  The handler was loving this, no doubt she thought he might go easier on her later if she allowed him to fuck her harder now.  He’d have preferred it if she resisted, it was more fun like that.  He took his hands off her tits and onto her hips, pulling her down.  They were both panting hard, close to orgasm.

“I’m cumming Master,” she gasped, “I’m cumming . . . . oh fuck Master yes . . .” she moaned.  Seconds later he was cumming inside her.  He stopped thrusting as his cock pulsed inside her pussy and they resumed kissing as they both climaxed.

When he pulled out of her he touched the side of her face they smiled at each other.  Despite everything she’d enjoyed being used like that.  They kissed again before he stood back.  He pulled up his pants and closed the buttons, then went to the desk, 17 watching him as he walked away.

“Pity you’re restrained,” he said, “I could do with having my cock sucked.  Guess that will have to wait.”  He walked to the desk, opened it and pulled out a long, single tailed whip.  The smile drained from 17’s face.  She’d hoped she’d done enough to avoid the punishment that was due.

The handler swung the whip in the air half a dozen times, warming up his arm and shoulder as 17 started crying again.  The only sounds in the room were her tears and the crack of the whip as it moved through the air.

“So, charges against you 17.  You were late.  You failed to deliver your letter.  You lost your iPhone.  Your . . . uniform is a disgrace.  25 lashes seems appropriate.  What do you think?”

17 couldn’t believe what he was saying, this wasn’t her fault.  But if she resisted, refused he might just add another 10 lashes.  Through her tears she managed to say “Yes Master.”

The handler picked up the whip, both of them studied the long black leather strap.  He stood to the side of 17 and raised the weapon, swung it in the air and then quickly swung it, the taper end moving quickly through the air, wrapping round 17’s waist, digging into her flesh, causing her to scream in pain.  When the leather stopped moving it fell from her body, leaving a long, red line.  The handler raised the whip again.  Best part of my job, he thought as he laid a second mark on her body, this time across her tits, once again causing her to scream in agony.

After the last blow 17 was a writhing mess on the cross.  The handler slowly put the whip away, allowing her some time to recover.  He helped her down and she fell to the floor.  Through her tears she managed to thank him for the punishment, and promised not to fail again.  The handler stroked her hair, then put his hands on her head, before undoing his fly.  “Now for that blowjob 17,” he said.  17 said nothing, she just opened her mouth and closed her mind.

******

The handler took her by the leash and led her into the adjacent room, where he picked out new socks, a phone holder and a replacement iPhone for her.  She put it on her arm and looked up, expecting to be taken to the cell for the night.  Mail girls were kept in cages overnight.  As she looked up she caught sight of her body in the mirror, the neat, red lines from the whip crisscrossed her body, the pain was still fresh and tears started to form in her eyes.

She removed her running shoes and changed her socks, then replaced the shoes.  It would only be for a few minutes, but it was important to look the part.  The handler completed some paper work, ignoring 17 as he did it.  Once dressed, she just knelt for him.  When the paperwork was completed he stood up and took the leash, leading her from the room towards the elevator, where he selected floor -1.  When they got out there were in the parking lot, 17 looked around, unsure of what was going on.  The handler smiled and handed her a letter.  Surprised, she took it from him without thinking, then looked at him.  He smiled and pressed her phone, which started beeping.  17 was shocked, she just looked at her handler.

“This isn’t your home base girl,” he said, “You’re based in Knob Hill.”  She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it.  They both looked out into the night, 17 was shivering in the cold.  “Best start running if you want to avoid another whipping.”  He turned and stepped back into the elevator and pressed the button.  As the door closed, 17 started to run.  She had a long way to go.

© Paige Bond
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- Black Cat

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[The Secret Slave]

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

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

Predicaments

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

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene.

Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”
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