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The Bunny Girl
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Iwas sat opposite the manager, he’d looked me up and down, studying me like a farmer studies an animal.  If he’d been allowed to I was sure his hands would have been on me, inspecting the goods, feeling the meat.  But the playboy club was supposed to be the high end of strip clubs, sorry, gentlemen’s clubs, which was why I was there.  I smiled at him, I needed the job, needed the money.  Surely, I was good enough looking for his club.

He scratched his chin and looked down at my résumé, then directly at me.  “I’m sorry . . . er . . . Louise, I don’t think you’re what we’re looking for.  You’re . . . you’re just too young for this club.”

I felt my anger rise, “But surely, I’m exactly what you’re looking for?  I’m young, I’m pretty, aren’t I?”  He nodded.

“But you’re just not what we’re looking for.  I’ll tell you what, if you come back in five years, I can almost guarantee that there’ll be a place for you.”  He put his hands on my resume and pushed it across the table.  I picked it up, dumfounded.

“And what am I supposed to do until er, 1967?” I replied doing some quick math in my head.  He shrugged his shoulders.

“Work in a bar?  Look, I’m sorry, but my decision is final.”  He stood up and thrust out his hand.  I stood and took it, dumbfounded.  I’d moved halfway across the country for this, the money was supposed to be great and I didn’t mind showing off my body.  I started to cry.

“I’m not changing my mind young lady,” he said, his voice going hard.  I thought about pleading with him, begging but I could see it wouldn’t achieve anything.  He showed me to the door and barked at the bouncer to send the next girl in and show me to the door.  The bouncer was nice, he helped me out and handed me my coat, the escorted me to the back door of the club and out into the cold.  Chicago was not warm at that time of the year.  I shivered, turned up my collar and looked around for inspiration for what to do next.

“Hey, HEY,” a man shouted at me.  I looked around, he was standing in an alleyway.  The alley was dirty, boxes piled up, trash littering the street.  I looked at him, he was wearing a black trench coat, a black hat and holding a cigarette to his mouth.  He put it to his lips and inhaled, the end glowed bright red in the dark of the late afternoon.  He was surprisingly clean.

“Rejected, were you?” he said, as he walked towards me.  I nodded.  “Too bad,” he said, “You look like a good-looking girl.”  I wiped a tear from my eye.  I could make him out now, taller than me, he looked a little dirty – not physically dirty, just a dirty older man, but I wasn’t afraid.  Looking back, I should have been.  He ran his eyes up and down my body, examining me, before he removed a glove and reached a hand into a pocket.  I tensed, but needlessly.  He pulled out a card and offered it to me.  I read it as he continued to speak.

“We’re always looking for girls,” he said, “You can earn a lot of money, and I’m guessing you need money.”  The card ‘The Warren’ and ‘Best Looking Girls in Chicago’ with the street address and a phone number.  I took it from him, he put his glove back on as I thrust the card into my pocket.  I met his eyes.

“Call and make an appointment,” he said, then put his cigarette to his lips and inhaled.  It seemed that my initial interview was over.  I turned up my collar and walked away.  I walked to the library and researched ‘The Warren’ in the newspaper adverts, I’d never heard of it, but it seemed to be a legit club, opened the same week as the bunny club, only half a mile away.  The newspaper did hint that it wasn’t quite as reputable as the real deal, but no surprise there.  It was Chicago after all.

My apartment was a shit hole, a one room hell hole in a block.  And mine was probably the worst bedsit in it.  The view, such as it was, was out onto the L, trains passing every few minutes 24 hours a day.  The room was about 15 feet by 10, a tiny kitchen area, doors hanging off, the bathroom facilities in another corner, there was no privacy.  The bed was a thin mattress and a few blankets, the walls hadn’t been painted for 20 years, the paint peeling.  Heat came from an under-window heat/air unit.  Power from an ever-hungry meter, the landlord charging two or three times the going rate for power.  Why did I stay there?  It was all I could find.

I woke up the following morning, shivering.  It was cold in my apartment; I couldn’t afford to have the heating on frequently.  There was a second knock at the door, that was what had woken me.  I ignored the knocking, then sat bolt upright.  I could hear a key in the lock, the handle turned, and the door opened four inches, then the safety chain prevented it from opening further.  The door closed, then it flew open, the chain offering no resistance. 

Silhouetted against the corridor was a large man, about six feet tall.  He walked into my apartment and closed the door behind him, then flicked the light on.  My apartment was small, a one room bedsit.  He looked at me and walked to the table, pulled out a chair and sat down.  I watched, not moving, barely breathing.  He took off his hat and gloves and put them on the table, then pulled out a packet of Camels and lit up.  When he balanced his smoke on a plate on the table, he finally looked at me.

We looked at each other, the only sound was the occasional passing L train.  The apartment was level with the track, I’d barely slept the first week I lived here.  So close I could almost touch the passing trains.  That’s why it was so cheap.  Still more than I could afford though.

“It’s cold in here Louise, put the heating on,” he said, finally breaking the silence.  The fact that he knew my name just made this worse.  There was only one person, or person’s representative this could be.

“Put the heating on,” he repeated.  He didn’t raise his voice or get angry, he just demanded respect and obedience from me.  I swallowed and pulled the covers back, then moved to the window and switched the heating on.  I could almost feel myself getting poorer, the money in the meter disappearing into nothingness.

“Are you going to offer me a drink?”  I nodded, dumbfounded, “Coffee please Louise, black.  One sugar.”  He just sat there motionless until I started to move, I made him a coffee (none for me) and offered it to him.  He took it from me and sipped it, then put it on the table.  He used a foot to push out a chair and pointed at it, inviting me to sit, which I did.  I looked down, trying to appear harmless, weak, submissive, hoping to avoid what I knew was coming.

We sat in silence, only a couple of feet between us in the tiny room, his head close to mine, until he finished his smoke and stubbed it out on the plate.  Then finally he looked at me.

“Why am I here Louise?” he asked.  I shook my head, hoping he’d think I was dumb.  Fat chance.  His hand came flying out and his open palm slapped my face hard, knocking me sideways, off the chair and onto the hard uncarpeted floor.  The pain in my face stung, my shoulder burned from where I’d hit the floor.  I lay there in silence. 

“Why am I here Louise?” he repeated. 

“I,” I stammered, “I . . . I’m behind on my rent.”  I watched him from where I lay on the floor, not daring to move.  He nodded.

“You’re behind on your rent,” he repeated.  He nodded his head, as if he was thinking.  “Mr. Rossi thinks that this is not acceptable.  What do you think Louise?”

I shook my head, “He’s . . . he’s right Sir.”  The enforcer raised an eyebrow when I called him Sir.  Would I be able to talk my way out of this?

“Mr. Rossi has sent me to collect the monies owed, plus a little interest.  Have you got the money Louise?”  Throughout his voice was stable, calm, quiet.  And all the more threatening for it.  I shook my head.

“But I’ll get it for you,” I said, almost silently.  He shook his head.

“Mr. Rossi expects payment today Louise.  If you cannot pay, I will have to encourage you to pay.  Are you going to pay me Louise?”  The constant use of my given name made the situation even more threatening.  My body remained motionless as I lay on the floor at his feet, and I shook my head.

“That’s a shame.  If you were a man, I’d break a bone now to encourage you.  But you’re only two months behind, so perhaps we’ve not come to that just yet.”  He undid his coat and slipped it off.  The apartment was starting to warm up.

“Take you clothes off … Now!”  I looked at him, but was slow to react again, his foot jabbed out and caught me in the stomach, I cried out in pain and doubled up.  He waited for a minute, then repeated the order.  This time I moved quickly, I got onto my knees and then stood up, I quickly removed my tee shirt and pushed my cotton bottoms off, revealing my naked body.  I put one arm across my breast, my other hand covered my pussy.  He didn’t speak, just looked at me.

“Put your hands at your side.”  I nodded and did as he ordered, now fully exposed to him.  I expected him to reach out, to touch me.  I was shaking, terrified.  I’d only ever been naked in front of one man before, I felt so self conscious, exposed like this.  But I didn’t dare disobey.  I expected to be raped. 

“Take my belt off,” was his next command.  I met his eyes, then knelt down as he opened his legs and dropped his hands to his sides.  I pulled the leather back, out of the buckle, pulled it tight, releasing the clasp and then slid it out of the loops, pulling it round his back and into my hands.  I folded it in two and looked at him.  He lifted his right hand and opened it, inviting me to place the belt in his hand.  When I did, he closed his hand on the belt.

“Stand.”

I did as ordered, he closed his legs and took my hands into his left hand, then guided me to his side and bent me over his knee, my stomach on his knees, breasts one side, hanging down, legs on the other, ass raised and exposed.

“Fold you arms into the small of your back and keep them there,” he said.  I didn’t speak, just obeyed his order.  “You know why I’m doing this, don’t you?”  I nodded, I started to shake, and not just from the cold.  I listened as he swished the belt in the air a couple of times, then be brought it down onto my ass, hard, really hard.  There was nothing playful about his, he did it to inflict pain on me and he succeeded.  I screamed in pain and started to thrash about. 

He was good at his art, I expected him to lash me relentlessly, but instead each time he waited until I calmed a little, allowing the full pain of the belt to go through my body.  Over and over he hit me, I was crying and screaming in pain, begging him to stop.  He just ignored me and continued to hit me.  My neighbors must have heard my cries, but they ignored me.  It’s like that in a mob controlled apartment block.

Eventually, finally, he stopped.  He pushed me to the floor and left me there, crying as he stood up.  He put the belt back on and started to inspect my apartment, pulling out drawers, throwing clothes on to the floor, looking under mattress.  I lay there motionless, trying to calm down and get a grip on what was happening, listening but not watching him as he carried out his inspection.

When he finally finished his inspection he stood over me, inviting me to look up at him.  “No money, that’s good.  I’d have to beat you again if you’d been stupid enough to hide it from me.  He showed me instead some things he’d found.  “I’ll keep these until you pay.”  My driving license, my passport, all my IDs.”  I sniveled and nodded.

He walked over to the toilet and pulled his zipper down, then looked at me.  “Hold this for me, would you?”  I nodded in horror.  I moved to stand and he shook his head.  “Crawl to me.”  I hesitated, then got onto all fours and crawled over to him.  When I was next to him I waited again until he raised a hand and backhanded my face, knocking me down again.

“I need to piss girl.”  I nodded, completely dumfounded.  I lay there for a few more seconds, then nodded again.  I got back on my knees and took his cock out, holding it as gently as I could.  Surely he wasn’t going to piss on me?  Thank fuck he didn’t, I aimed it at the pan, lifted the seat and he started to piss, a thick yellow stream left his cock and hit the water.  I felt sick as he urinated, he was just dominating me, abusing his power over a helpless young girl.  Bastard.

When he finally finished he took his cock from my hand and shook it, drops of piss hitting the rim of the dirt stained pan.  He looked at it, then at me.  “Clean that mess up girl, keep this place tidy.”  Despite being naked at his feet, expecting to be beaten I almost laughed.  Clean that, what about the rest of the place?  I started to move, his foot came out and caught me again.  I paused and looked up at him.

“Use your tongue,” he ordered.  I just nodded, I knelt up and put my hands onto the porcelain and moved my head down.  I looked up at him, asking silently for a reprieve, but none came.  I opened my mouth, put my head down and started to lick.  All I could smell was his piss in the bowl, I had to fight down puking as I tasted his piss.  He made me kneel and clean for what felt like forever, but he didn’t let me flush it.  I licked it from top to bottom, around the base, the bowl, inside and out, my hair getting wet from the water and his piss.  I was nothing to him, he was just exercising his power over me.

“Kneel before it and put your head in the bowl,” he said eventually.  I just did as I was ordered, I moved and opened my legs, putting them around the pan and my head in.  All I could see was the yellow water, the smell filled my nostrils, I retched and had to fight down the desire to puke again.  I listened as he moved.

He walked to the door and opened it.  “I’ll be back next month.  You’d better have the money.”  I nodded.  He held the chain on the door.  “I’ll send someone to repair that,” he added, “We’ll just add it to your tab.”  He stepped through the door and closed it.  As he did the heating and lights went off, the meter had run out.  I stayed where I was in the dark for a long time, scared to move in case he came back.  How long did I stay like that, motionless?  I have no idea.  I was crying, terrified.  Eventually I knew he wasn’t coming back, but I still stayed like that, my legs and knees in agony.  When I got up I knew I was in trouble.  If I’d only got that job . . . . then I remembered the card.  Fuck, what choice did I have?


When the lazy sun crawled above the horizon I got dressed and bummed a couple of quarters from a neighbor, we might be poor but we helped each other out like that.  Before I put them in the meter I turned off the heating and lights – the sun would have to do, then I fed the meter and took a quick shower, cleaning myself as best I could, as quickly as I could.  Those two quarters would have to last me a couple of days.

I washed my hair, my body, figuring where I was going I shaved my pussy, legs and arms and dried myself.  I inspected myself in the broken mirror in the bathroom, my ass was red from the welts and bruises were beginning to form.  The mark on my face had gone down but there was a bruise on my stomach from where I’d been kicked.  I looked like shit.  I pulled my hair into a high pony tail, it could drip dry.  It would have to drip dry.

I put makeup on, bright red lips to stand out from my dark hair then got dressed, I started with black lingerie,  the bra a cup size too small – damn these growing breasts of mine, I pulled on stockings and a suspenders.  I’d put my heels, my only pair of heels on just before I went out.  Next I put on a white skirt that came above my knees and a sleeveless skin tight vest. I checked myself and shook my head.  The outfit screamed street whore.  A few tears escaped my eyes, I dried them off without damaging my makeup too badly.

I put on my heels and winter coat, it was a little threadbare but the best I could do.  It had been a real find in the thrift shop in the summer.  I shivered at the thought.  Summer.  I left my apartment, locking the door and descended the stairs onto the street.  The cold and the wind hit me hard, I shuddered and walked to the phone box on the corner.  It wasn’t that cold, only 5 or 10 degrees below freezing, but the wind made it worse.  Chicago was well named.

I had to queue 15 minutes before I got into the booth, when I got in I was grateful for the protection it provided.  I called the number on the card.

“The Warren,” said the girl on the other end of the line, “How can I help you?”

“Hi,” I replied, trying to sound friendly, “I got one of your cards yesterday and I’m looking for work.”

“A-ha,” replied the girl, “And you know what we do here?”

“Yes.”

“OK, Mr. Lorenzo is interviewing today, can you be here for 11?”

“Sure,” I replied.

“Come to the back door and knock.  Ask for Mr. Lorenzo.  And don’t be late.”  With that she hung up.  I checked my watch, two hours to kill.  My stomach rumbled, I needed something to eat.  Maybe I could find a soup kitchen.  If I was really lucky they might let me in, I probably looked too good, just not down enough on my luck.


Iarrived at the club with 20 minutes to spare, I walked up and down, trying to keep warm, trying to keep the dirty snow off my shoes and legs as best I could.  With a minute before the appointment I knocked on the door.  It opened almost instantly and a huge man opened it from the inside.  He was well over six feet tall and almost as broad across the shoulders.  He looked at me.

“My name’s Louise,” I said, my teeth chattering, “I’ve got an appointment with Mr. Lorenzo at 11.”  He looked me up and down, then checked his watch.  He didn’t speak, just looked up and down the alley before opening the door wider.  I stepped inside, nervous but grateful to be out of the cold.  The man led me through the back of the building, through what looked like a changing room.  He held open a door at the far end and gestured into the room beyond.  I nodded and tried to walk through the door. 

He barred my way and held out an arm.  “Coat,” he said, finally speaking.

“Right,” I said and unbuttoned the coat, slipping it off and handing it to him.  At least it was warm inside the club.  He ran his eyes up and down my body, half smiling before putting the coat over his arm.  He moved his arm out of the way and allowed me to enter the second room.

It was dark inside, but I could make it out.  The room was about 120, 150 feet long with two bars at opposite corners.  In the center of the room was the stage, I’d actually come out onto it, the stage ran almost the full length of the room, effectively dividing it into two.  There were seats all around the stage, many tables with chairs at them, each with a light above it suspended from the ceiling.  Only one was lit, at it sat a man of about 50 years.  I walked along the stage, when I was level with him I lowered myself off the stage and walked over to him.  He didn’t look up. 

I stood there silent, this was an early play for power, for dominance of the situation.  First one to speak would lose the power.  I waited for a couple of minutes, then decided I had to speak.  I was the one that needed the job, the money.  I’d been kidding myself, he had the power.  All of it.  I just had to realize that simple fact.

“Mr. Lorenzo?” I asked.  He put down his pen and looked up from the paperwork on the table.

“Yes,” he replied, sounding Italian.  Mob again.  What had I expected?

“My name’s Louise,” I said, “I . . . I got one of your cards yesterday and I’m looking for a job.”  He looked me up and down.

“Coffee?” he asked.  I nodded.  “Cream? Sugar?”  I nodded.  I jumped slightly as he shouted out without looking round.

“2 coffees, cream, sugar.”  I looked round, I couldn’t see anyone but I heard someone moving.  He kicked out a chair and gestured, I sat down, keeping my back straight and chest thrust out.  I tried to smile, but it was forced and we both knew it.

“So, you’re looking for a job are you?”  I nodded, “Anything in particular.”  I opened my mouth to respond but before I could speak he carried on.  “Girls in my place all do whatever’s needed.  One day you’ll be tending bar, the next waitressing, then dancing and serving our clientele.  You see, my clients come here a lot and what they like is variety.”

I nodded, unsure of what he meant but determined to go though with it.  I heard footsteps again and looked around, a girl was coming towards us carrying a small tray.  My mouth opened as I looked at her.  She was about my age, maybe a couple of years older.  She was wearing a skin tight, figure-hugging black leather or PVC dress, it had inch thick shoulder straps that held it on her amazing body.  Her breasts were full, squeezed into the dress, it was cut down the front, below her chest.  The dress ended barely below her pussy, her legs were encased in fishnet stockings and dangerous highly heels. 

But what grabbed me, what stood out was her neck and head.  On her neck was a black leather collar, there was a steel ring at the front, there were straps on her shoulders connecting the dress to the shoulder straps of the dress.  And on her head were an enormous pair of rabbit ears, again black leather, they must have been 18 inches high.  Her face was heavily made up.  She looked like a clone of a playboy bunny girl, but whereas they looked classy, she looked cheap.  And her body looked available.

“Your coffee Sir,” she said, putting the tray on the table.  She bowed to Mr. Lorenzo and I watched him as he studied her body.  She smiled at him and straightened up, but despite the smile on her lips she looked sad and distant, her eyes looked dead, then she turned to walk away, the man watching her as she moved, swinging her hips, oozing sex appeal.  I could see now how I’d be expected to dress, to act, behave.  I swallowed, then following his lead I picked up my coffee and sipped it.  First hot drink of the day.  It tasted incredible.  Come to think of it, first caffeine for several days.

“So you want to work here do you?” he asked, not really looking at me.  I nodded.

“You address me as Sir,” he said, “Nodding is not an acceptable response.”  He paused, waiting for me to speak.

“I understand Sir,” I replied.

“Good.  Now stand up, let me look at you.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, unsure if I should just obey or speak, but he seemed satisfied.  I stood in front of him, somewhat self conscious.  He looked me up and down.

“Lose the skirt and vest,” he said, sounding bored. 

“Yes Sir.”  I did as he said, throwing them to one side.  He examined me with his eyes, looking me up and down.  He made me turn slowly, inspecting me like I was an animal or a side of meat.  Which, to him, was what I was.  At least I was warm.

“Face away from me,” he said eventually, “Bend over and back into me.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, nervous.  I bent over, really showing my ass and moved slowly backwards, looking over my shoulder at him.  I must have been close when he slapped my ass with both hands.  I grunted.

“What happened here?” he asked.  Clearly he’d seen my red ass.

“I . . . I got spanked Sir,” I said, nervously.  He didn’t reply, just grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down onto his knee.

“Grind your ass against my cock,” he said, sounding almost bored.  I was shocked, this was a new world to me but one thing I knew about strip clubs was no touching the girls.  I said as much.

“This ain’t the high end girl,” he said as I turned my head to look over my shoulder at him, “You just want to dance and look pretty go to Hugh’s place.  Oh, that’s right, he rejected you, didn’t he?”  I nodded.  I’d forgotten the rules, his hand came out and slapped my face hard.

“Sorry Sir,” I said.  He didn’t speak, he didn’t move, just sat there expectantly, looking bored, so I started to grind, pushing my ass up and down against his body, backwards into his cock.  I closed my eyes and imagined music, I started to move to the beat, working my body in time to the imaginary tune, working his groin with my body.  I put my hands on his knees, the support allowed me to move better.

He put his hands on my elbows and pulled them together, then pulled me backwards, I guessed at what he wanted, I twisted my head to look at him and put an arm round his shoulders and neck, holding him.  Our eyes met.

“You might have potential for this,” he said, slightly lowering his chin so it touched my breast.  I wanted to recoil, but this wasn’t what he wanted.  And I needed the money, desperately.  I twisted more, off his legs and I turned, then climbed onto him and took his head in my hands and pushed it between my boobs.  His tongue came out and flicked my tits, I moaned slightly.  I wasn’t turned on, I just wanted him to think that I was.

“Stand up,” he ordered.  I obeyed, speaking didn’t seem necessary here.  I stood but continued to move, gyrating, running my hands over my body, squeezing my boobs.  He stood up so I squatted, placing myself beneath him but continuing to move gracefully.  When I came up I turned away from him but pushed back, my ass touching his cock again.  I could feel that he was semi hard.

He grabbed my elbows and pulled them together, then whispered in my ear.  “How far are you prepared to go?”  I thought for a moment.

“All the way.”  I thought this was the expected answer.  I blushed, I’d just agreed to fuck for money.  I looked at him over my shoulder.

“Right answer,” he said, “Right answer.”  He tightened his grip on my elbows, until they came together, it caused me to gasp in pain.

“How do you feel about bondage?  Being tied up, dominated.”

“I’m good with that Sir,” I said, trying to sound shy and not nervous.  He nodded again.  He released his grip on my elbows and moved his hands down my arms to my wrists, he took them in his hands and lifted them, force folding my arms behind my back.  He held my crossed arms in one hand, then ran the other onto my stomach and upwards onto one of my tits, he squeezed it, then moved across to the other one and put his hand inside my bra, his fingers found the nipple and he squeezed, causing me to gasp.

“Problem?” he asked.

“No problem Sir,” I replied, “Do what ever you want.”  He smiled.

“That’s the attitude,” he said.  He took his hand out of my bra but pushed the material away at the same time, my breast now fully exposed.  His hand came up, onto my throat where he wrapped it round and squeezed, restricting my breathing.  He tilted my head and licked the side of my face, then pushed up, tilting my head further back.

His hand came down again, I started to straighten up then his hand came down into my exposed breast, lashing it hard. 

“Ow,” I said.

He hit me again.  This time I took it in silence.  “Keep your head where I put it,” he said.

“Yes Sir, sorry Sir.”

“That’s better.  You will address me, any male or any customer in here as Sir.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Your body doesn’t belong to you, it belongs to me and I rent it to the customers.”

“Yes Sir.”  To emphasize the point he hit me again, then pulled my other breast free and hit it, then ran his hand down and inside my panties and he started to rub my pussy.  I’d thought I’d be dry, I was shocked, his hand slid over my cunt, I was wet.  He played with me for a while, then pulled his hand out and offered it to my mouth.  I opened and he pushed his fingers inside and I tasted myself.  He removed his hand.

“Straighten up,” he ordered.  I did as I was told.  “I’m guessing from the state of your ass you don’t mind a little pain, a little spanking?” 

“I don’t mind at all Sir,” knowing this was the right answer.  He gave a little laugh, then spanked my ass.

“What’s the correct response to this?”

I thought for a moment.  It was all about power, not about pain.  He expected me to submit to him.

“Thank you Sir,” I replied.

“Good girl, most have to learn this lesson.  Now get on your knees.” 

“Yes Sir,” I said as I lowered myself down, arms still behind my back.  He put a foot between my legs and kicked them apart.

“Expose yourself, show the customers you want to be used.

“Yes Sir.”  Used, fuck that was the right word.  Not fucked, not made love to.  Used.  Reality hit me, that’s what I was going to be.  Used.

“Are you on the pill?”

“Yes Sir.”

“We insist that our customers use condoms, but accidents happen,” he said.  He looked down at me, towering over me.  For the second time that day I watched a man I barely knew open his fly and he pulled his dick out, then he slapped my face.

“If you’re on your knees looking at a cock open your mouth.  Invite them to use your mouth.  Most of the guys that come here are married but their wives would never suck them off.  That’s what they really want.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir.”  I opened my mouth, mentally switched off, I moved forward to try to take him into my mouth.  He pulled back and put his cock away, I closed my mouth.  We repeated this a few times before he allowed me to suck his cock.  He wasn’t huge, I was grateful for that but I did the best I could, it was a job interview after all.  I knelt before him for a few minutes, working my mouth up and down his cock, sucking him hard, forcing my mouth down as far as I could, gagging myself on his shaft.

Abruptly he pulled out and pushed me away, zipping his cock back in his pants.  I looked up at him, worried I’d done something wrong.  He smiled, “Men like it when you choke and gag like that,” he told me, “Makes them think that their cock is huge.  Either that or you’re just shit, but we’ll train you.  Now onto your hands and knees.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, moving swiftly onto all fours.  He moved behind me, then slapped my ass hard, causing me to gasp as his hand hurt me over and over on my already bruised ass.  It hurt, but no where as much as that morning’s belting had hurt.

“You like this, don’t you slut?”

I knew what the right answer was, even if it was a pack of lies.  “Yes Sir.”  He hit me a few more times, before moving back in front of me, pulling out a chair and sitting on it, then he pushed a dirty black shoe under my face.

“Clean my shoes,” he ordered.  I wanted to move, to get a cloth but I knew that that was not what he expected, what he required.  Instead I lowered my head and started to lick his shoes, working my tongue against the leather.

“Harder,” he commanded, slapping my ass again, “I want to feel your tongue on my foot.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” I replied, forcing my tongue down, tasting the leather and dirt on his foot.  I worked it up and down until his shoe was clean, then he swapped feet and I worked on the other one.  When he was satisfied he had me kneel in front of him, I knelt for a few seconds before I remembered his orders and I spread my legs wide.  He nodded.

“Are my shoes clean?”  I thought so.

“Yes Sir, at least I think so Sir,” I said.  His hands shot out and grabbed my throat, instinctively I put my hands on his to try to pull them away, but it was no good.  He was far too strong.  He looked at me, he didn’t speak, just squeezed his hands until I couldn’t breathe.  The more I struggled, the more he tightened his grip, until I had no fight left and I let go, I was going to pass out. 

The instant I took my hands off his he softened his grip and I drew in air, the inference was obvious.  Don’t resist.  He held me for a few more seconds, before he spun me over, onto my back.  He let go of my neck as he moved me, then grabbed my breasts and took my nipples into his fingers and crushed them, causing me to cry in pain.

“Don’t ever resist me or my customers,” he said, “Remember that and you’ll survive.”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” I gasped.  When he let go he leaned back and lifted his shoe over my face. 

“The soles are still dirty,” he said, unnecessarily.  I took his shoe into my hands and started to work my tongue on it, licking and cleaning it.  At least all it had on it was some dust, any dirt from the street had worn off on the carpet.  Occasionally I caught a glimpse of his face, he was enjoying this, loving his power over me, a small, weak girl who was in desperate need of a job and would do almost anything to get it.

After I’d cleaned both his shoes he pulled me up between his legs, facing outwards and lowered his hands onto my breasts, I held my breath in fear but he was gentle, caressing them, holding them, playing with them.  He pushed me forward and undid my bra, I pulled it off without being asked, then I leant back against him.  He lowered one hand between my legs, inside my panties and touched my pussy.  I gasped at his touch, he was sliding his fingers along my slit and I was wet, easily accepting his touch.  I moaned without thinking, I lifted my arms and put them on his legs and looked up, he bent over and our lips touched and we kissed, he was leaning over me, dominating me as he played with my pussy.

“I want to fuck you,” he said, “Now.”

I nodded as I replied, “Please fuck me Sir.”  Shit, I even meant it, I was turned on, the control he had over me was exhilarating.  He pulled his hand from my panties, broke off the kiss and put his hand to my face, I opened my mouth and started to suck his fingers, relishing the taste of my pussy on his hand.  He lifted it up and I reached for it, I could get it into my mouth so I pushed myself upwards, spun round, pulled my panties down and sat on him, opening his fly and pulled out his cock.

“I want you Sir,” I told him, I spat onto my hand and started to wank him, “Fuck me Sir,” I whispered into his ear, “Fuck me please.”  I was grinding my body against his, I wanted – no, needed to be used.  I lifted myself up slowly, maintaining eye contact with him and then lowered myself down onto his cock and he slid inside my aching pussy.  I threw my head backwards, pretending to love it even more than I did and I started to ride him, up and down, moaning, pleading with him to fuck me hard, to use me.

I felt his cock inside me pulsing, twitching, I looked at him, he was clearly cumming, so I yelled “Yes,” and sank my nails into his shoulders and I bent forward, faking an orgasm.  Truth be told I wanted to keep fucking him, but I thought that he’d want me to stop, his cock would be too sensitive, so I sank down on him and kissed his neck, nibbled his ears.  Eventually he grabbed my hair and pulled me back.

“Did you cum slut?  Be honest with me.”

“No Sir,” I replied quietly.

He nodded.  “You did a good job faking it.  That’s important, guys want to think that they made you cum.”  He nodded again, thinking, then he spoke again.

“Anything you want to ask me?”  This was weird, the interview side had started again, with his cock buried inside me, his cum leaking out of my pussy.  I opened my mouth to speak, just remembering in time to address

“Sir, what are the hours and the pay?”

“Hours – the club opens at four pm every day and you’ll stay until it goes quiet.  Mid week that usually around one am, Friday and Saturday more like five am or later.  You’re expected to be here at two pm and not a second later.  Pay – you don’t get any.”  My face fell, what the fuck?  He continued, “You get to keep 60% of any tips you make, less deductions for outfits, food, drink and the like.  If you’re good at what you do you should take home about $150 a week.  And there’s no tax on that.”  I did some quick math, that would be about $8,000 a year, that was a decent income.  Especially as there wouldn’t be any tax on it.  I didn’t speak, so he continued.

“We’ll start you waitressing, then train you to dance and tend bar.  You’ll get two weeks vacation a year, no other benefits.  Want health, get it yourself.”  He put his hands back on my breasts as we continued to discuss working there.  I was thinking as he spoke, I could work there six months, that would be enough to get me by, get some savings and move on with my life. 

I nodded, “I’ll start tomorrow will I then Sir?”

“Tomorrow,” he replied.


The first day I made sure I was there 15 minutes before two, as before I was let in by the back door, this time by a girl about my age.  She didn’t speak, just took me through to the back room.  There were already a dozen or so girls there, half of them were naked, half were in the process of getting naked.  My guide looked at me,

“Strip off and we’ll get you fitted.”  There was no introduction, no pleasantries, nothing.  I looked around, hoping for some support but here was none. 

“Where shall I put my clothes?” I asked.  She just shrugged and pointed to some lockers.  I sighed and started to strip, nothing sexy, just removed my clothes.  When I was naked I tried to cover up, to no avail. 

“Put them away,” she told me, handing me a padlock.  I walked to the lockers and found an empty one, put my clothes in and closed it, I locked it with the combination padlock on the handle and returned, very self conscious.

“What size are you?” she asked.

“I’m a 32D, I’m about 5’ 5 and 120lbs.”  She looked at me, I raised a hand to cover myself, then lowered it.  The girl walked away and came back a couple of minutes later with an outfit.  She handed it to me.

“We’ll get you on the sunbed but try that on.”  I must have looked surprised as she started again, “Guys like us with an all over tan, not pasty and white like you.”  I looked round, all the girls were sporting a light tan.  I nodded, I’d never used a sunbed.  “It makes us look exotic,” she added.

She helped me into the outfit, it was skin tight, zippered up the front, my breasts squeezed into the black leather.  She helped me put the collar on and she padlocked it in place, then she walked round and inspected me.  Another girl came over and looked me over, inspecting me like I was just meat to them, which, I guess I was.

The second girl put her hand on the zipper between my breasts and lifted it, then pulled down, exposing  some more of my chest.  I’d never had a girl touch me like this before.  She lowered the zipper again, then put her hands inside the outfit, onto my breasts.  She nodded, “This works,” she said, then pulled her hands out and unzipped it all the way, then helped me out of it.  “Let’s get you on the sun bed.”  I looked at my skin compared to hers, this was going to take several sessions.

An hour later I was back, they’d told me getting the tan would take a few weeks, not just a few sessions.  The girls were warming to me a little, but there wasn’t much laughter or joking.  And no one talked about their home lives I noticed.  Divorcing their jobs and their lives, it made sense.  Another girl was now my mentor, she helped me slide on fishnet stockings, high heels, the garters and suspender belt, then back into the leather outfit.  She helped me with my makeup, telling me what the customers liked, dark eyes, highlighted cheeks and deep red lips.  The final touch was the bunny ears, about a foot long that went over my head and behind my ears.  She told me to keep my hair loose, so I did.  I checked the time, not long before four.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a cheap version of a real bunny girl.  My new friend caught me looking at my image.  “Why the outfits?” I asked

“Cheap copy of Hugh’s girls,” she told me, “Men like it, it reduces us down to the level of animals, gives them that instant hit of power and control over us.  And,” she added, putting her hand on my ass and riding it up, lifting the material, exposing more of me, “It gives them easy access to us.”  She looked sad as she said that, as well she might.

She spent the next 20 minutes with me showing me round the bar area, my job would be to walk the floor, catch the eye of the customers and take drinks orders and ferry the drinks.  Sounded simple enough.  There would be a dozen girls working the floor, by eight there would be more.  I’d get my first break at seven for 15 minutes. 

“Try some of this,” she suggested, offering me a couple of pills.  I took them and looked at them.  “Valium,” she said, “Helps to calm your nerves, and you’re not human if you’re not full of nerves already.”  She wasn’t wrong, I was terrified.  I took them gratefully, then she showed me a tray of sandwiches and I ate a couple gratefully.  Next a shot of vodka and she helped me out.

“What’s you name?” I asked her.

“Candy,” she replied, “Yours?”

“Louise.”  She shook her head. 

“We don’t use real names here, ever.  Think of a stripper name.  I went through half a dozen, each time she shook her head as there was already a girl there using that name. 

“How about Carmen?” she suggested.  I shrugged, it was as good as anything.

“Come on then Carmen, let’s go to the door, you’ll get the fourth group that comes in, watch what the girls ahead of you do.”  I followed her out onto the floor and to the main door, the one I wasn’t allowed to use.  Customers only.  We waited and made small talk, Candy helping me out, advising my on what level of tips to ask for certain sexual favors.  “And,” she added, “Once you’ve serviced a table, go back stage to clean up.  No one wants used goods.”  She looked sad as she said that, but I knew what she meant.

When the door opened at four on the dot there was already a small line outside.  The group came in, five guys in smart suits.  The girl at the head of our line walked over to them, “Welcome to the Warren,” she said, smiling, “I’m Monique and I’ll be your server for the night.”  A couple of guys looked at each other and winked, one put his hand on her ass.  She made no attempt to resist.  Another thrust out an arm and grabbed one of her breasts, again she didn’t resist.

“Told you this was the place,” one of them said.  The man slapped her ass hard and Monique, or whatever her name was, led them from the door to a table, directly in front of the stage where six girls were already dancing to the music.  As they walked away another group came in, I was now third in line.

“Hello and welcome to The Warren,” the blonde at the front of our line said, “My name’s Roxy and I’ll be your server for the evening, come with me gentlemen.”  I looked at them, gentlemen was not an appropriate word for them.  Two of this group stood beside her as they walked, each had a hand on her ass.

The third group came in, I’d be up next.  Candy took my hand, whispered good luck then led the group to a table.  I watched her walk, they were sitting in a line with the other three tables.  The next group of men was ready, only two of them, young and wearing suits.  I took a deep breath and stepped forward.

“Good afternoon and welcome to The Warren,” I said, forcing a smile, “My name’s Carmen and I’ll be your server for the evening.  Follow me gentlemen.”  They looked me up and down and smiled.  I turned and one slapped my still sore ass.  I took the blow and looked over my shoulder at him and winked.  Thank fuck for the vodka and valium.  I think I’d have run screaming if it wasn’t for the drugs.  I walked them to their table, next to me I looked at Candy, she was bent over the table, flashing her cleavage.  I pulled out a seat for one of the men, he sat down and looked up at the stage where a black girl was wrapping herself round a pole.

As I guided them I thought about Candy’s advice.  Study them, what are they wearing?  Do they look rich or poor?  What can they afford to tip you?  How quickly do they give you a tip?

“What can I get you Sirs?” I asked, leaning forward to fight for their attention, remembering to address men as Sir.  They looked at each other, before the one that slapped my ass spoke. 

“Two Buds,” he said.  No please or anything.

“My pleasure Sirs,” I said and stood up and walked to the bar.  Behind it were half a dozen girls, all dressed like me.  One looked at me.

“Two Buds,” I said.  She nodded and got them quickly and wrote a check, I did a double take when I looked at it, $4 for both.  Jesus, a six pack cost less than $2 at the liquor store on the corner of my street, and that was expensive.  I put them on the tray and walked back to the table, then bent to place the beers in front of them.  A guy whooped as the dancing girl’s bra came off.  He stood up and placed a dollar bill on the stage in front of her, she went onto all fours and took his hand and put it on her breast, her rabbit ears touching his head.  This was what they paid for.

One of the others took a sip of his beer and picked up the check, he pulled out his wallet and picked out a Jackson and put it on the tray.  I just looked at it, $10.  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen $10.  I went back to the bar and handed it over, the same bar tender took it and put four quarters on the tray and a $5 bill.  I picked it up, “Wait,” she said.  I watched as she poured some beer on the tray, over the quarters.  I looked at her.

“First day?”  I nodded.

“If the coins are wet they won’t pick them up, they’ll always take the notes but not a few wet quarters.”  I nodded, not sure I believed her.  I went back and offered the man his change, sure enough he picked up the $5 bill but balked at the quarters.  My first tip.  I smiled and thanked him.  He looked at me.

“Know how else you can thank me?” he asked.  One of his friends was watching, the other still playing with the girl on the stage as she drained his wallet of singles.  Fuck, she must have earned $5 by now.  I smiled, coyly at him then shook my head.  I glanced at the table next door, Candy was sat on a guy’s knees.

He pushed his chair out and pointed at his lap, I nodded, he clearly expected me to sit on it, so I did, sideways on from him.  He pushed my hair over my shoulder, then a hand went onto my chest, touching one of my breasts.  I took a sharp intake of breath from nerves, but he mistook it as excitement.  He squeezed my breast through the leather material.

“You like this then do you?”

I smiled back at him, “I do Sir,” I replied in a low voice.  He took his hand from by breast and onto my thigh, sliding it up and onto my ass.

“How much to slap you ass hard while you blow me?” he asked.  There, the contract amount was out.  I thought about Candy’s advice as we’d waited.  His suit looked expensive, he’d not questioned $5 for two beers, he was wearing a Rolex.  He could afford it.

“$5 for the blow job and another $5 to slap me around a little Sir.”  I kissed him while he thought about it.  To help his thought process I took his hand off my ass and raised it up, then brought it down onto my teenage ass.  I let go and then put my hand onto his cock and rubbed it through the material of his suit.

“Hit me Sir,” I whispered into his ear, “Hit my ass, spank me, I’ve been a bad girl.”  I was helping to build his fantasy for him.

“Fuck,” he said, “Fuck.”  He reached into his suit and pulled out his wallet, a thin leather one.  Expensive again.  He reached in and took out three $5 bills and put them on the table.  I watched, kissed him again and slid off his knees, between his legs and unzipped his fly.  I looked up at him, the club was dark, of course, the only well lit part was the stage.  He looked around, suddenly nervous so before he changed his mind I took his cock into my mouth and sucked, moving my head up and down as best I could, the stupid ears getting in the way.

I cupped his balls and forced his full length into my mouth, touching the back, making myself choke as Mr. Lorenzo had suggested, the man seemed to like that.  I remembered that he wanted to spank me, so I lifted myself up from kneeling, keeping him in my mouth the whole time,  I was half standing over him, ass to the side as I continued to suck.  I couldn’t meet his eyes, but I could see the black girl on the stage was lying on her back, my customer’s friend was fucking her mouth and groping her tits.  Another girl had come on stage to take her place dancing.

I yelped in pain as the man hit me ass, hard.  I wasn’t sure what to do, I tried something and took him out of my mouth, instead wanking his wet cock.  “Thank you Sir,” I said and took him back in.  He let me suck him for a few seconds before he hit me again.  We repeated the cycle a dozen times until he grabbed my head.  His breathing was already short, I cupped his balls again and he exploded into my mouth, his cock pulsing a dozen times.  Normally I’d pull away as a guy came, cum tastes revolting, but this wouldn’t be acceptable and I knew it.

I made soft noises in my throat, showing him I loved what was happening, when he finally stopped cumming I still held him, he slapped my ass playfully a couple of times before I slid off and down onto the floor, I opened my legs as I’d been trained and looked up at him.  I smiled, then opened my mouth to show him his load, closed, swallowed and opened again to show him it had all gone.  He patted my head, then threw the three bills at me.

I looked at them on the floor, I moved a hand to pick them up but he shook his head.  “Earn the last one,” he said, “Put your arms behind your back and use your mouth.”

“Yes Sir,” I said, smiling.  Truth be told I wanted to hit him.  He just used my mouth, paid me, turned me into a whore.  Now he wanted to degrade and humiliate me.  For $5 he could do that.  I folded my arms as instructed and bent forward, head down.  I could see the three bills, the first was easy to get, it was half folded and easy to get the corner into my mouth.  Once I had it I looked up at him, unfolded my arms and tucked it into my outfit.  The second was harder, I had to lick it with my tongue to get it to stick, as I moved for the third he put his feet onto my back.  The floor was sticky to my face, years of split beer and worse no doubt.  I felt ill.

“Why not stay like that until I finish my beer?” he said.  I was now a footstool for him.  Better than sucking him I guess.

“My pleasure Sir,” I said, turning my face to him and smiling.  I’d guess I spent 15 minutes like that, when he’d finished his Bud he looked down, he threw another couple of singles onto the floor and stood up.  I stayed where I was until he and his friend were safely on their way to the door.  When I got up I looked around, unsure of what to do, other than pick up the four quarters on the tray.  $17 in 30 minutes, not bad I thought.  Not bad.

One of the bouncers came over, “Clean this shit up and get it ready for the next customers.”  I looked round, the place was already half full, we’d need the table soon.”  I did as ordered, when I took the empties to the bar the girl who’d got them looked at me.

“Half,” she said, holding out her hand.  I looked confused.

“I don’t get paid either,” she told me.  I understood and took out the $17.  She took two fives and handed me $1.50.  Fuck, I’d blown one of them, all she’d done was open two beers.  She nodded in understanding.  “You’ll work the bar soon enough,” she told me, “But next time don’t be so fucking honest.  You could just have given me a five.”  Good advice.  She pointed to the staff door at the back of the room.

“Get cleaned up,” she told me.  Second person to do so.  I walked off, moving my hips as sexily as I could.  Once inside the staff door another bouncer came over to me.

“How much did you earn?” he asked, “Let me see it.”  I took out the remaining money and he looked at it, then picked out a five dollar bill.  “This is Mr. Lorenzo’s,” he informed me, “And I’ll keep the change for the security services.”  Fuck, My $17 had become $3 in 5 minutes.  I walked to the changing room, dumbfounded.  When I got there the enormity of what I’d done hit me and I ran to the restroom and puked.  I wasn’t even an expensive whore, I was cheap.

When I came out Candy was there, her eye makeup was streaked down her face, she’d been crying.  She hugged me.  “Now you understand,” she told me, “Come on, let’s get you ready for the next customers.”  She looked at my hand, clutching the $3, fuck I’d lost the coins somewhere.  “Lock that away safely.”  I did as she ordered.

That night I blew 19 guys, 12 fucked my pussy and five in my ass and I went home at three in the morning – I splashed out on a taxi – with almost $170.  I’d earned five times that, but I’d be able to pay my rent, feed the meter and eat.

Six months I told myself, six months.


Iwas stood in the line holding a new girl’s hand.  We’d decided on Aurora as her name, she’d passed the interview two days ago and this was her first night on shift.  I’d given her some valium and a couple of shots of vodka, but she was still terrified.

“How do you do this,” she asked me.

“Shut off your mind,” I told her sadly, “It’s just a job.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

I smiled, feeling sad, “About five years now,” I replied.  When I’d tried to quit Mr. Lorenzo had politely told me he’d decide when I quit.  There were no girls working in the club past 27 or 28, only five years to go I told myself.  I had no idea what would happen then.

“Come on, here’s our first mark,” I added, putting a fake smile on my face.  A group of six guys were next, I stepped forward clutching Aurora’s hand, “My name’s Carmen,” I said smiling, “And this is Aurora,” I added, presenting my young friend. 

Time to earn my money.


The HuCow
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Wednesday June 23rd 

Ilooked at my owner, “It’s no good Master,” I said, “Your slave has gone over and over the spreadsheets, we’re broke.”  I was sitting on the floor, back to the couch, his legs draped over my shoulders, feet on my breasts as I rubbed them.  He’d been out at work all day, working the production line.  It’s a tough job, very physical but not very well rewarded financially.  We used to be OK, comfortable if you like, but he broke his arm at work and had to take three months off while it healed.  When he went back to work the arm wasn’t the same, he couldn’t work as quickly (he’s paid piecemeal) and our income dropped.  Then two months ago the factory went down to two shifts from three and our income dropped further.  We’re behind on the rent, living hand to mouth.  He’s very proud and I knew how much this hurt him.  I’d do anything, anything to alleviate the humiliation and suffering that I knew he was feeling.

He didn’t speak, just lay back and allowed me the honor of rubbing his feet, it always makes him feel better, even if the feeling is short lived.  I was doing what I could to help with the money issues, I work Circle K, but 10 hours a week minimum wage doesn’t make much of a difference, I can’t get more hours.  What we needed was a cash injection, a few thousand would see us right until the plant moved back onto full time working.

“Got any ideas?” he asked

“No Master,” I replied, “But I keep looking.  Maybe your slave will think of something soon.”  We are an odd couple, he’s only a few years older than me, he six foot, solid muscle, which is what first attracted me to him, and not much going on in his head.  Me, I’m a college graduate, I ran a 3.9 GPA in school and graduated summa cum laude, coming first in my class.  I should have left school, joined a law firm and made partner within eight years, but I never wanted that.  I’ve always shirked responsibility, shied away from leadership.  Being a slave suits me down to the ground, no responsibilities other than to look after my Master as best I can.  I apply all of my mental and physical skills to achieving that goal.

I heard a clink as he put down his empty beer bottle.  “Can your slave get you another one Master?” I asked.

“Can we afford it little one?”  I smiled, I love it when he calls me little one (I am only five feet tall) but it reminds me of my place, a petite girl of Korean descent, serving at the foot of my handsome, muscular man.

“They are already bought Master,” I replied, “It makes no difference if you drink it or not.  Except that you’ll have one less in the fridge.”  He let out a low chuckle at that, I can always make him laugh.  It’s one of my skills.  I love making him laugh

“Sure, get me a beer girl.”  I pushed his legs apart and got onto all fours and crawled away to the kitchen area.  Our apartment is tiny, the main room with a kitchen area, a bedroom just big enough for a double bed and a tiny shower/toilet room.  It’s all we can afford.  Scrap that, it’s more than we can afford.  When I come back with the beer his feet are on the floor, legs apart, flies open, cock out.  I smiled at him, this is another one of my skills.

I handed up the beer and knelt before him.  “Master, please may your slave be allowed the honor of sucking your cock?”  It’s a game we play, I love it.  By asking like this I am reminded that it’s an honor, not a right to be allowed to suck his cock.  It re-enforces our dynamic, my position beneath him, everything that I get comes as a gift from him.

“What have you done to deserve it?” he asked, stroking his cock.  I love watching him do that, watching it grow, hoping, praying that soon I will be allowed the pleasure of tasting it in my mouth. 

“Master, today your slave worshipped you for an hour, devoting her entire being to serving you, thinking of nothing but you and how I can serve you better.  Your slave,” – I’m not allowed to say I, his slave must always refer to herself in the third person, again to reinforce my position beneath him – “has cleaned the apartment and worked in the Circle K, the money your slave earned will be yours to spend as you see fit Master.  Your slave hasn’t eaten today Master, so that you can have more to eat and drink.”  This is true, I don’t require much to eat and I’ve avoided eating to save money.  “Please Master, all the sustenance that your slave requires comes from your cock.”  This is obvious bullshit, I doubt I could live on cum.

“Very well, you can suck my cock.”  He picked up his phone as he spoke to me.

My face broke into a genuine smile, he must be feeling sexy, usually I have to beg for much longer than that before I am allowed to suck his magnificent cock.  “Thank you Master, oh thank you.”  I moved between his legs, opened my mouth and took his semi hard cock into my mouth, taking it all the way down, allowing it to grow in my mouth.  I stay like that, holding it, not moving as I know he doesn’t like me to suck until he’s fully hard and his cock is choking me.  Behind me I heard the TV go silent, soon I will hear sound of one of his favorite pornos that he’s projecting onto the TV.

I quickly recognize it, we’ve watched it together many times, a girl is bound to a bed, head hanging off the edge of the bed, her abuser takes no time as she opens her mouth and he slides his cock into her throat, fuck you can actually see her throat bulging as he fucks her mercilessly, never caring about her.  When she struggles all he does is slap her tits hard, really hard and you watch the red welts develop in real time.  I love it when he treats me like that. 

When he watches a video as I suck him it’s a game, if I get him off before the guy in the film cums I win and get a reward (usually an orgasm of my own), if I can get him to cum at the same time as the guy in the film I’ll get a double reward – maybe to cum and be allowed to sleep next to him, if the guy in the film cums first I’ll be punished, usually involving pain.  Today I’m resolved, the guy in the film will cum first, I know how much Master enjoys hurting me and it will take his mind off the fiscal hole we are in, at least for a few minutes.

My Master’s cock is soon rock hard, I’m choking on it but still holding it in place, my spit is dripping down his balls and soaking into his jeans.  When he’s ready he pulls my hair and I start, lifting my head up, extending my tongue out and down his thick shaft, gasping for air and I start to work, moving my head up and down, as I come up I breathe out and in, replenishing my oxygen  before forcing my head back down.  I held his balls in one hand, massaging them gently, my other hand on the base of his cock, wanking him slowly.  I know the video he’s watching, it takes the ‘actor’ about 2 minutes to cum (when Master re-enacts this scene with me it takes him about 30 seconds, he loves throat fucking me). 

Up and down, up and down I moved my head, loving the taste of the pre-cum on his cock, savoring the noises he’s making, when I stole a glance upwards he had his head back, eyes closed.  Internally I was in my happy place, on my knees, serving my Master in the way he wanted.  What slave could be happier

“Fuck, oh fuck, yesssss,” the actor had just cum, I envisaged the scene, I know it well.  He thrust into the girl’s mouth, all the way.  She’s shaking her head desperately, saliva is running down her cheeks and into her eyes, he puts one hand onto her throat and chokes her with it, not that it’s needed, his cock is prevents her from breathing and with his other hand he’s slapping her tits as hard as he can, she’s thrashing about, trying to break free but the poor girl has no chance, the cuffs were just too strong.

I can start properly now, knowing that I’ve lost and he’ll get to enjoy a spell of hurting me.  I speeded up, forcing my head lower, gagging and coughing.  Master has told me that he loves it as it makes him feel huge, knowing that he’s choking me.  I love it as I know he loves it.  It’s all about him, always.

I tightened my grip on his cock and speeded up my hand action, my spit is drenching his balls and I squeezed them gently, feeling them slide in my palms.  He put a hand onto my head, I knew that it wouldn’t be long. 

“I’m going to cum Anna, oh God I’m going to cum.”  He used my actual name, a rare treat.  He must have been very excited and almost instantly I felt his balls tighten and I got my reward as he pumped my mouth full of his salty cum.  I love the taste of his cum in my mouth, every girl should learn to savor the taste.  I started to murmur my appreciation of his cum, showing my Master how grateful I was to be allowed to taste it.  Master was still grunting as his balls pulsed, when they finally tightened and he stopped cumming I pulled off his cock and opened my mouth wide, showing him the contents of his balls.  He looked at me and nodded, this was the signal to swallow which I gratefully did, then opened wide to show him I’d swallowed it all

“Thank you for allowing your slave to swallow you cum Master,” I said, “It is very grateful that you allowed it taste and swallow.”  I meant that, I am grateful, but any slave should be grateful for the opportunity to serve in any capacity

“Tell me,” my Master said, “Did you go slow on purpose?

Delicate situation, I could lie and I’d get away with it – by lie I mean say no, I just happened to be slow today or tell the truth.  Ah, whom I kidding, no slave should lie to her owner

“Yes Master, this worthless slave wants to be beaten by you.”  I was smiling as I said that.  He smiled back at me, a slave shouldn’t have desires, other than to serve her owner, but I guess I was serving his needs

“Very well, go get the flogger.”

I lowered my voice and smiled, “My pleasure Master,” I replied.  I meant it, to be flogged by him is an honor indeed.  I stood up and walked to the bedroom, pulled out the drawer from under the bed and found the black leather flogger with the red stitching.  It’s going to hurt like hell.  I hugged myself, I love being flogged, I’m so proud of the way I can take the pain and I love the bruises that I know will develop over the next week.
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I walked back to the main room, completely naked.  Without speaking I handled the paddle to my Master and bent over his knees, my small breasts just over his legs.  I put my arms between his legs and grasped my ankles, my head down.

“How many?” he asked.  It’s always my choice to pick out my punishment.  If I pick too few he’ll add 20 more, too many and I might get them all.  He likes me to pick in round dozens, a usual minimum of two sets.

“24 please Master,” I asked for.  Seems right, I’ll be crying by 10, screaming by 20 and begging for it to end.  I have a safe word, I truly believe that every slave should and every Master should respect his slave’s limit, but by the same token I’m very, very proud that in the two years I’ve been permitted the honor to serve him I’ve never used it.  And hopefully never will.

Without warning the black leather bit into the delicate skin of my ass.  I cried out in pain, fuck he normally take a few practice swings and lets me know its coming.  Bastard.  When I calmed down I spoke to him.

“One thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Swish.  “Aaaarrrggh . . . . . .” I sniffled, he’s in dominant mood, “Two thank you Master, please may I have another?”

I got it slightly wrong, at eight the first tears appeared on my cheeks, at nine I was in full flow

“Nine thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Swish, scream, I tightened my hands on my ankles, my long nails digging into the flesh, increasing my suffering.  I’m no pain pig, I don’t enjoy the physical sensation of pain, but I love receiving pain from him as I know how much he likes handing it out.

I can barely speak by 20, each time it’s taking me longer and longer to count out the number, the tears are flooding down my face, falling onto the hard floor.

“20,” I sniffled, “thank you Master, please . . . . please may I have another?”

Whack.  I cried out.  I’m sure this one wasn’t has hard as the last one, this is one reason why we work so well together, he can see the obvious distress I’m in and he’s slowing down, being less forceful, knowing that I’m approaching my limit.

I started to shake, he paused and spoke to me, rubbing my head

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No thank you Master,” I managed to blub.  I must take the punishment, it’s deserved and I literally chose to bring it on myself.

“How about a little pause?”

I sniffed, even these few seconds have brought a welcome respite.  “Yes please Master,” I sniffed though the tears.  He continued to stroke my long, dark hair, he can’t see my face of course, it’s hidden by my hair falling down.  He put the flogger down and rubbed my ass, in a few minutes he’ll apply the soothing balm to help me calm down.  When I stopped crying I spoke to him.

“Please can we continue Master?”

I can’t see him but I can feel the pride he’s taken in me, I know he’s smiling down.  He stopped rubbing my ass and picked up the flogger.

“21 thank you Master, please may I have another?”  I steel myself, I can take the last three without crying.

Whack.  Fuck, fuck, back to full strength.  I inhaled short breaths until my lungs were full, then let it all out slowly.  A short breath in as I recovered my composure

“22 thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Whack.  Easier to take, it’s always easier when the end is in sight

“23 thank you Master, please may I have another?”  Last one.

Whack.  I cried out, I’d hoped to take it silently but I’ve let myself down.  I let out a tear, not one born out of pain, this was born out of disappointment.  Master put the flogger down and wrapped his thick arms around me, lifting me up off his knee to face him.  I wrapped my legs round him, raising myself up (and also to take the pressure off my ass).  He was so gentle as he pushed my hair out of my face and over my shoulders.  We hugged for a few minutes, this is so important in our dynamic, pain was earned but the debt has been paid in full. 

His cock was rock hard again, he loves inflicting pain on me (and I love taking it – not for the sensation of pain, I’m no masochist, I love being able to take pain as it pleases him, and that’s what gets me off).  He threw me off his legs onto the couch, face down.  Instinctively I opened my legs, pushing my knees apart.  He was going to use me, so I displayed my two lower holes to him.  Which would he chose

It only took him a few seconds, I heard him applying something to his cock, he was going to use my ass.  I braced myself and put my hands onto my cheeks, pulling them apart, I heard and felt him move behind me, the tip of his cock touch my red raw ass, then I cried out again as he thrust into me.  This hurt almost as much as being punished.

“Fuck,” I cried out loudly

I started crying again as he fucked me hard.  I like being taken anally, I know I won’t cum, it reminds me of my lower status as nothing more than three holes for him to enjoy.  Usually he builds up to it, taking it slow until he sinks the full length of his cock inside me, tonight it’s different, tonight there was no build up.  He gathered my hands behind my back and crossed my wrists, taking them in one of his huge hands, then pushed my arms up my back.

“Please,” I begged, the pain in my shoulders building, “Please . . .” I wanted to ask him to stop, but I don’t have any rights, I just had to take the pain.  With his other hand he slapped my exposed breast, I’d not seen him treat me like this for a long time.

I was crying steadily, sobbing as he continued without any thought for me.  I was held immobile, his legs between mine, forcing my legs apart, arms held behind my back.  I knew what was coming next.  When I felt his hand on my neck I took a deep breath as he wrapped his hand around my throat and crushed it.  He didn’t let up, he was like a freight train as he rutted my tight little asshole.

I was gasping for breath, struggling against his hold but that just made him more determined and he pulled me up by my throat, all of my weight was now on his hand that was wrapped round my throat.  I was making silent gagging noises, my mouth opening and closing when I heard Master scream in delight, then felt his cock pulsing inside my ass.  He stopped thrusting as he came, his cock buried in my ass, hand still wrapped round my throat

When he stopped cumming he let go of my neck and wrists and I fell forward onto the couch, drinking in the air.  It took me a minute to recover, then I thanked him for using me.  When he pulled out (I cried out in pain again) I turned round and took his cock back into my mouth to clean it.  He allowed me to clean him for a few minutes, before he pulled me back onto his knee and we hugged

When he broke off the hug I went back to being over his knee as he applied the soothing balm, working it into my damaged cheeks.  It hurt as he rubbed the balm in, but long term it’s important.  When he finished he slapped my ass to indicate that that part of the punishment was over.  He doesn’t need to speak to me, I know the next part

I got off his knee and went to the corner of the room.  I stood there, facing the wall.  I raised my heels up, off the floor, placed my hands on my head, interlinking my fingers, bending my arm round my head so my elbows touch each other, then lean in so that they are close, but not touching the walls.  I closed my eyes and contemplated how I’d let my owner down and how I could improve. 

Well, that’s what I normally do but as you know, the truth is that I brought this on myself.  So I’d not really let him down.  Instead I started to think about what I could do to improve our financial position.  Despite what you might think I find corner time very restful, sure I’ll be on tip toes for God knows how long, but for me it’s a peaceful time and allows me to relax.

When Master allowed me to move I crawled to my place, at his feet and kissed each in turn, then thanked him for administering the punishment.  He turned off the TV and walked to the bedroom.  I cleaned round the apartment before following him into the bedroom.  He was in bed, after a punishment I’m not allowed to join him.  I lay down on the floor, found the chain that’s permanently attached to the bed frame, clipped it onto my collar and lay down to sleep.  I had a few ideas which I would investigate in the morning.


Thursday June 25th

In the morning I woke as usual, prepared his breakfast and kissed him goodbye, I inspected my ass in the mirror, the heavy bruising was starting to form, I love being bruised, it’s a constant reminder of my status in the world.  I love the way the colors develop and change over the 10 days or so until they fade.

It’s my day off, so I spent the morning cleaning and planning cheap meals for the week.  There’s not enough money, no matter how carefully I plan, so I skip lunch and instead take out my laptop (ancient, bought when I was a student) and start to chase some ideas.  First I logged into FetLife and update myself on what’s hot.  I don’t use it much these days, not since I found my Master but it’s a good resource.

There are so many people on there showing 10 second videos with a link to their OnlyFans account, I quickly realize that my first idea was no good – sure, if we needed money in a year’s time it might work, but I don’t have time to build a fan base.

My second idea was to write erotica and self-publish on Amazon.  I’m a good writer and my mind is dirtier than my Master when he comes home from work, but a quick search makes me realize that this is another long term plan.

A porn shoot is a possibility, but I’m not sure my Master will be comfortable with my body being on public display, same issue of course with OnlyFans.

I go through a dozen ideas, each has merit but none will produce the cash that we need in the timescale we need it.  In the end it came down to one final idea, the one I didn’t want to do.  OK, prostitution is another one I won’t do - my owner and I are monogamous.  It’s import to us, the only cock I’m allowed to touch is his.

My phone beeped just after six to let me know he’d just got onto the BART and would be home in about 20 minutes.  That’s my cue to get ready, kneeling by the door, awaiting his home coming.  As soon as I heard his key in the door I opened my legs wide, ready to serve.  I didn’t speak until he came in, closed the door behind him and he spoke to me.

“Hello Slave.”  I smiled, I love being called Slave, that one word means everything to me, it means I’m his property, it defines our relationship.  I can’t help but smile.

“Hello Master,” I replied.  My head was down, of course, further reinforcing my status beneath him.  “How was your day?”

“OK, it was OK.”  He sounded tired, distracted.

“Master, may I speak freely?”  I’m always allowed to speak freely, but I like to ask.  It’s a status thing.

“Sure.”

“Master, I have an idea to generate some cash, fast.”

He paused for a moment before speaking.  “Go on.”

“Master, remember last year when we went to the Folsom Street fair?  And we had a coffee?”  He laughed, of course he remembered it.  We could afford a coffee then.  “Master, the owner of the coffee cart is looking for cows.  I found him on Fet and he’s recruiting.  And paying well, very well.

Master took a couple of steps, he didn’t speak, he removed his shoes, took off his jacket and threw it over me.  I didn’t move, I knew that he was thinking about it.

“How much,” he asked eventually.

“Master, he’s offering 10 grand for three months.” I hoped he could hear me through the thin material of the ancient waterproof.

He thought for a few minutes before he spoke again.  “Have you spoken to him?”

“Master, I sent him a message.  He’s not replied yet.”

We talked more about it that evening, at bed time I checked Fet, no reply.  I was allowed to sleep in the bed, Master used my ass and allowed me to suck his cock clean afterwards.  I went to sleep a happy slave.


Friday June 26th

In the morning after Master had left for work I took out the laptop and logged into Fet.  There was a reply from the coffee cart owner.

Hello to you.

Yes, I’m looking for new cows and recruiting now, ready for September.  You’ll be paid $500 for the first month, then £1,500 a month whilst you’re with me, then a $6,000 bonus the day after the fair and a small cut of the profits – if it’s as good as last year you’ll get about $11,000 in total.  I live about 30 miles out of the city on a small farm, with the special shed for the hucows. You’ll be milked multiple times each day and your milk frozen, for the first month you’ll be at home with weekend visits to ensure your progress, for the next two months, until the fair, I’ll need you as a live on site cow as I’ll need to milk you multiple times a day and feed you a special diet to flavor your milk.  At the fair you’ll be on display for the full fair, people will pay to watch you being milked.

If you’re interested we can meet this weekend, I see you’re in Oakland, quite close to my farm.

Zak

Wow, that was good money.  We could hold off the landlord, run up the credit cards and then with 10 grand repay all our debts and still have money left over.  And I could keep working at Circle K for another month.

When Master came home we discussed it and decided we had no other options.  I messaged Zak that night and we arranged to meet at a plaza near the 12th Street BART station, there was a coffee shop nearby and Zak said he’d be paying.  The plan was to talk for an hour or so, then we could head to his farm, if Master wanted to.  Naturally I would have no choice in the matter.


Saturday June 27th

Saturday came, the sun was beating down, not unusual for June, even in San Francisco.  We caught a bus and were at the meeting place just after 10, Zak was there, he was about 50 years old and quite wiry, with grey receding hair. I’ been worried in case he tried to kidnap me, but there was no way he’d be able to beat my Master in a fight.  He bought us coffee and we sat in the plaza and talked over the proposed deal, him doing most of the talking.

“So I’d start her on the drugs soon,” Zak said, talking to my Master like I wasn’t there, “And supply you with a breast pump.  That’ll do to get her started.  She’s got small tits,” I blushed at that, he’s right, “But don’t let that bother you.  She’ll soon be producing fine milk, fine, fine milk.”  He smiled at me as he said that, I didn’t like the way he was treating me, not that it had anything to do with me.

“And her tits will get bigger, much bigger,” he added.  My Master smiled when he said that.  I must admit, I was looking forward to bigger tits, I’ve always been self-conscious about their small size, small even for an Asian girl – I’d looked at western girls huge tits with envy.  I wanted bigger tits, but it wasn’t my choice, was it?

Zak and my Master talked for an hour over coffee, when they were out I was dispatched back inside to get them refills.  It was approaching 11 when Zak asked if Master had any questions, or if he wanted out (Zak looked forlornly at me when he asked that) or if we’d like to accompany him back to the farm.

“Sure,” said my owner, “Let’s visit your farm.”

We walked to the station, me taking my place behind the men.  At the end of the line we got into Zak’s car and drove for 30 or so minutes, before we pulled off the road and up a dirt track to a small farm.  When we got out we walked over to the hucow shed.  From the outside it looked like any other barn, once inside I could see how it was different.  The only entrance was the size of a normal door, but it was like a cage.  Indeed, the whole barn had a metal grill round the frame, preventing any escape. 

The door opened onto a room, maybe 20 feet by 15.  “This is the playroom,” said Zak, “When the cows aren’t being milked they’ll be in here, free to play as they wish.  Come with me, come with me,” he said, leading us out of the room and into a second area.  In it was a central island with 18 stalls, 9 on each side.

“Each cow,” he explained, “will have her own feeding bay, each cow gets different supplements that will flavor her milk differently, oh differently.  Ever tried flavored coffee?  Good, good, well, my flavored coffee comes from flavored milk, after two months of supplements your cow will produce lovely milk, lovely.”  He had a real habit of repeating the last word.

Master studied the feeding station for a few minutes, the silence was broken when Zak spoke again.  He led us into a third area, where there were four showers, sinks and a pair of toilets.  “I like clean cows, clean cows.” He said.  We didn’t stop in this area.  The final area had 18 bays, arranged in a U shape.  “Sleeping stalls, sleeping stalls.  Each cow gets her own stall to sleep in, to sleep in.”

“Where do you milk them?” asked my Master.

“Oh milking, milking.  Come with me, back, back to the feeding bay.”  In the feeding bay he opened a door we’d missed, it was on the other side of the feeding station from where we’d walked.  We walked into a small ante room, there were a further six stalls, each was set up with a powered milking machine.

“Now, how’s your animal with pain?” asked Zak, again addressing my Master like I wasn’t there.

My Master smiled, I was good and he knew it.  “As tough as they come Zak,” he replied.

“Oh good, good,” said Zak, his wizened face turning into a smile as Master spoke.  “The milking machine is quite . . . quite painful.  And towards the end she’ll be being milked for 30 minutes out of every 90, so 30 minutes on, 60 off.  I need to get a lot of milk out of them . . . a lot.”

“She can take it,” said Master.

“Can we try?  I’ve had many cows say that they could  . . . and then they couldn’t.

“Sure, Anna, strip off for us.”  I hesitated, I’m not used to being naked in front of anyone other than my Master, but an order is an order.  I pulled off my top, revealing that I didn’t need a bra.  Then I pulled down my short skirt to reveal I wasn’t wearing panties either.  I stepped out of it and handed my clothes to my Master, then started to remove my shoes.

“Leave them on, leave them on,” he said.  He took my hand and put me into the milking stall, turning me round to face outwards.  He put an iron bar across the middle of the stall and I bent over it, then a second higher up and over the top of my shoulders.  He put my arms behind my back and fastened my arms to the shoulder bar.  Next he fastened my ankles to the side walls, forcing my legs apart.  I was immobile.  I looked at my Master, he was watching carefully.

Zak went to the back of the room and returned with a milking machine.  This was getting real.
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He plugged it in and held the pumps to my mouth, “Lick them, lick them,” he said, “They’ll stick better.”  I did as I was told, Zak wasn’t my Master but he was superior to me, and I love obeying orders.  I opened my mouth and licked the offered suction cups, when they were wet Zak turned on the machine, he then looked at me before disappearing under me and pushing the suction cups onto my breasts.

Holy fuck the pain was unreal as it sucked at my nipples.  In, clank, out, clank, in clank, out, clank.  The second one went on and I cried in pain.  Zak moved out and looked at me.

“Are you OK?” he asked, hand on the machine, ready to turn it off.

“She’s fine,” said my Master. 

“Good, good.  I’ll turn it up now, it’s on the lowest setting.  When he turned the dial I cried out again, this was agony.  “Come, come,” he said to my Master, “Let’s leave your cow here and go to talk business.”  They walked out of the room, Zak shutting the door behind them, leaving me to my torture.

How to describe the pain?  Grab hold of your nipples between your fingers and thumb, then pull one of them out, hard – even my tiny tits moved three quarters of an inch.  Then push it back, but don’t let go of your nipple.  Repeat on the other one, each time pulling it out and holding it in place for two seconds, before pushing back.  The pain is intense.

Repeat for 30 minutes.  Each suction cup must weigh a pound, just the weight of them hanging off my tits for 30 minutes would cause me pain.

I can take a beating as well as the next slave, a perverted side of me enjoys a good beating.  This wasn’t pleasant, no aspect of it was.  I enjoy being beaten as I can see how much my Master enjoys hurting me.  And I love seeing him happy.  But this was just pain, pain without a break, pain that continued as the clank of the machine driving me half deaf.  There was no one to focus on, nothing to break the monotony of the situation.  When Master beats me I can concentrate on his face, his reactions to my suffering, and that makes it all worthwhile.

Clunk, clunk, clunk.  Here I’m restrained, unable to move, other than flex my muscles a little.  It’s painful and mind numbingly boring.  I do some math, if I’m going to be hooked to this machine for 30 minutes every two hours that’s six hours a day of being milked.  Fuck, that’s going to me being awake most of the night being milked.  Six hours a day hooked to this thing.  42 hours a week for nine weeks, 378 hours hooked up to it or almost 16 days.  Fuck.

But I can do it, I have to do it.  We need the money.  Badly.


When my Master and Zak returned Zak walked over to the machine and turned it off.  One of the suction cups fell off instantly, the other hung there a while until it fell, crashing to the straw covered floor.  The pain in my tits subsided almost instantly, the only issue was now I was aware of the pain in my back, I’d been bent over a steel bar for fuck knows how long and it hurt.  Zak didn’t speak to me, he just walked over and released me from the harness.  When I was free I walked over to my Master and knelt at his feet, as I’d been trained.

“So,” said Zak, addressing me, “So little girl, what’s it to be – can you take the pain?”

“She can take it,” said my Master, “Can’t you?”

“Yes Master,” I replied.  His assent was as good as an order to me.  The men continued to talk and eventually they shook hands.  When they left the room I stood and followed, at a respectful distance.  Zak picked up a large bag and handed it to my Master, he placed it in the trunk of Zak’s car and they got in.

“Get dressed,” Zak ordered, “We’ll be leaving soon, very soon.”  I walked back to the shed and put my clothes on, when returned the men were in the car.  I opened the door and got into the back in silence.  Zak returned us to the BART station, we got out, they shook hands again.  My Master picked the bag out of the trunk and we rode the train home in silence.

As soon as we were home I stripped off and Master opened the bag.

“Curious?” he asked me.  Of course I was curious, how could I not be?  I’d wanted to ask since I first saw it, but it’s not my place to talk when men are talking.  And I could see on the train that He didn’t want to speak.

“Yes Master,” I replied.  He smiled and pulled out a milking machine and some small brown bags.

“In here,” he said, opening one of the bags, “are some drugs.  You’ll start on these on Monday – take two, three times a day.  You’ll need to milk yourself, initially starting three times a day, then increasing to six times a day withing a month.  In four weeks I’ll take you back,” he looked sad when he said this, “And hand you over for two months.  I’m allowed to visit once a week to check on you, but for those nine weeks you’ll effectively belong to Zak.  Any questions?”

“No Master,” I replied.

“Good.”  He stood up and grabbed my hair.  He pulled me across the room to the table and bent me over it.  I love it when he takes control of me like this.  Without thinking I opened my legs, exposing my pussy which was already starting to get wet.  I heard him up zip his pants and drop them, he spat on his hand and was wanking himself, then without warning I gasped as he pushed into my tight, wet pussy and started to fuck me. 

“Play with yourself Slave,” he said.  He called me slave, fuck I love that.  Putting me into my place beneath him.  I put my right hand between my legs and started to rub my clit, fuck, the tops of my legs were already wet.  Master was hammering into me, pounding my cunt like a jackhammer.  It wouldn’t take long, I could hear him panting as he got closer, I was on the verge and started to beg for permission to cum.

“Please can I cum Master. . . . Please, I’m so close Master,” I begged.  Even when he grants permission I wouldn’t be allowed to cum, the man always cums first.  As it should be.

“You can cum slut,” he said through his panting.  I was on edge, screaming in delight and agony as I held my orgasm back, straining to hold it in. 

“Cum in your Slave . . . Master,” I gasped, not knowing how long I could hold my orgasm back, “Please Master, cum in your property, I only exist to serve you Master”

That set him off, he loves it when I degrade myself like that, I felt him cum, his fat cock twitching inside me as he pumped jizz into my tight cunt.  Instantly I discharged my own orgasm and I came hard, screaming in delight at finally being allowed a release.  He stayed inside me, hands on my hips as his erection subsided, before his cock finally fell out of me, his cum sliding down my leg.  I moved quickly, twisting round and dropping to my knees, taking his delicious cock into my mouth and sucking our combined juice into my mouth.  What slave could ask for more?

When his cock was clean I used my hands to scrape his cum off my legs, some had pooled on the hard floor so I licked it up, before joining my Master in the shower.


Monday June 29th

My shift started at midday, Master  was away at seven am as usual (after his morning blowjob).  After I’d eaten some stale bread for breakfast and a glass of water I opened the pills.  The instructions were clear, take two, three times a day.  I didn’t recognize the name, but after some research I found that they stimulated breast milk production.  What the hell?  I swallowed two and took out the pump.  I shuddered as I looked at it, remembering the pain in my tits.  Could I do it?  Once glance at the pile of bills marked ‘Final’ convinced me that I could.

I cleared a space, put the machine on the table and plugged it in, instantly the sound of the pumping started, bringing back memories of the pain I’d suffered.  I lifted up the two suction cups and looked at them, fascinated as the little pumps moved in and out.  Suppose I didn’t put them on?  Would anyone know?  Fuck, I would, and when Master came home he’d ask me, then I’d lie, then I’d break down and admit to lying, get punished and then have to put them on my sensitive nipples.

I dipped my finger into the supplied KY and rubbed it round the edge of the suction cups, then pushed them onto my breasts.  Instantly my nipples were sucked into the machine and the pain came back, in and out went my nipples.  I grimaced for a few moments, accepting my fate and then picked up my phone.  I took a few photos and sent them to my Master as proof, then sat back.  My instinct was to play with my phone, but Zak had pointed out I wouldn’t have that distraction on his farm, so it was important that I also got used to being bored.  I did, however, set an alarm for 15 minutes time.

I stood up and turned through 90 degrees, to face the back of our chair (our only chair – we only need one, my place is on the floor at my Master’s feet) and bent over it, taking it in the belly.  Shit, next time I’d find a box to stand on, even on tip toes I couldn’t get anywhere near 90 degrees at the waist.  I folded my arms behind my back and stood there, the only sound coming from the pumping of the machine.  I looked around the room, I was bored.

I was bored and in pain, I tried to concentrate on something, anything to help the time to pass.  I could hear the occasional person moving in the corridor and sounds from the street.  All I wanted to do was rip the suction cups from my tits and stand up, but I knew I had to be strong.  This was my chance to earn good money and help our situation.

After what seemed like an eternity phone beeped and I was so grateful to be allowed to move.  Standing bent over a chair for 15 minutes with it digging into my waist and the pumps sucking at my tits had me in considerable pain – at least at the farm my upper body had been supported.  I stood up and turned the machine off, then gently broke the airtight seal and eased the cups from my tits.  I looked down and studied my nipples, they were red and elongated.  More in hope than expectation I examined the container but there was no milk, I hadn’t expected any.  Zak had told us that it usually takes 10 to 15 days to come in on his regime, so I shouldn’t expect anything quickly.

I cleaned and looked for short term job opportunities that morning, then milked myself again at lunch, this time standing on a small box – seemed like a real relief for the first minute, then the pain in my breasts dominated.

When my Master came home I presented myself to him as he came in.  He hung up his coat and looked down at me.

“So little one,” (a small thrill went through me), “How was your day?  Did you follow you schedule?”

“Yes Master,” I replied, “I’ve milked myself twice, with your permission I’m ready to go again.”

He smiled, but it was more a look of sadness that we had come to this.  He put a brave face on, but I could see this was hurting him – he expected to be the provider, that was his role, whereas my role was to serve him.

He went to the bathroom for a shower and to clean up, when he came out I was bent over the chair, my breasts being pumped, arms folded behind my back.  He walked over to me, he was naked and I could see his cock twitching, growing.  He liked me looking like this.  He stood in front of me, I bent my head back, hurting my neck and opened my mouth.  He took my hair into his strong hands and formed it into a high pony tail, then pulled it, jerking my head back still further, the only sound coming from the clunk, clunk of the milking machine.

He teased me, my mouth was open, I strained to take him into my mouth, to suck and worship his cock, pushing myself forward but he teased me, holding his cock just out of range.  I extended my tongue, finally managing to lick the end of his shaft, savoring that first taste.  I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling, enjoying how I put myself into pain for his pleasure.  Finally he relented and thrust forward, pushing himself into my mouth and down my throat.  I only had a half second of warning but I took a deep breath. 

With his other hand he grabbed my arms behind my back, held my tiny forearms together, wrapped in his vice like grasp and he pulled them upwards, towards my neck, hurting me even more, preventing me from moving.  The chair dug into my waist, my shoulders were in so much pain I almost forgot about the pain in my tits as he held me there, unable to move until I started to struggle, a sign that I needed to breathe.  Still he ignored me until I thought I was about to pass out, when he pulled out and air flooded into my body. 

When I’d recovered he started to fuck my throat.  When he uses me like this, I know that he is getting absolute pleasure and I get nothing, it should be every slave’s favorite way of being used.  Saliva was dripping down his shaft, onto his balls.  I started to make little noises, showing him I was in pain and happy to serve.  Every time he thrust in he tightened his grip on my arms, hurting me more, when he pulled out he would loosen his grip.  The suction cups started to bounce on the chair, he was moving me around and one fell off. Master didn’t stop to reapply it.

Eventually he thrust deep into my throat and held himself there, grunting in delight as he came, I could feel his cock pulsing as he pumped his load straight down my throat.  When he finished cumming he released his grip on me, pulled out and bent down, he picked up the suction cup and put it back on my breast.  I looked over at the clock, only five more minutes to endure.


Thursday July 9th 

The previous days had passed like any others, I’d cooked, cleaned and worked in the store.  I was now milking myself four times a day for 20 minutes a time.  We’d seen Zak at the weekend, he’d felt my breasts (that was humiliating, having a man you barely know fondling your breasts like you were an animal) as he talked to my Master.  He’d said he expected some milk in the next week or so, my chest had grown but so far nothing.

MasterSet off for work, I was starting at 10 so I set up the machine, turned it on, applied the suction cups to my sore chest and bent over the chair.  When my 20 minutes of pain were up I switched it off and picked up the churn.  My eyes came out on stalks, there was something in the churn, I looked down at my nipples, there was no sign of anything but I inspected the churn, yes, there was a tiny amount of milk.  I cupped my own breasts and burst into laughter, I’d done it, I was producing milk.

The second thought that went through me was one of shame, fuck I was producing milk.  I was, a hucow.  I could feel my face go red as my elation was replaced with shame.  Carefully I picked up the small churn and poured the precious liquid into a sealable jar and I placed it in the fridge.  I washed out the churn and went about my day.  My lunch break was an hour from one to two, I raced home and milked myself again, this time my eyes never leaving my breasts.  I thought I saw something when I started, I looked into the churn and sure enough some more milk had appeared.  I was so happy and ashamed at the same time, I could be the cow I needed to be.

After work I milked myself again, cleaned the churn and put the contents into the fridge with the rest of the milk.  In total there was maybe enough to go with a small coffee.  Even so, I was proud.  When my Master came home I greeted him on my knees, asked him how his day was and then he asked about mine.  I gave him the good news.  His face broke into a huge smile and he asked me to fetch the precious liquid.

Gently, ever so gently he unscrewed the lid and lifted it to his nose.  He sniffed it, then looking at me raised it to his lips and poured some of my milk into his mouth.  I watched as he swilled it round his mouth, then swallowed it.  Our eyes met and he raised his eyebrows, still not speaking.  He handed me the bottle and I held it, unsure of what to do.

“Taste it,” he ordered.

Nervously I lifted it to my mouth and poured it in, there was only a tiny amount, I didn’t want to try it but an order is an order and it had to be obeyed.  I upended the bottle and the milk dribbled into my mouth.  I expected it to taste like cow’s milk, but it was much, much sweeter, almost like milk with a little sugar in it.  There was hardly enough to taste, but I had tried it.

“Do you like it?” asked my Master.  I blushed, shit my face must have given away that I did enjoy the taste. 

“Yes Master,” I whispered back, “And did you?”

“Yes, yes I did.”  He gave me permission to start cooking as he went for a shower, when he came out he sat and watched the TV, when his meal was ready he used me as a table, on my hands and knees while he watched the game and drank water.  When he’d eaten he put the plate with leftover scraps onto the floor and granted me permission to eat, which I did.  When I’d eaten I washed up and went to kneel on the floor, staring up at him.

“No, come up here, on my knee, cowgirl.”  This was unusual, but welcome.  I’m not frequently allowed to sit on him.  I faced him, it was heavenly being allowed to look him in the face.  He put his hands onto my breasts and squeezed them gently.  I looked down, fuck, he was attempting to milk me.  I raised myself up so that my breasts were higher and he pulled my nipples, drawing my chest into his face and he took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked, hard.

Instantly I felt something move inside my small breast and I could tell that I’d produced some milk.  I looked at my Master, he looked like a small child in that second and I almost felt like I had some power over him, a sensation I hated.  I don’t like having power.  Especially not over him.

He alternated from breast to breast, sucking and drinking whatever milk I could produce, which wasn’t much.  It didn’t take long for my breasts to empty, then he pushed me down to suck his huge cock – I soon got my reward as he filled my mouth with cum.

When he went to bed I milked myself again before sleeping on the floor next to him.


Sunday July 19th

I’d woken early and milked myself (I was producing a reasonable quantity now).  Once my time was up I went back to the bedroom, Master was still asleep and I knelt down to worship him as he slept.  I love this special time at a weekend, I can spend time on my knees, where I feel at my most comfortable, safe in the knowledge that he’s there.  Truly a special place for any slave.

When he awoke I serviced his cock with a special blowjob, I put absolutely everything into it, given that it would be the last one I gave him for a while.  Today I was to be handed over to Zak for the next two and a bit months, to be developed into a full cow.  Once my mouth was full of cum I swallowed, then got my Master cornflakes – not his usual, but since I’d been producing so much milk he’d started to enjoy them again.

In the little kitchen area I made him a coffee, filled a bowl with cornflakes then put the jug of milk (my milk) onto the tray with the other items and took it back to his bed.  I watched in delight as he poured my milk onto his cornflakes and he ate them in silence.  I couldn’t help but smile when he looked at me and we laughed together at the scene.  When he’d eaten and drunk everything I was allowed to clean up, then I put on a cheap dress (all my clothes are cheap), he got dressed and we caught the bus to Oakland, then the BART out to the suburbs where we’d arranged a time to meet Zak.  We held hands on the train in total silence, I’d never seen him like this, normally he’s confident but I could tell how nervous he was.

When we got off the train Zak was waiting for us.  Master and he shook hands, then we left the station and went to Zak’s pickup.  On the open part of the back was a large dog cage.  I swallowed and paused when I saw it, instinctively I knew that I was going to be transported to the farm in it.

Zak helped me up into the back of the truck, then ordered me to strip.  I looked at my Master, he just nodded.  I did as ordered, it look me less than 20 seconds to get naked.  Zak handed my clothes and shoes to my Master, she won’t need them for months was his comment.  Zak ordered me to lie on my belly, arms behind my back.  He picked up a rope and tied my arms behind my back, then tied my ankles together before bringing my ankles to my wrists and tying them together there.  He picked me up and dragged me inside the cage, tying a rope from the top of the cage to my wrists/ankles, raising my shoulders and ass up, rendering me immobile.  He then threw a tarpaulin over the cage and I heard him secure it.  I was terrified and I wasn’t going anywhere.

I heard the doors open, two of them.  That calmed me a little, my Master was getting into the truck.  When the engine started the truck wobbled and the motion calmed me (fuck knows how the men would explain my position if they got stopped or the truck crashed).  When the truck stopped I was actually excited, I’d come round and I’d found it exciting to be transported like an animal, like the animal I was about to become.

The tarp was removed, I blinked, unaccustomed to the light.  Zak and my Master manhandled the cage to the ground, where they opened the door and helped me out.  Zak untied me and ordered me to stand, little did I know it would be the last time I’d stand upright for over two months.

“She’s grown, oh, she’s grown,” said Zak.  I was standing naked as Zak felt my breasts.  He squeezed them and instantly milk started to form on my nipples, despite having milked myself twice already that day.  Yesterday had been my last day in the store, I’d been wearing pads inside my bra for the last 10 days to soak up milk – one day a baby had started crying in the store and I had to excuse myself as I started leaking so much.  Apparently it’s a normal response in a nursing mother.  And also a hucow it would seem.

“How much is your cow producing?  How much?” he asked.  I blushed again when he said the word cow.  That’s what I was.  It was what I was about to become for the next 10 weeks.

“About four ounces per milking,” my Master replied.

“OK, OK.  Plenty of time, plenty of time.  We’ll soon get her up to two or more pints a day.”  I gasped when he said that, surely there was no way I could produce that much – could I?  The men ignored me and continued their conversation.

“So I can visit every day?”

“As frequently as you like, whenever you like.  Your cow can speak to you, but other than that she’ll be silent until after the fair, cows can’t speak after all.”  He half laughed as he said that.

“And payment?”

Zak reached into his jacket and brought out a fat wallet.  Master’s eyes were glued to it as he took out a thick wad of $20 bills.  He counted out 25 of them and handed them over.  Payment for my first few weeks as a trainee cow.  Zak offered the money and my Master hesitated, looked at me and then took the offered money.  He didn’t count it again, just folded it and put it into his wallet.  A down payment on my udders, if you like.

“Right,” said Zak, “Take off her collar.”  I wasn’t looking forward to this, my collar defines who am I, what I am.  The only time it comes off is when we visit my family (which doesn’t happen often, as far as they are concerned I’ve thrown my life away) or when I go to work.  It wouldn’t go down well at work.

Master walked behind me and took out his keys, I have my own key for it, but that was back in the apartment.  He reached out and put the key into the lock and turned it, I heard it click and he opened the think steel band, leaving my neck exposed.  I don’t like being exposed like this.  Zak walked over and put his hand onto my neck, feeling it.  He picked up a new collar from his backpack and reached out to put it on me.

I studied it, black leather, lockable via a small padlock but my eyes were drawn to the huge bell hanging off it, this would make me a real cow.  Fuck, it really was a cow bell.
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Zak put it round my neck, fastened the leather through the belt loops and secured it with the padlock.  He patted my head, “Shhh, shhh, calm down dear.  You’re not the first and won’t be the last cow on my farm this year.”  I hadn’t thought of that, I’d be sharing the barn with other hucows.  “Now let’s start your training, yes, let’s start.”

He stepped back.  “Onto all fours dear, all fours.”  I dropped to my hands and knees and he spoke again, “No, no dear, no.  Feet on the floor, ass up.”  I stood up and dropped again, this time standing as he ordered, it wasn’t easy to maintain but I managed it, I had to put my feet quite a long way apart, my pussy exposed.  We’d discussed terms, men weren’t going to use me, but I could fuck the other cows in the barn.  If I wanted to.  Or they made me.  I shuddered at that thought.

“Come now, come.  Walk to the barn my dear.  It won’t be easy, no it won’t be easy for you.  But you’ll learn, oh yes you’ll learn.”  As he said that he raised a cane he was carrying and struck me on the ass.  I’ve been hit harder, much harder than that but maybe it was something about the position I was in the pain seemed more intense.  As soon as I moved the enormous bell on my neck started to ding, the noise was quite soothing.  I waddled as quickly as could, out of the harsh light of the midday sun and into the cool, relative dark of the barn. 

Inside the barn I quickly made out another three women, sorry, cows.  One was lying on her back, semi asleep by the looks of her.  Two were in a 69 position, they didn’t stop their fucking as I walked past.  We went into the feeding area, two more cows were positioned like me in their ridiculous gait, one was eating and the other drinking.  I read the signs above their heads, the black girl was called Coco and the blonde was called Daisy, a real cow name.  I read the other names I could see, one was Anna, was that my station?

Zak guided me to the milking area, I raised myself up over the support bar and folded my arms behind my back.  Two more cows were being milked, the machines already making their familiar and unwelcome noise.  Zak weighed my tits again in his hands and hooked me to the machine, my milk started to flow.  He whacked my ass with his palm, then walked out of the cubicle and stood in front of me, talking to my Master.  They shook hands and then walked out, leaving me where I was.  For the next nine weeks I was going to spend a quarter of my life hooked up to that machine.  I watched them leave and was resigned to my fate.

From where I was I could see one of the other cows, she was striking with long, smooth legs, huge breasts and a mass of long red hair.  I loved looking at her, it was semi erotic as the pumps worked on her breasts.  Then I hated myself, how could I be being turned on by a fellow woman being degraded like this?

A man I’d not see before came into the milking shed and walked up to the redhead.  He turned off her pumps and the suction cups fell to the floor.  He picked up her churn and walked out with it, leaving her in harness.  He was back quickly, removed her from her restraints and she walked out on her hands and feet.  When he came back he had another cow, he locked her into her harness and picked up another churn.  He wrote her name on it (Charlie) then put that on the pump, attached them to her breasts and her milking began. 

I lost interest after that, another cow came in and was hooked up, the one next to me was taken out.  My breasts were sore, my back hurt and I was bored stupid.  Still, I had to endure it.  Next time the man came in he came over to me, he fondled my breasts before turning off the machine, allowing the cups to fall to the floor.  When he put his hand on my ass I was worried that he was going to touch my pussy, but he didn’t – I know now when he felt my breasts it was professional, he was assessing if they were empty.  He took my churn away, then released me.

“Follow me Anna,” he said as he led me out of the milking room.  He took me to the feeding station.  “Anna, you can only drink from this nozzle,” he told me, “It has the correct flavorings in it for you, you’ll be producing Hazelnut flavored milk.  It’s essential for you that after each milking you come here and drink until the nozzle runs dry, your liquid intake will be precisely controlled.  As is your food – eat whenever you are hungry, but you must eat everything by the time you’re taken to bed.”  He paused, then spoke to me again.  “Any reason you’re not drinking Anna?”

I didn’t respond, I just moved and took the nozzle into my mouth and sucked.  Instantly my mouth was filled with a sweet Hazelnut flavor, I liked it, very sweet.  I sucked and swallowed until the nozzle had given me all its contents.  When it was all gone I looked at the man.

“Eat if you’re hungry, producing milk takes a lot of calories.”  I turned back and looked at the offered food in my bowl, I wanted to pick some of it up, unappetizing as it looked, but realized that I’d be expected to live like an animal, eat like an animal so I just used my mouth to eat, keeping my hands on the floor.  The food was some form of grey gruel, but inside it were nuts, hazelnuts.  More flavoring I guessed.  I ate about half of the food, then looked back at the man.

“You can also drink as much water as you want,” he said, “Now follow me.”  He led me back to the main room, where there were now six cows.  “You’re free until you’re next milking.”  He caned my ass and left the building, locking the gate behind him.  I didn’t know what to do next, so I lay down on my back to assess the situation.  As I lay down two other cows watched me, then got onto all fours and walked over to me, one was another Asian girl I’d not seen before and the redhead who was being milked when I was hooked up to the machine.

I watched them move awkwardly across the straw covered floor, the petite Asian girl got to me first, she maneuvered herself above me while I lay there nervously.  Looking down she smiled at me.  I smiled back, then she lowered her head until our lips were touching, I’d known that I might have to have sex with the other cows, but this was still a nervous time, I’d never had sex with a girl before, not even kissed one. 

I opened my mouth and she leant down closer and we kissed, it was so much softer and gentler than when I was with my Master.  I closed my eyes, lost in the moment when she broke it off and fell to the side of me.  I looked over, the redhead had pushed her out of the way.  The Asian girl to my side looked at the redhead and they held each other’s gaze for a few seconds, before she looked away, then rolled away and got onto all fours, before walking off.  Clearly they had had a fight for my affections.  I studied the redhead, she was much taller and better built than me, it looked like I had no choice but to submit to her. 

The Asian girl, later I worked out she was called Sato, stayed a respectful distance away, watching as the redhead took the same position over me. Clearly she was a more dominant figure amongst the cows.  Her name was Crimson, not that I’d ever get to use it.  It suited her.

Crimson leaned forward, avoiding kissing me, instead lowering her breast down to my mouth.  I’d been in this pose with my Master, I knew what he liked to do so I opened my mouth and bent my head slightly back as she lowered her erect nipple into my mouth.  I pushed my head up into her breast, my mouth forming a seal round her full, firm breast and she pushed down to meet my mouth.  I couldn’t help myself and I sucked, instantly my mouth filled with her milk.

It took me a couple of seconds to pick the taste, there was a vague hint of vanilla.  Clearly she was being force fed a diet of vanilla, just as I got hazelnuts.  My mind wondered and I started to think of what other flavors were here to be tasted.  A slap to the side of my face brought me out of my day dream – Crimson was clearly a dominant cow.  Was she the leader of the cows?  I started to suckle again and then she slapped me, no, suckling wasn’t right.  Instead I started to lick her breast and this placated her. 

She moved from side to side, alternating the breast meat on offer for a few minutes before rocking back when we kissed, it was like kissing Sato, soft and gentle.  When we broke off she smiled and rolled over onto her back, clearly expecting me to take the lead.  I rolled over on top of her and kissed her neck, working my way up to her ear – when I nibbled it she moaned in pleasure, she clearly liked this so I pushed my tongue inside her ear and I was rewarded with a further moan of pleasure.  I smiled, I love pleasing people, it’s part of who I am.  No, that’s no right, pleasing people is who I am.  It’s why I was put on this planet.

I continued on her ears for a while until Crimson put a hand on my head and pushed me down her body.  I circled her breasts with my tongue, before flicking her nipples with my tongue.  Again she responded, with a soft moan as my tongue touched her erect nipples.  I took one of her breasts in my hands and squeezed it, milk spurted from her nipple onto my face, I couldn’t help myself, I laughed when that happened.  I looked at Crimson, she was smiling as well.  I squeezed again, this time I opened my mouth and caught some of her milk in it, again there was the hint of vanilla.  She put her hands on my head and pulled me up, we kissed again, sharing the precious milk between us.

When we broke off we both swallowed, then she pushed me back down her body.  I tried to lick her nipples again but she was having none of it, instead she pushed my head between her legs and tilted her head back in expectation.  Crimson released her grip on my head and lay there, expectant.  No, she could wait for a while.  I ignored her pussy and instead kissed my way down her leg, licking and kissing until I got to her toes.  They were pretty dirty but I loved the way she reacted when I put her big toe into my mouth and sucked, using my tongue to lick it.  I worked each toe in turn into my mouth, all the while rubbing her foot.  When each toe was clean I licked the sole of her foot clean, loving her moans and groans of delight.

When her foot was clean I switched to her other foot and repeated my worship, making sure both were clean before I kissed my way up her leg and took my first taste of another pussy.  I’d tasted my own of course, off my fingers but this was different.  Nervously I licked the top of her thigh, wet from her juices and then I touched her labia with the end of my tongue, instantly she moaned and pulled her knees in.  Crimson put her hand on my head and drew me in closer, she took handfuls of my hair and pulled it, I was going nowhere.

I licked along her pussy, from her ass to her clit.  When my tongue touched her clit she gasped.  I reached up with my hands and took one of her breasts in each and squeezed, all the time licking.  Soon she was panting, I felt her draw her legs up while I was stuck between them, her knees twitching, her breasts heaving as she breathed quicker and quicker.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was rewarded for my efforts and then she came, gasping, she tried to bring her legs together further, trapping me in place.

Crimson released her grip on my hair and opened her legs.  I lifted myself up onto my elbows and kissed my way up her body.  When our mouths were level she kissed me, licking her own juices off my face before she pushed me to one side.  I lay there in the straw, would she repay the favor?  No, she rolled onto her front then got onto her hands and feet and walked away into the feeding area.  I was a little hurt, but I followed her, I needed a drink. 

When I’d had a drink I went back to the main area, a new cow was being delivered, a gorgeous black girl.  I smiled at her, pleased that I was no longer the new girl.


Saturday July 25th

The week passed quickly, I spent my days being milked, eating, drinking and fucking.  Crimson was the dominant cow, every time a new cow came in she established her position of power, waiting until another cow made a move on the new girl, then pushing her out of the way to take control.  I was permanently tired, never managing to get more than 30 to 40 minutes sleep at a time – all through the night girls were taken in and out of the sleeping area, milked then returned.  I felt like an animal, and shockingly I didn’t mind.  I was eating my gruel and nuts when I was shouted through.

“Anna, get out here.”  I moved awkwardly away into the main area, where I was pleased to see my Master. 

“Can I take her for a walk?” he asked.  I didn’t like that, he owned me, he shouldn’t have to ask for permission to take his property for a walk.  In response Zak put a leash on me and handed it to my Master.  Zak opened the gate and for the first time in a week natural light hit my body.  I stayed on all fours, even though it made me slow.

“How are you Anna?” he asked.

“I’m OK Master,” I replied.

“Coping OK?”

“Yes Master,” I added, I saw no need to tell him how sleep deprived I was, especially when I had another two months of this to endure.  We talked as he walked me, it felt good to feel the sun on my back.  When we were out of sight he had me kneel, then he felt my breasts.  As soon as he touched them I started to leak, he bent down and drank direct from my tits.  I could see him trying to work out the flavor, when he stopped drinking he stood up and smiled.

“Hazelnuts?”

I couldn’t help it, I laughed.  That set my Master off and I literally fell to the floor laughing at the absurdity of the situation, me a highly intelligent slave who devoted her life to serving her Master and whatever his needs were.  Including, it would seem, being a milking cow at the service and disposal of another man.  A woman for hire.

After I finished laughing Master got me back onto all fours.  We walked for a little while until we came to a small wall.  As soon as he saw it I knew what he was thinking, and I was too.  After a week without being penetrated I was desperate – and I’d been having a lot of lesbian sex, God only knows how He was feeling.  He led me to the wall, then took off his shirt and laid it over the rough stones.  He helped me up, so my belly was on the shirt, my legs on one side of the wall and my arms on the other.  It wasn’t comfortable, but this wasn’t about me.  Sex is never about me, it’s about me providing pleasure for the person using me.

Master knew we didn’t have long, I opened my legs, exposing my already wet pussy.  I heard him unzip his pants and seconds later he thrust inside me, I gasped in delight, fuck I’d missed having that inside me.  He thrust in and out of me, glad he’d put his shirt down.  He put his hands over my back, then under my chest, grabbing my tits and squeezing them hard.  I felt the milk flow as he used me and it was only a few seconds before he grunted and I felt his cock pulse inside me, filling me with his cum.

We stayed like that, Master and slave for a few moment until he released me and pulled out.  I turned round and took him into my mouth to clean his cock.  When he pulled out we looked at each other and smiled, it felt amazing to be allowed to serve him again.  He picked up his shirt and laughed, when he showed it me I laughed as well, there were two large wet patches where I’d leaked milk into his shirt.  He put it back on regardless and started slowly back to the shed. 

“Do you like my new tits Master?” I asked him as we walked.  He didn’t answer for a while, clearly he was thinking about it.

“Yes,” he said eventually, “I like the size.  Fuck, I even like the milk.  How about you?”

“It doesn’t matter what I think, does it Master?”  I replied.  He didn’t answer that.

I followed him, my cow bell clanging all the way.  When he put me back inside I didn’t know when I’d see him next, all I knew was that it was time for me to milked again.

Despite the pain that the machine put on my breasts I looked forward to being milked, my breasts were permanently sore now, engorged as they were.  The pumps hurt, but my breasts felt so much better afterwards.


August & September

The days and weeks passed, each day was pretty much the same as any other, broken sleep, force fed flavored drinks, eating hazelnuts (if I never see another one after I leave this place I’ll die a happy slave).  At the weekends Master would come to visit and fuck me, we’d walk and talk, sometimes he’d visit for a few hours and get to milk me, which I secretly enjoyed, other times he’d just show up, use one of my holes and leave.

The week days were full of lesbian sex, which I also enjoyed.  Crimson was the dominant cow, she would always use you but make no effort to return the favor.  When I fucked one of the other cows we did it as equals, making sure we both got off. 

My breasts were continually growing – when we started this journey my tits were tiny, barely an A cup at best.  I’d not been measured but I thought that they must be a C or maybe even larger.  They were always full of sweet milk – I’d tasted my own milk and got a clear hit of hazelnuts.  Other girls tasted of cinnamon, vanilla – name a coffee flavoring and there was at least one cow here producing that milk.

The last Sunday of the month would come and my Master would come out, take me for a walk, frequently we’d see other slave owners with their cows, and use me, when I was returned to the shed Zak would hand over an envelope.  The look on my Master’s face made everything worthwhile as he clutched it, that money represented everything and God knows we needed it.  As I’ve said, he’s not very clever so we’d discussed which bills he needed to pay and how much he had left over for the month.  There was even spare money for him to buy some beers or get the odd bit of takeaway food.

Life was acceptable.  Not good, but acceptable.  I enjoyed it in parts, but I’d rather have been at home with my Master.


Saturday 26th September

The day before the fair.  Zak rounded up all the cows and addressed us.  “As you know ladies,” (he called us ladies, that was totally demeaning, cows would have been better but ladies?) “The fair is tomorrow, yes tomorrow.  I’ll be taking eight of you along, people will pay extra to come into the shed and see you milked, oh yes, they’ll pay.  I’ll be taking the eight best milkers, you’ll each get a $1,000 bonus.”  I hadn’t been looking forward to the fair, I knew that of the twelve cows present only eight would go and I had been hoping to miss out, but not anymore.  Now I was desperate to be selected.  I looked round the room, clearly every cow there wanted the money.

“You can refuse of course,” he said, “it will be 12 hours in which you will be extremely uncomfortable and utterly degraded, oh yes, utterly degraded.”  I didn’t like the way he smiled when he said that.  But I was there for the money.  The money and the money alone.  “So,” he continued, “Any of you young ladies like to opt out?”  I looked round the shed, no one did.

“Oh good, good,” he said.  “The following cows have been selected.  Anna, Crimson, Lilly . . . .” he went on but I stopped listening.  I’d been selected.  That was what mattered.  I was now getting at least $11,000 in exchange for two months of my life.  Plus there was going to be a bonus.  I just had to survive the next 24 hours.


Sunday 27th September

The day dawned just like any other from the past two months.  I’d been roused every two hours during the night, restrained and milked before being returned to my stall.  When I was released into the main area there were eight metal cages, Zak and one of the cow hands were opening them.  I looked round, knowing what I had to do.  I crawled up to one of the open cages, to my left Crimson was already inside it, secured in place.  As I looked at her I knew why Zak had been smiling, shit just being transported to the fair wasn’t going to be pleasant.

I crawled into the cage, the cold steel hurt to kneel on.  Once inside I did like Crimson and put my arms behind my back, Zak reached in and cuffed one, passed the cuffs over the top of one of the bars of the cage, then back inside and cuffed my other wrist, locking my arms in place.  Next he secured my ankles to the sides and finally tied my collar to the cage.  He then closed the door and padlocked it closed.  I was going nowhere.  The other six cows were restrained the same way.

One of his assistants came over with a small trolley and lifted Crimson and I onto it, then wheeled us out to the waiting pickup, we were lifted on and the cages put into the back.  They made three more journeys, in the back of the truck there were two rows of three cages.  The final two cows were placed on the top and secured to the cages underneath.  Zak then threw a cover over the load, even in San Francisco you’d get stopped for driving with a load like that, and we were ready to go.  Even so it must have been another hour before we set off, later I realized that this was because the men had to load up the precious milk we’d been producing for weeks and pay the four remaining owners and hand their cows back to them.

It was hot under that cover, we were all sweating and where I was on the bottom meant that sweat was dripping off the cow above me and landing on me, which wasn’t pleasant.  It got worse however when she pissed herself and the vile yellow liquid landed on me.  It soon evaporated leaving nothing but the smell.

When we set off it was a blessed relief, at last there was some air moving around the cages and I felt somewhat better.  The journey to Folsom Street took a long time, I guess about 90 minutes.  Add on the time in the cage before we set off and I was desperate to be milked.  When the cover came off I blinked, experiencing the sun for the first time in hours.  Zak took his time, as one of the first in I was last out.  There was a coffee stall and we were led through into the back, where there were eight milking stalls, arranged in a U shape. 

I was taken to one of the stalls and placed into it, legs apart, arms bound behind my back.  Zak put a ring gag into my mouth, then walked round his herd, smiling.  All of us cows were making noises, showing him that we needed to be milked.  He laughed, then brough out the equipment and applied them to our breasts.  I can’t begin to describe how it felt when the pump started and the pressure that had been building in my chest was finally eased.  I’m embarrassed to say it, but I loved being milked in that moment.  Unless you’ve been in the position of needing to be milked you couldn’t understand.

“Don’t go anywhere girls, oh, don’t go anywhere.  People will be paying good money to come in and see you being milked.  Oh they will, they will.”  After only ten minutes Zak turned the pump off, I wanted to protest, I wanted, I needed to be milked for longer than that.  I soon worked it out, he was going to have two girls permanently hooked up, he just gave me ten minutes to release the pressure.

The day passed slowly and painfully.  The noise was constant as the pumps never stopped.  People were constantly coming in, mostly men, and they would grope our breasts.  Occasionally a woman would come in and Zak would allow them to sample direct from the teat.  They mostly merged into one memory, but towards the end of the night a black man and a naked white girl came in.  She stood out in my memory, she had huge, firm breasts and I think she was English.  She was very nervous and Zak and her Master, judging by the way he had her on a leash,  toyed with her, asking her if she’d like to be milked or whored out for next year.  She visibly shook at this suggestion, poor thing was so scared she couldn’t see that they were playing with her.

They made her suck milk direct from the nipples of a couple of cows until she guessed the flavor correctly.  When she asked for a Hazelnut coffee Zak lifted the suction cups to my mouth and I licked them before he applied them to my breasts.  Lucky girl, she was going to get fresh milk, not frozen.

“This is for you slave,” Zak said, “This cow’s been force fed hazelnuts for months now.  You’re going to love it.”  I squealed as the suction cups stuck to my breasts and started to pump.  “Only be five minutes, just five minutes,” he added to no one in particular.

The black man found his voice.  “And the girls, sorry, cows, are here through choice?”  He asked.

“Doubt it,” Zak said, “I rent the slaves off their owners for four months before the fair.  Gets me time to get them producing lots of milk.  I freeze it so there’s plenty to go round.  Don’t worry about them, they are all full life time slaves, they sign up for a life of anything goes.  Don’t you?”  The last two words were directed at me, so I nodded my head.

“Feel them sir, feel them.  Hold their breasts, they should all have some milk in them now.”  The black man thought about it for a few seconds and then started to walk down the line, feeling each girl in turn, his slave followed him, also holding and caressing their udders.

“If you want to fuck one of their mouths you can, you can.  In return, can I get your slave in the harness, just for a few minutes?  She’d look amazing as a cow.”  The man looked at the line of slaves, there was a definite twinge in his pants.  The he looked at his slave, she clearly didn’t want to do this.

“No thanks man, not today anyway.”

Zak said “Pity, how about if I throw in two free coffees?”

“No.”

“Pity.”

Zak pulled the suction cups off me and walked away, the man and his slave following.  When he came back next time Zak had another man with him.  He rubbed Crimson’s head and untied her.  “Time to leave Crimson,” he said.  When he removed her bell the man put a collar on her and led her out, clearly her Master had come to collect her.  Hopefully mine would be here soon.

As it happened he was the last one to collect his slave.  When he came in I was overjoyed, they talked as I was released.

“She needs to be milked for the next six weeks or so,” said Zak, “Can’t just stop overnight.  Wind down production, spread out the sessions.  In six weeks or so she’ll stop producing.  I’ve emailed you details and a suggested routine.  Assuming you want her to stop producing milk . . . .”

I got dressed, Master gave me a new bra, 32E I was very pleased to discover.  I loved it when he put my collar back on me, fuck I’d missed it.

“And,” said Zak, “Get in touch next year if you want her to come back.  A great milker your slave, a great milker.” 


Monday 28th September

Master left for work and I got up and milked myself, this was going to be a long, slow process.  It felt amazing to eat toast for breakfast, fuck, just to eat something other than hazelnuts felt great.  I put the milk into the fridge, I’d already produced a couple of pints since I came home.  I counted out the money, Zak had been as good as his word and there was almost $8,000 to pay into the bank.  That was enough to pay off all our debts and leave a little left over.  I’d start looking for a job later that day.  It would take some time for me to stop producing milk, Master had said he may well keep me in milk, just stop down the amount I was producing.  I have no choice in the matter.

And next year?  Fuck, I guess I’d be doing it again.  We’d made almost $12,000 in exchange for nine weeks of my life.  I can’t say no to that.  Could you?


Paula’s Puppy Day
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Italk too much, it’s a defense mechanism I guess.  If I’m talking I’m putting off my more base instinct, hiding behind the endless chatter.  And I’m even worse when I’ve been drinking.  God knows how Ryan puts up with me, he just listens.  That night I’d been drinking, I needed to be drunk to broach the subject that I wanted to discuss

I was nervous, very nervous.  I’ve had this dream, this fantasy for as long as I could remember and I was about to ask my boyfriend if we could act it out.  Problem is he’s, well, he’s a good man, just a little dull.  And we’d been arguing for months now about anything and everything, my guess is that if it continued like this we’d be splitting up soon.  So maybe now was the right time to ask him, he if was offended, if he thought I was just sick in the head we’d split up there and then, or it would give us something to look forward to and maybe we’d stop arguing.  At least for a while.

“Ryan, can I speak to you please?”

I looked at Ryan sat in the chair across from me.  A sad look came over his face, fuck he thought this was the end.  “Sure,” he replied, sad resignation in his voice.  It suddenly hit me, he’d walked out on his wife of 15 years to be with me, the hot teen intern from the office and now, now it looked like that was going to be the mistake she’d told him it was.  I could hear her yelling at us, “six months, I give it six months before you come crawling back to me”.  She was almost right, it had been six months and hopefully someone would be crawling soon, but me, not him.

Ryan didn’t speak, he waited for me.  Shit, I couldn’t say what I wanted to.  I needed a drink.  I stood up and went to the fridge and pulled out a coke, then I opened the freezer and pulled out the vodka.  I looked at Ryan, he was staring.  I rarely drink, I’m 19, it’s not like its even legal but I needed one before I continued.  I poured a large vodka, then topped it off with coke, picked it up and downed it in one.  I looked at Ryan, he was now quizzical, I think that’s probably the second or third time he’s seen me have a drink since I’ve known him.

The warming sensation of alcohol went down my throat and into my stomach, settling me a little.  I allowed it to sit and spread for a few seconds, feeling my shoulders relax, before fixing myself another one.  I picked up a second glass and poured Ryan a scotch and handed it to him, then I knelt down in front of him.  His face said it all, he was convinced this was the end.  Still I couldn’t speak, then he broke the silence.

“Is this the end for us Paula?”

I sipped my drink, then shook my head.  “No, not at all Ryan.”  He visibly relaxed when I said that.  “It’s just I’m aware how much we’ve been arguing and . . . and there’s something I’d like to ask you.  It’s a bit out there but I’m soon going to be 20 and I’d like to do something special . . . different for my birthday.”  Shit, I was just edging round this, I’d have to say it soon.

“Go on.”  Fuck, how long had I been silent thinking about this?

“Well,” I took another drink, “I’ve got a fantasy.”  There, I’d started, “A sexual fantasy.  I’ve had it since I was small and  . . . and I’d like to act it out.  For my 20th.”

Ryan put his Scotch to his lips and sipped it.  He was always careful, thoughtful, even when it came to sipping his favorite Macallan.  I watched as he inhaled the aroma coming from the glass, savoring it before swallowing the hard liquor.  “So, I’m guessing this is a bit out there Paula?”

I nodded, still not sure I could say the words.  “Are you going to tell me or do I have to put you over my knee and spank it out of you?”  I was shocked, he’d never spoken to me like that.  One glance at him showed he was joking, more’s the pity.

“OK, here goes,” I said, paused, drank again, and came out with it.  “I want to spend a day as a  . . . as a puppy.”  There, I’d said it.

“I, I don’t understand.”  Fair enough.  It’s not like it’s a normal or mainstream, even in BDSM this is a bit niche.  But it’s something I want to do, no, it’s something I need to do.  I stayed where I was, kneeling at his feet as I explained it to Ryan.

“It’s an aspect of BDSM,” I told him, “I’d be stripped naked, a dog collar put on my neck and I’d spend a day being trained as a puppy.  You know, made to kneel, taken for a walk, trained to fetch a stick, hopefully get to play with another puppy girl.  Punished if I disobey an order.”  My voice dropped as I said that last sentence, I’m not good with pain, I don’t enjoy it but it is, in my mind, an essential part of training a pet – it has to know the consequences of disobedience.  Makes it a better animal.

Ryan didn’t speak for a few minutes.  I talked and talked, I can’t bear silence, wanting to know what he thought.  Eventually he sipped his drink again, then put a hand on my head and said, “And you want this for your birthday?”  I nodded.  “OK, ok, that’ll give me what, six weeks to sort something out.”

I smiled and a tear escaped my eye.  “You’ll let me do this?” 

He nodded.

“Just one condition.”

“What?”  I was nervous.

“After your day of training I get to play with you as a puppy.”

I laughed, “Sure.”  I picked up my drink and finished it off.

“Leave it with me Paula.  You’re 20th is going to be a day to remember.  He tipped the remains of his drink into his mouth and swallowed it, then opened his legs wide and slipped a hand inside his pants.  From where I was my face was level with his crotch and I could see his cock growing.  I hate performing oral, I much prefer it when he performs oral on me.  With a body like mine he can work for it.  Ryan put his hand on my head and pulled me in towards his cock, fuck had he not learned by now?

I kissed the end of his cock, his grip loosened and I pulled away, smiling up at him.  I backed away and undid my blouse, revealing my tits, I wasn’t wearing a bra.  I took my small breasts into my hands and massaged them, pulling my nipples until they were hard.  I watched Ryan as I did this, he spat into his hand and started to wank himself, I knew what he liked and watching me play with myself was one of those things.

I lay on my back and pulled my skirt up, opening my legs wide.  I pulled my panties to one side, exposing my little pussy and I touched it, running my finger up and down the soft hairless lips.  Ryan moved quickly, as I knew he would, he started on my knee and kissed it gently, working his way up my slender skin, kissing and licking as he went.  I love it when a man takes it slowly, working on a girl the way she deserves.

When he reached my pussy he pulled my panties down before gently licking my labia.  I moaned, he’s got such a soft tongue as he ran it up and down my lips, before pulling them apart and pushing his tongue inside my pussy.  He started to fuck me with his tongue, I put my hand on his head, holding him there, my head back, mouth open as I lay back, loving the attention.  He’d get to fuck me soon, but not until I’d cum.

“Fuck me with your fingers,” I gasped, I was wet enough.  Ryan moved, lifting his head as he started to lick my clit with his tongue.  He teased me, circling my hole with his thumb before finally sliding his fingers in, one initially but quickly joined by a second one.  “Yes,” I moaned, my eyes closed.  Once again I took my breasts into my hands and gently squeezed them.  I wrapped my legs over his back, holding him in place.  I was lost in ecstasy as he expertly fucked and licked me.  I was breathing deeply, panting as I got closer and closer.  Ryan was a good lover, he wouldn’t stop until I came.

“That’s it Ryan,” I moaned, “Don’t stop . . . oh Ryan, do . . . don’t stop Ryan . . . I’m, I’m going to cum . . . Oh God YESSS!” I pulled him in closer, not allowing him to move as I came, my body tightening in pleasure as I came hard over his face.  He sucked my clit into his mouth, toying with it, his fingers still as I came.  When I released him he kissed his way up my body, sucking my nipples.  He wiped his face on his arm, he knows I don’t like the taste of my own body.

We kissed, then he pushed my legs apart and slid his cock inside me.  “Mmmmm,” I sighed, “Fuck me gently Ryan.”  He started slowly, thrusting in and out of me, slowly at first but he soon speeded up and it wasn’t long before he yelled out as he came inside me.  We kissed again, then lay on the rug until he went soft and rolled over and we went to bed.


Over the next six weeks whenever I tried to discuss my up and coming birthday he closed the conversation down, Ryan was insistent that my day be a complete surprise.  In truth that worked for me, I was beside myself with excitement.  We started to argue less and became more playful in our sex lives, I opened up about my desires and Ryan indulged me, ropes made an appearance but there was no way I was going to suck his cock.  Then the big day came, the alarm clock went off at six am, on a Saturday, on my birthday!  A normal girl would have been expecting a lie in, following by a good fuck, a present then out shopping with an expensive meal.  Me?  I was out of bed in a flash, teeth cleaned as Ryan stirred in the bed.

When he came into the walk in wardrobe I was naked, he eyed me up and down as I pulled out a dress.

“What about this?”  I asked.  He shook his head, then pulled out one of his drawers.  I went onto tiptoes to see, but Ryan used his height to block me.  When he turned back he handed me a plastic bag.  I took it and opened in, inside was a tiny boob tube and a miniskirt, the boob tube was white and almost see through, the skirt was made of cheap cotton.

“What the fuck?” I said quietly, holding them up to the mirror.

“Put them on Paula,” he said.  I waited a moment, then thought fuck it, I’m going to be naked most of the day, might as well start somewhere.  I put the boob tube on, it was beyond skin tight and pressed into my skin, my tits aren’t huge but it could barely restrain them.  Next I pulled up the skirt, it was just above where my pubic hair would have been if I had any, and finished less than an inch below my pussy.  Shit, if I walked past any small kids they’d see everything.  I looked at myself in the mirror, I looked like a cheap whore.  My face went red, I actually liked the look.

“Put your hair in bunches Paula.”  I didn’t speak, just did as he ordered.  Next he picked out a bright red lipstick and handed it to me.  I didn’t fight, just applied it to my lips.  Ryan stood behind me as I stared at myself, putting on the lipstick.  When I wound it down and stood it on the dressing table he took my bunches, one in each hand and pulled, jerking my head up.  I gasped, I’d not seen him like this.  He put one of his legs between mine and kicked my ankles, forcing my legs apart.  I put my hands onto the edge of the table, he was going to use me.  This wasn’t making love, this wasn’t even sex.  In that moment I was nothing to him but an object to satisfy his most base desires.

He moved closer to me, our skin touching and I could feel his rock hard cock against my ass.  Was he going to fuck my ass – not if I could help it.  I bent forward, all the time holding his gaze in the mirror, with one hand I reached between my legs and found his cock, then I guided it into my pussy.  I cried out as he thrust into me, my poor pussy was dry.  Ryan didn’t care, fuck, that’s not right, the look in his eyes, he was enjoying hurting me as he used me.  I cried out in pain again and again as he thrust in and out of me, within second he was grunting and yelling as he came inside me, I could feel his cock pulsing as he shot load after load into my cunt.

After he stopped cumming he released his grip on my head and I put my face down on the flat surface of the table.  When he pulled out he slapped my ass hard, so hard I cried out again.  I was sure he must have left a hand print on me.  When I straightened up I looked in the mirror, my makeup was running from where a tear had left my eye.  Then I felt his cum start to slip out of my pussy and down my leg.  I grabbed a tissue and started to wipe his cum up, when I looked at him in the mirror he was ignoring me, selecting clothes to wear. 

I pulled out a second tissue to wipe up more of his cum, then a third to wipe away the tears.

“Stop,” Ryan ordered, “I like you looking like that, with your makeup smeared.”  I stared at myself, I looked like a whore.  “Just one more thing,” he said.  Ryan pulled out a pair of red heels.  Now I really looked like a street whore.

I watched as he got dressed, just chinos and a shirt but they looked, indeed they were, expensive.  A cheap hooker and her mark.  Hmmm, maybe we could play this out in the future, he could meet me in a bar and pick me up.  I stored that away to bring up soon, maybe in a couple of weeks once I’d got my puppy play desire out of my system.

We held hands as we went downstairs and into the garage.  In silence we got into his car, he pressed the zapper and the door opened and we left the house behind, the door closing behind us.  We drove for an hour in almost silence, I was so excited I couldn’t imagine speaking, Ryan looked serious, no doubt wondering what kind of a freak was he living with?

I didn’t know where we were going, this was part of the excitement for me, the unknown.  When we pulled off the freeway we stopped at a gas station, he handed me a twenty and told me to go inside and get a couple of donuts and a coffee each.  I hesitated, looking at myself in the vanity mirror.  If he’d asked me to do this yesterday I would have said no, but today I thought I had no choice – if I said no, maybe he wouldn’t take me to my special day.  I took a deep breath and walked out of the car, trying desperately hard to muster some self-respect.

As I opened the garage door I saw a man looking at me from behind the aisle.  He stared at me and then shook his head.  I heard him mutter something under his breath, I think he said whore.  All kinds of emotions came over me, sadness, rejection, shame but also excitement – I’d clearly titillated his interest.

I picked up a couple of donuts and headed to the counter where I ordered the coffee.  The woman behind it looked at me with disgust, well this was a gas station just off the freeway.  I could hear her muttering under her breath, suggesting I put some clothes on.  I just smiled at her.

When we set off again we ate and drank on the move, I was all nervous and I think it showed - Ryan asked me to open the glove box, there was nothing inside apart from a brown paper bag.  I took it out and looked at it.

“Put it over your head Paula,” he said, “I want this to be a real surprise for you.  He didn’t look at me when he said this, rather he kept his eyes firmly on the road ahead.  I held it for a few moments, before doing as he asked.  I blew open the bag and put it over my head.  With the darkness and loss of sensation a calmness came over me, bizarrely with the loss of my sight I felt more relaxed.  This was something else to try later.

I felt the change in the road when we left the freeway, then we traveled for another 20, 30 minutes before we finally stopped.  I wanted to remove the bag, but felt it should stay on – Ryan asked me to wear it, it should be his decision to remove it, when the time came.  In that moment I felt more trusting of Ryan than I ever had done of anyone before. 

He got out of the car and left me where I was, engine running to keep the a/c going.  When he returned I could hear he was talking to someone else, but with the noise of the car, the windows being up and the bag I couldn’t make out the words.  I listened intently, but it was no good.

Ryan’s door opened abruptly and he switched off the engine, killing the a/c.  Instantly the heat started to build and inside the bag moisture started to form.  I breathed deeply, trying to calm myself, this time from excitement rather than nerves.  It was going to happen!

My door opened and Ryan spoke to me as he helped me out of the car.  “I’m going to take the bag off now Paula,” Ryan said.  I held one of his hands as he lifted the bag up.  As soon as I could I looked around, I had no idea where we were and blinked in the light.  I quickly realized that we were on some kind of farm, there were large buildings around us.  Ryan was stood next to two men.

“Paula, this is Ethan and Juan, they are going to be training you for the day.”  I smiled at them both and said hello, they smiled back.  Both were about six feet tall, in their early 30s, more than a hint of Latino about them, with slightly brown skin and shoulder length dark hair.  They were very muscular and I was instantly attracted to them both.  I had been a little afraid that Ryan would have set something up with a 250lb man.

“Hello Paula,” said Juan, extending his hand.  I took it and we shook, then I took Ethan’s hand and we shook.  “Let’s go inside, go over the arrangements for the day, do some paperwork and then we’ll get started.”

“Do you do this frequently?” I asked.  Juan paused for a moment before he answered.

“Not that often,” he replied, “There aren’t that many girls than want to be puppy girls.”  A thrill shot through me, fuck this was real, it was going to happen.  Inside we went into a large office room up some stairs and Ethan spoke.

“So, Paula, we’ll spend the morning training you, playing games and teaching you positions that you’ll be expected to Master.  You’ll get fed at lunch time, nothing fancy, then in the afternoon we’ll bring in another puppy for you to play and train with.  Your day will be over just after four.”  He looked at Ryan, “Are you wanting to stay and watch?”

“Sure,” said Ryan.

“Great.  Paula, the whole day will be recorded.  It’s important so that should you, at some later point, decide that you were forced we can prove that it was all consensual.”

“OK, can I get a copy as well please?”

Ethan laughed, “Sure.” 

Juan addressed us both.  “How do you feel about us fucking you Paula?”  That was a bolt out of the blue, I hadn’t expected that.  Juan kept talking, “A real puppy girl would get fucked by her trainers.  But we understand if you don’t want to do that – it’s entirely up to you both.”  I looked at Ryan.  I opened my mouth to speak, but he beat me to it.

“I’m OK with it boys, as long as you wear rubbers.  What do you think Paula?”  I hesitated, was he testing my loyalty to him?  He spoke again, “Paula, this is you fantasy, I want it to be as good as it can be for you.  And if that means you get fucked by your handlers, then I’m prepared to accept it.  Fuck, might even be exciting to watch.  And maybe later you’ll allow a girl to join us?”

Maybe I was drunk on the moment, high on the thought of being used by these two men, but nervously I nodded my head and spoke softly.  “OK, OK, you can fuck me.”  Juan and Ethan both smiled.

“That’s great, that’s great,” said Ethan, “Let’s get the contract signed and get you dressed.”  I took Ryan’s hand and squeezed it, this was real, it was going to happen.  And I was going to get fucked by these two handsome, muscular men with the promise of a threesome to come.  Shit, why had I not told Ryan about my dreams a year ago?

Ethan moved behind the desk and opened a drawer, from where he pulled out three sheets of paper.  He put them on the desk and turned them to me, I started to read.  It was pretty basic, I agreed to be treated as a dog, to be silent, apart from barking and growling.  I agreed to be fucked, to be filmed, to be naked, to obey and submit to punishment, if required.  I crossed my legs as I read it, flashing my pussy at Ethan who was watching.  I was a needy little slut, I’d expected to go home and masturbate, thinking of my time here.  Now I was actually going to get fucked.  I wanted this, no, I needed this.

I signed the contract and pushed it to Ryan, who smiled at me and patted my head, then he signed it.  He pushed it back to Ethan and Juan who both signed it.  We were good to go. 

“OK Paula, have you got a puppy name, or do we need to make one up? asked Ethan.  Shit, I’d not thought about that.  I shook my head.  Juan moved beside me and ran his hand though one of my bunches. 

“How about Raven?” he asked.  I liked it and nodded my head.  Raven it was.  “Stand up and remove your clothes then Raven,” he continued.  He voice was firm and in control, he expected to be obeyed.  I did as he ordered, pulling the boob tube over my head, unzipping my skirt and allowing it to drop to the floor.  Ethan whistled as my clothes fell.

“Nice,” he said, “Very nice.  How old is your puppy Ryan?”

“20 today,” he replied.  I opened my mouth to speak but before I could get any words out Juan slapped my ass hard, the shock of it knocked me sideways a little.

“Puppies don’t speak Raven,” he said, “Ever, understand?”

I wasn’t sure what to do, so I yapped.  Was this a correct response?  He seem satisfied.  Juan picked up my clothes and helped me out of my shoes, when he straightened up he handed them all to Ryan.  Juan lifted one of his hands and grabbed one of my breasts.  I was shocked, I opened my mouth to speak, this time I managed to stutter a word of complaint.  Even more surprising was Ryan, he raised his hand, I expected him to punch Juan, what he actually did was slap my other breast so hard I cried out in pain.

“Puppies don’t talk Raven, I hope you’re not too stupid to understand this?” he said.  I yapped again, fuck, we were all taking this very, very seriously.  For the first time I was suddenly a little afraid, afraid of all three of them.

Ethan moved to my side and grabbed my other breast, then pushed a hand between my legs.  “Raven, this is for real.  You’ve signed a contract that includes us fucking you.  And be in no doubt, we are going to fuck you.”  He smiled, “And if we’re going to fuck you,” he continued, rubbing my pussy, “that means putting hands on your body.”  I started to moan, his hand was moving slowly over the folds of my pussy which was soaking wet to the touch.  He pushed a finger inside my cunt, then added a second as he finger fucked me. 

We stared into each other’s eyes, this was unreal.  A man I’d met 10 minutes ago was finger fucking me, a second was now nuzzling my breasts while my boyfriend stood and watched.  This continued for a few minutes, my breathing was getting deep and I was panting when abruptly he pulled out his fingers and showed them to me, wet with my juices.

“You’ll get to cum if you behave well Raven, understand?”  I yapped, this appeared to mean yes.  “Good.  Follow me,” I started to drop to my knees, but he held me up.  “We have to go down stairs Raven, that’s not easy and not something you want to try right now.  Walk on your hind legs, like a human.”  He walked past me and I turned to follow him.  Juan or Ryan slapped my ass hard.

“Enjoy the freedom,” said Juan, “It’s the last walking you’ll be doing for a long time.”  I took this to heart and followed Ethan down the stairs. 

At the bottom he walked four or five feet then stopped and turned to face me.  As soon as I was off the last step I dropped to my hands and knees, like a good puppy.  He rubbed my head, “Good girl,” he said.  The way he said it sounded like he was addressing an animal, not a person.  I loved it.

“Where should I go?” asked Ryan.

“You can watch from back in the office man,” said Ethan, “If you want to leave and pick her up come back at four.” 

“I’ll stay for a bit,” he said, “But I’d like to watch her get ready, if that’s OK?”

“Sure man,” said Juan, pushing past Ethan.  “Heel bitch,” he barked at me.  With Ryan his voice had been warm and friendly, with me it was hard and cold.  The difference between friends and animals.  I obeyed, I’d been slapped twice already and I wanted to be a better bitch for them than this.  I crawled quickly, getting alongside Juan, staying at his side.  Behind me I could hear Ryan and Ethan following.

Juan opened a door and went through, he held it for me.  Inside it was spartan, with a low table and racks with stuff hanging from the walls.  I couldn’t see much, when I raised my head Juan slapped me.  “Head down, unless otherwise instructed Raven,” he told me.  I lowered my head, then I heard him click his fingers, I looked at his hand, he was pointing to the table.

“Jump up Raven,” he commanded me.  I crawled to the edge, then unsure what to do I put my hands onto the table and shuffled, then raised one leg up onto the table, then the second.  I moved down the table, so that my entire body down to my ankles was on the table.  I was rewarded with a “Now stay.  Good girl”, fuck that was degrading but I loved it.  Juan and Ethan spoke to Ryan, telling him what they were doing as they dressed me for the day.

“We start with her collar.  There’s a selection on the wall, normally we let the puppy chose one herself, but I figure you can pick one out.  If you don’t mind, how about one from this range?” said Juan.  I couldn’t see anything, I didn’t want to be punished for moving without permission.  Behind me I heard Ryan pick one out.  “Good choice Ryan.”

Juan moved to me and stood facing me, his cock an inch from my head.  He patted me, as you would a dog and passed the collar under my face, I took my first glimpse at it, thick black leather, stainless steel studs with a bulge at the back, presumably where it would lock.  Juan opened it as I watched, then passed it under my chin and around my neck.  He pulled it tight, passing one end though the clasp and locking it in place.  It was tight to my throat, there was no way it was coming off. 
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“I’d recommend these gloves for her, it's her first time and they are really well padded,” said Ethan, “Those are for experienced puppies who’ve built up the skin and muscle on their paws.” 

“Sure,” said Ryan.  Juan moved away and Ethan took his place, he showed me the mittens, like the collar they were made of thick leather.  He put them down, on the table, under my chin, then bent down and took my right hand.  He picked up on of the gloves and slipped my hand inside it.

Inside is a steel bar,” he told me, “Wrap your fingers round it so it’s in your palm.”  I did as he suggested, the metal was cool but it gave me something to grasp. 
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The metal was cool but it gave me something to grasp.  I wrapped my hand round it, then he pulled the wrist strap tight and locked it in place.  This wasn’t coming off, not as my choice anyway.  There was considerably less pressure on my hand when I put it back on the table, there was a lot of leather and the padding was welcome.  He put the other one onto my other hand, I grasped the bar and it too was locked in place.

Juan slapped my ass, “Next the knee pads,” he said, I presumed he was talking to Ryan, but I was glad I could hear what was happening.  “Right knee up Raven,” he said.  Every time they called me Raven I had a shiver of excitement.  I did as ordered and he slipped something under it, then pushed my knee down.  I stole a glance, it was just a thick knee pad, made of black leather again.  I earned anther slap on my ass for that transgression.  He put another pad under my other knee and locked them in place.
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“Now to get your bitches legs up,” said Juan.  I’d expected to be crawling on my hands and knees, my feet and ankles dragging on the floor.  I wondered what he had in mind?  He pushed one of my legs up, so the ankle was almost touching the back of my thigh.  Then I heard a noise like tape being unwrapped.

“What is this?” asked Ryan.

“Bondage tape,” said Juan, “It’s strong but not sticky like gorilla tape.” He wrapped it twice round my ankle, then over to my thigh where he pulled it tight, drawing my leg closer until the skin touched.  He then wrapped it round and down my legs, there was no way I’d be able to get my lower legs onto the floor.  He repeated the same procedure on my other leg, leaving me helpless, there was no way I’d be able to get off the table safely

“Now for the final touch,” Ethan said.  I wasn’t sure what was coming, I felt a pair of hands on my ass, pulling the cheeks apart and then I gasped as something slid inside.  “Every puppy needs a tail,” he added.  My ass closed on the butt plug, I tried to push it out, it hurt.  Then pain seared across my left ass cheek

“That was one stroke from the cane Raven, that stays in your ass until we decide to take it out.  Understand?”  I yapped to show my agreement.  I did not want to experience pain like that again.  My ass throbbed and I resolved to keep my tail inside me until they allowed it to be removed.

“Mind if I take some photos?” asked Ryan, bringing out his phone. 

“Sure, she’s your bitch after all,” replied Ethan.  Fuck, that’s what I was, a bitch, dressed like a puppy and ready to play.

A large black ball gag appeared before my eyes.  “If you speak from now on you’ll be wearing this.  Have you ever worn one?”  I shook my head.  “Try to keep it that way, the pain in your jaw can be pretty intense if it’s in for an hour.  And if you speak, it will be.”  This was thrilling, I wasn’t going to get off lightly at all.  Shit, I was already planning a return visit, I could almost smell my pussy.

Ryan photographed me a dozen times, I opened my mouth and panted for him, I wanted every inch of me to be an obedient puppy for him.  When he put his phone away I knew we were ready to start.

“OK,” said Juan, “Let’s start with some simple positional training.  Sit.”  I didn’t know what he expected from me, I did what I’d seen in some videos and rocked back onto my legs, keeling.  I raised my arms up and bent my wrists.  I waited like that for a moment, then he spoke again.  “No, not like that.  That’s more like begging.  Here, open your knees . . . no, not that wide.  That’s how a slave would kneel.”

He got down on his knees to show me.  “Like this, open your legs just wide enough to put your hands between them, there, that’s it, arms straight, back curved.  Yes, good girl, that’s it.  Now tilt your head back, mouth open wide, tongue out.  Good girl, good girl.”  My arms were either side of my small breasts, Juan raised his hands up and took them in his hands and squeezed gently.  I wanted him to stop, at least while Ryan was there.  I looked at Ryan, he was smiling.  Then my ass was ripped with pain again.  I yelped.

“Eyes on your Master bitch,” yelled Juan.  Ethan must have hit me and I looked back at Juan.  I’d learned my lesson, I hoped.  “Stay bitch,” was his next order.  He released his grip on my chest and stood up, I kept my eyes fixed on him.  Fuck it was exciting to be controlled like this, with the threat of pain keeping me under control.

“You going to stay man?” asked Ethan to Ryan. 

“Nah, this is her day,” replied Ryan, “I don’t want to watch you fuck her, not my scene.”  Shit, they were going to fuck me weren’t they.

“I’ll show you out man,” said Ethan, walking away, Ryan following him.  When Ethan opened the door Ryan paused and looked at me.

“I’ll be back at about five Raven, be good for the men.”

“Woof woof,” I replied, I was determined to be a good puppy.  Ryan and Ethan left the room, leaving me alone with Juan.  When the door closed he spoke to me.

“OK Raven, let’s work on walking.  Back onto your arms and knees.”  I pushed my legs back and arms forward until I was on my knees and hands, my back level with the floor.  “Good dog . . . good.  Now arch your back . . . that’s it Raven, keep it like that.” He tugged at my leash and started to walk, slowly.  Nervously I followed him, it was hard to remember which limb to move next but he took it slowly as I walked across the floor.  Twice he caned my ass as I walked too far away from him.  At the far end of the room he turned me round then ordered me to sit.  This time I assumed the correct position first time, even my panting was real – crawling like that was hard work.

“Good girl,” he said, then patted my head, like you would with a real dog.  That felt good, I’d worked hard and been rewarded.  I woofed again, this was unreal. 

“OK, new position for you,” he said, “lift your hands up, no get your wrists as close as you can to your shoulders, that’s a girl.  Now head back, no, as far as you can.  Mouth open.  That’s it.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small cookie and balanced it on the end of my nose.  I could smell it, I’d only had the donut today and was hungry, my mouth was filling with saliva, I wanted to eat it but was clearly being tested.  He left it there for a while, ignoring me.  Eventually he put his phone away and spoke.

“Eat.”  I wasn’t sure how, so I moved one of my hands.  Mistake!  The cane came out and lashed my ass, fuck that was five now.  I cried out and the cookie fell off my nose, earning me another stroke.  I got back into position as quickly as I could and he picked up the cookie and put it back on my nose.

“How many dogs have you seen use their legs to eat?”  He asked.  None, obviously, but I couldn’t say that.  He made me wait again before showing the cane to my face, then raising it behind my ass.  Then he told me to eat.  I wasn’t 100% on what to do, but I tipped my head forward, the cookie fell off my nose and just missed my mouth, landing on the floor.  I bent forward and to the side and licked it up off the floor.  I’d never eaten off the floor before, it wasn’t clean and my tongue was covered in dust.  I expected to feel the cane on my ass, but it didn’t come as I straightened back and started to beg again.

“Good girl, good girl.”  He patted my head again and stroked my hair.  “You’ll learn to always get the cookie straight into your mouth, it just takes time.”  I was happy, he could see how much I wanted this, to please and be trained.

“Heel.”  I moved quickly back onto all fours, as my fists touched the floor he struck me.  “We need to work on you moving more gracefully,” he said.  I was only 10 minutes in, this seemed a little unfair.  He walked down the room and I followed him, staying as close as I could to his heel.  When we got the far end he stopped and I stayed at his side, waiting my next order.  Again a stroke from the cane.  I was starting to regret this, no matter what I did it seemed to be wrong and the cane delivered the punishment.

“Sit when stationary, unless otherwise instructed Raven,” he said to me.  I moved quickly and got another blow, apparently my back wasn’t low enough to the floor.  I was determined to get better, and quickly.  My ass hurt, I wanted to look at it, to see the red stripes, there was a mirror on the side wall, I’d look at it next time.

What’s the appeal in this you ask?  I told you at the start, I talk, all the time.  I hide behind talking, what I want, what I’ve always wanted is to not make decisions, have no responsibility and this satisfies that need, plus I must look as sexy as fuck.

“Stay,” he commanded and walked away from me.  I watched him as he left the room, returning with Juan a few minutes later.  I wanted to move, my legs were sore but I didn’t dare move.  The threat of even worse pain kept me in position. 

Juan patted my head when he walked over to me.  He smiled at me, then threw a tennis ball.  “Fetch,” he ordered.  I pushed my arms forward and got onto my knees and fists and chased after the ball.  I wasn’t very quick, I don’t think I could be with my legs bound so tight.  When I caught up with the ball I opened my mouth as wide as I could and tried to bite it, but it just rolled away.

On my second attempt I trapped it between my fists and this time managed to bite into it, then I scurried back to Juan, dropped it at his feet and barked as best I could, then pulled my legs forward, onto the floor, back arched, breasts thrust out. 

“Head further back Raven,” Juan ordered, “That’s it, tongue out, extended down your chin.  Good girl.”  That excited me, I was a good girl.  He patted my head, then bent down and picked up the ball.  He threw it again and we played that game for a few minutes, I got the ball as fast as I could, it was hard work crawling like that and I was soon sweating.

After I’d fetched maybe a dozen times Juan put the ball in his pocket.  He patted my head, then felt my breasts.  I was shocked when he did that, I’d expected a little warning.  I’d agreed to be fucked, but this was still a surprise.  He twisted my nipples, my instinct was to cry out in pain, instead I yelped like a dog would.

I was thirsty, I wanted a drink but knew I had to wait until they decided I needed a drink.  Ethan had been watching, as if reading my thoughts he came over with a bowl of water and put it down on the floor.  I didn’t move, I didn’t dare, as much as I wanted to.  The two men ignored me and started to speak to each other in Spanish.  I caught the odd word, but I’m not bilingual.  This was annoying, I wanted to hear what they were saying, but does a dog understand his master’s speech? 

Eventually they broke off and Juan told me to drink.  I crawled to the bowl and bent over it, expecting to be hit for not drinking correctly.  Instead Juan instructed me on how to position my self, ass up high, legs slightly apart exposing my pussy, front legs either side of the bowl.  I bent my head down and my long hair flopped onto the floor, either side of it – that must be why I had my hair in bunches.

I put my face into the water, opened my mouth and took a mouthful of the cool liquid.  I heard a swish and my ass stung with pain.

“Dumb bitch,” yelled Ethan, “Ever seen a dog drink like that?”  No, no I hadn’t.  They lap the water.  I raised my head slightly so that my face was just above the water and started to lap it.  The motion was almost useless, but I managed to get some water and avoid another strike from the cane.  Still, it was exciting to be forced to drink like a dog.

Next Juan clipped a lead onto my collar and walked me to the far end of the room, I was careful to stay very close to his heel.  He opened the far door and led me out into parking lot.  I was nervous, I was on display and I hesitated, again earning another stroke from his cane.  I knew then that I should obey every order, if I hesitated or disobeyed I’m be caned and then made to do it anyway.

Outside he walked me across the lot to a pole, where we stopped.  I didn’t have any instructions so I sat, legs apart, head back, mouth open as I’d been trained.  He patted my head.  “Good girl Raven,” he said, “But you’re here for a reason.  Piss against the pole.”

I looked at the pole, fuck this was more degrading than I could ever have imagined.  I looked back at Juan, he smiled and swished the cane.  I knew what that meant.

Dogs smell before pissing, so I got back onto all fours and sniffed the pole.  Instantly I knew I wasn’t the first animal to urinate there, the ground smelt of stale piss.  With Juan watching I moved to put my ass facing the pole, raised my leg and let out a long stream of yellow liquid.  I looked up at Juan, he was smiling, reveling in my total humiliation.  My face flushed red in disgust, he had his phone out and was recording me.  When I finished he just tugged my lead and walked me back into the building, locking the door behind as we went in.

The rest of the morning passed with me being trained, either to fetch, to roll over, to lie on my back.  When I did the last one I had to keep my elbows and knees pointing at the ceiling while my trainers examined my body, pushing their fingers into my mouth and my pussy.  I should have been humiliated at this, but I was turned on by the way they used me, Ethan brought his fingers wet from my cunt to my mouth and I sucked them clean.  In return he slapped my tits.

When Ethan’s phone went off he spoke in Spanish again for a few minutes, when he put it away he walked out, returning a few minutes later, carrying a large suction dildo.  He attached it to the wall and I was walked in front of it and ordered to sit, my knees just short of the wall.  I knew what was coming next, I was going to practice my oral skills.

I don’t like sucking cock, they are always dirty and smell of piss, Ryan doesn’t seem to mind me not doing it, he’s never complained so I get away with it.  At least this one would be clean.  As if reading my thoughts Ethan took out his cock and wiped the end with his fingers, I could see the white stuff on his hands, then he wiped it all over the cock.

He looked at me, mouth open, head back and pulled a lipstick out of his pocket.  He applied it to my lips, bright, bright red.  “Raven,” he said, “You will suck this cock.  Ryan tells me you’re not very good and he expects an improvement from you.  It’s nine inches long.  If, when I come back, you’ve got a bright red ring at the base you’ll avoid a whipping.  For every inch you fail to get down your throat you’ll get five lashes.  Bark if you understand.”

“Woof, woof,” I replied.  What the fuck, how dare Ryan discuss me like that with these strangers. 

“And later you’ll be sucking mine and Juan’s.”  I didn’t speak or move, so he hit me again.  “Any reason you’re not sucking bitch?”  There was no answer to that so I straightened my neck and took the end of the dick into my mouth.  As they both filmed me I pushed my head down and was proud of myself, I managed to get two or three inches into my mouth before the taste of Ethan’s cock on the plastic made me gag, I pulled back and coughed, both of the men started to laugh.

“Good bitch,” said Ethan, “We’re going for something to eat, stick with it.”  At the mention of food I was suddenly hungry, would I get fed?  They walked away and left the room, leaving me alone with the cock.  The thought of being whipped was a great motivator, I opened wide and pushed myself onto it, taking it deeper this time and the taste of Ethan’s cock was fading.  Up and down I sucked, each time getting a little more down my throat.

When it touched the back of my throat for the first time I gagged and pulled out, spluttering and coughing, I turned my head to the side, expecting to puke but I managed to hold it in, just about.  I looked at the cock, there was a red ring on it from my lips, but not even half way down.  Fuck.  I took it back in and sucked again, getting to my gag point before pulling back and turning to the side.

I don’t know how many times I sucked that cock, forcing it down until I gagged, it was clear to me that I wasn’t going to get all of it down my throat, but I wanted to minimize the pain I was about to feel.  Eventually I looked around, I’d managed to get just under half of it in and I’d had enough, my arms and hips ached, to say nothing of my jaw.  I pulled off, deciding enough was enough.  No one was watching, when I heard the door I’d start sucking again.

Suddenly I screamed in pain, a sensation like I’d never felt before burst through my body and neck, my entire body went into spasm and I fell the floor, unable to stay in position.  When the pain stopped I lay there in a daze, what the fuck had just happened?

“You were told to suck bitch.”  I looked around, I couldn’t see anyone but there were speakers on the wall.  Shit, they’d been watching me.  “That was level three for 10 seconds.  Next time I need to remind you you’ll get 30 seconds at level five.”  Fuck, that collar must be an electric shock collar, fuck, fuck, fuck. 

Slowly I got back into position and took the cock into my mouth and resumed sucking.  When the men came back I was wary of them, fuck, like a dog that’s been beaten.  They ignored me and I kept sucking, not wanting to risk a second shock.  They stood and talked, before I was ordered to sit.  I pushed backwards off the cock and tilted my head back, mouth open, despite the pain in my jaw.

“Now,” said Ethan, “Let’s see what you’ve learned.”  He opened his fly and pulled out his cock, still flaccid but I moved quickly, I could see his hand holding a control box, presumably for the shock collar.  I took him into my mouth and buried my face against his pubes, his cock was disgusting, it tasted of piss and God only knows what else but I was desperate not to be shocked again.

His cock grew quickly and I had to pull back, I took a deep breath and pushed down again, forcing my head up and down his thick shaft.  His cock wasn’t large, thank you God, and I could get most of it into my mouth, only gagging slightly as he touched the top of my throat.  Ethan took my hair bunches into his hands and started to control me, pushing me up and down his cock, effectively using my mouth as some kind of sex aid.

“Put your lips on my cock bitch,” he ordered, “And keep your fucking teeth off it.”  I did as I was ordered, breathing as best I could when he pulled me back.  I started to flick my tongue on his cock, I’d seen girls do this in films and I was desperate to get him off as quickly as I could.  It didn’t take long, he started to grunt, he wrapped his legs round the back of my head and pulled hard, my throat opened and his cock slid into my throat.  I started gagged and spluttering, I could feel the bile starting to rise in my stomach, my belly convulsed, I couldn’t help it I raised my arms to try to push myself off his cock but it was no good, he was much stronger than me and I couldn’t move.  I opened my mouth a little wider and the puke started to come out of me.  Ethan didn’t seem to care.

When he finally finished cumming he released me, I fell to the floor, covered in my own puke, gagging and coughing.  Ethan put his foot on the side of my head and pushed me down, down into my bile.  He stood up and removed his pants.  “Dumb cunt,” he said, not looking at me, “Now I’ll have to get these cleaned.  Ryan was right, you need to work at cock sucking.”  Shit, had Ryan ordered this?

As he walked off Juan came over.  “Disgusting slut,” he said looking at me.  I couldn’t see myself but I knew he was right.  Ignoring my suffering he bent down and put a leash on my collar.  “Heel.”  I rolled over and onto my hands and knees, following him.  I slipped on the floor a couple of times, he tugged at the leash as we headed outside. 

Once we were in the sunshine he walked me over to the post where I’d pissed before.  To think I thought that was as demeaning as the day was going to get.  He tied my leash to the pole, then walked off and returned a couple of minutes later with a hosepipe.  He didn’t ask or speak, just turned it on and aimed at me, the cold water shocking me as he hosed the vomit off me. 

When I was clean he turned off the hose and walked off, leaving me to dry in the summer sun.  I thought about the situation I was in, I’d been horrified at the forced blow job, being degraded by having to piss like an animal in the outdoors and yet at the same time I was excited, I was desperately hoping that one of them would fuck me soon, I needed to be used like an animal.

Juan was away for a long time, I lay down on my side on the hot pavement , I watched the cars in the distance to pass the time.  When he came back he didn’t speak, just unhooked me and pulled the leash.  I got back onto all fours and hung my tongue out, then followed him as he walked me back into the building.  At least it looked like they’d forgotten to whip me for my earlier inability to suck cock.

Inside Ethan was changed into fresh clothes and the mess had been cleaned up.  There was a large tarpaulin with a box covered in a sheet on it.  He walked me onto the tarp and ordered me to sit, which I did without thinking back arched, fists on the floor, mouth open as I’d been trained.  Shit, I hardly thought when he ordered me into position like that.

“Good girl,” he said and patted my head.  I was pleased that he noticed how I’d performed.  I sat there panting and he reached into his pocket and pulled something brown out.  I was nervous, what was this, then I watched as he broke it in half and threw some to the floor.  I looked at it, unsure what to do.

“Stay,” he said.  I didn’t move.  Eventually he spoke again.  “Arms behind your back Raven, no bend your elbows to 90 degrees, push as hard as you can, that’s it.  Open your knees more, good girl.  This position is eat.  You only eat when ordered to, understand?”

“Woof,” I replied.  It seemed to be the correct response.

“Good girl, now bend forward and eat your reward.  Despite what it looked like Ethan was proud of you earlier.”  I bent down, my ass lifting up slightly and I shook it, to get my tail moving.  I sniffed the item on the floor, fuck it was chocolate.  I extended my tongue and licked it, it was slightly melted and tasted a little unusual, but it was chocolate.  I opened wide, it took me three attempts to get it between my teeth.  It was soft and I bit down on it, swallowing it quickly.

Juan bent down.  “Good girl, your first piece of doggy chocolate.  That will be your main reward from now on.”  I shook my ass, making my tail move, I loved being called a good girl.

Juan stood up and moved over to the covered box.  I resumed my sitting pose and watched as he pulled the tarp back a little, he looked at me and winked, then reached into his pocket and took out some keys.  He bent over and unlocked the box, opened the door which I could now see was a cage.  Fuck, it was a dog cage.  But it wasn’t a dog inside.

He reached in and picked up the leash and pulled it, slowly out came another woman, older than me with long blonde hair also in bunches, on her head was a pair of leather ears.  She looked amazing, like something I was aiming towards.  As soon as she was out she was ordered to sit and she did, just like me.  She opened her mouth and panted, she’d been trained just like I was being.

Juan spoke to the new puppy.  “Lola, this is Raven.  Why not say hello puppies?”  I watched as Lola got onto all fours and edged towards me, I followed her lead and moved towards her, we were both being cautious, moving slowly.  I studied her, as she studied me.  When we were close she started to sniff the air, holding her tail still as she did, sizing me up.  We were both behaving like puppies meeting for the first time, smelling each other, deciding if we liked each other.

Our heads were inches apart and she sniffed my hair, then moved alongside me.  I sniffed her body as she moved until her ass was alongside mine.  I felt her breath on my ass, then she kissed me.  I was nervous, I’d never been with a woman, nor seen a naked one outside of the changing rooms.  Suddenly she shook her ass as I’d seen real dogs do, she’d decided she liked me.  She rolled over, on her back, inviting me to climb on top of her.  I looked at Juan.

“Play with her Raven,” he ordered me.  I was nervous and I hesitated.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out the control for the shock collar.  His voice hardened.  “I said play with Lola.  Now.”  As his finger moved to the button I moved, crawling over Lola so that we were in a 69 position.  She didn’t hesitate and she started to lap at my pussy.  My body betrayed me, her tongue was soft and gentle and I moaned straight away, I loved having my pussy licked.  It was time to return the favor.  I tilted my head down and took my first taste of another woman.

Her pussy was smooth and as hair free as mine.  I could smell her musk as my nose got closer and closer to her pussy.   I took a deep breath and licked her soft, warm slit.  I liked the taste, and started to lick her eagerly, the way I like to be licked, long, slow licks with my tongue, opening it wide to touch as much of her as I could.  I was new at this, but a fast learner and soon she was writhing about in obvious pleasure.  Lola had stopped licking me but I didn’t mind, I wanted her to cum.

I stuck at it, she was writhing in pleasure, I wanted to make her cum, to push my fingers into her sweet wet hole, of course I couldn’t, but it didn’t seem to matter what I did, she just didn’t cum, until Juan spoke to her.

“Cum Lola.”  Her reaction was instant, her legs closed on me, trapping my head on her pussy, Lola was screaming in delight, her body trembling as wave after wave of orgasm ripped through her body.  I was so happy, I’d made a girl cum with my tongue, clearly she’d been waiting for permission to cum.  I felt hands on my ass then I gasped as Juan or Ethan pushed his cock inside me.  His cock was huge and fat, this must be Juan, Ethan’s cock wasn’t as fat.

He pushed inside me, my pussy opening as he started to rut me.  My head was jerked upwards, out from Lola’s legs, he’d grabbed my bunches and pulled, I breathed and looked up, Ethan was in front of me, on his knees, his cock out and he pushed it to my face, I knew what was expected and I opened wide and took him into my mouth.

I can’t describe how good it felt to have two cocks inside me, one in my pussy and one in my mouth.  This was a new level of control, I wanted to shout and scream, to bite down and close my mouth but I couldn’t, not with Ethan in my mouth.  Every time Juan thrust into me I moved forward, taking more of Ethan into me, then I’d move back when he pulled back.  Under me Lola had recovered from her cum and she started to lick my clit.  I squeezed my pussy, trying to push down on her face.  Suddenly I was aware of Ethan speaking to me.

“You watched Lola bitch, you don’t get to cum without permission.”  Fuck, I was already close to cumming, I was a slave to my pleasure.  I was on the edge, I started to whimper as best I could as they continued to use me, I was desperately holding my orgasm in, praying for permission.  I really didn’t know how much longer I could hold it when I heard Juan behind me cry out, I felt him shoot his load into my tight, wet, 20 year old pussy.  I couldn’t help it, that pushed me over the edge and I started to cum.

“You can cum bitch,” yelled Juan, just as I started to.  My body started to contract as wave after wave of orgasm came over me, I couldn’t feel the cock in my mouth, I was lost in my own world as my pussy contracted and expanded, squeezing Juan’s cock.  Lola didn’t stop licking me and I soon came again and again, my first multiple orgasm. 

I don’t know how long I was like that, only my need for air brought me round, Ethan had his hands on my head and I was aware that my throat was open, my nose against his pubes, fuck he was deep throating me and I could feel his cock twitching, he was cumming in my throat.  He held me there until he’d finished, then he pulled out and I collapsed onto Lola.  I was proud, I’d just deepthroated him and not puked.

Juan pulled out of me and slapped my ass.  “Good girl,” he said, “Good girl cumming on command.  We’ll ingrain that response into you.”  He slapped my ass again, then spoke again.  “Sit bitches.”

Without thinking I rolled off Lola and got onto my knees, raising my hands into the begging position, Lola quickly moved and assumed the same position next to me.  I stole a glance at her, her cheeks were flushed and she was panting.  I couldn’t wait to tell Ryan, maybe we’d be allowed to borrow Lola for a night, I wanted to fuck a girl again.

Juan stood up and patted my head, then Lola’s.  I noticed he was wearing a condom, he pulled it off and then put it over Lola’s mouth, before inverting it.  I watched as the sticky white cum dripped from the condom into her mouth.  I expected her to swallow as Juan pulled the rubber between his fingers, forcing every last drop into her mouth, but she stayed still, mouth open wide, holding it.

“Kiss bitches,” said Ethan, a smile on his face.  We moved to face each other, Lola bent down a little so my mouth was above hers and we kissed, she forced some cum into my mouth and we pushed it back and forth, kissing passionately and rubbing each other’s breasts with our gloved hands.  Ethan and Juan watched, then started to speak to each other in Spanish.  Eventually they stopped and ordered us to stop kissing and swallow, which we did.  I don’t like the taste of cum, the idea of swallowing makes me want to be ill, but I obeyed as a good bitch should.

“Lunch time girls,” said Ethan.  Suddenly I was aware of how hungry I was, I’d been sick and was ready to eat.  Ethan put leads on our collars and walked us towards the back of the room.  Juan put out four dog bowls, we sat and watched as he poured water into two of them – I was desperate for a drink.  Then my stomach turned again, I could feel the color drain from my face as I watched what was happening.  Juan held up a can of dog food and pulled the lid off.  He laughed as he looked at my face, reveling in my obvious discomfort. 

Next to me Lola was shaking her ass and making little noises, fuck she was clearly excited to be fed like this.  Juan bent down and upended the dog food into one of the bowls, then opened a second can and put it into the final bowl.  Slowly, ever so slowly he took a fork and mashed the dog food around, breaking up the food so it was easier to eat.  I looked at Lola, she was actually salivating looking at the food, she was really looking forward to it.  But like the well trained dog she was she didn’t eat.

Juan stood up and patted our heads.  “Eat bitches,” he ordered.  Instantly Lola bent forward, opened her mouth and started to chew down on the food.  I watched her for a moment, then nervously bent down.  I sniffed the food, then half straightened up.  It smelt revolting, there was no way I was going to eat that shit.  I could go without food for the rest of the day. 

I screamed out in pain, Ethan had taken a cane to my ass and struck me hard with it.  “You were told to eat Raven,” he said, “So eat.”

In front of me Juan took the remote for the shock collar out of his pocket.  He showed it to me, holding his finger over the control.  “Or if you prefer,” he said, “I’ll shock you, Ethan will whip you and then you’ll eat.”  I thought for a few seconds, they meant it.  How could they go from being so intimate with me to causing me so much distress and pain?  One look at Juan and I knew that he meant it, then my ass stung with pain again as Ethan showed me he wasn’t joking.

I bent forward, my nose an inch from the vile food and sniffed it.  I felt the bile rise in my stomach and I swallowed hard to stop the contents of my stomach coming out.  I desperately wanted one of the men to sense my discomfort, to spare me this humiliation.  But it wasn’t to be.  I got struck twice more before I opened my mouth and bent down.  I licked the food, sensing the jelly on my tongue before I took a little of the food into my mouth.  I chewed it, all the time wanting to puke before I swallowed it, the taste was vile, it reminded me of rotting flesh.

Ethan put a bucket at my side, “Just in case,” he said.  I knew what he meant.

I hoped that would satisfy them, but no, I was struck again and so I bent forward, hands to the side of the bowl and I took another piece into my mouth.  This time I didn’t chew it, I just swallowed, it was wet enough from the jelly.  I took a third, then a forth mouthful before I couldn’t help it, I turned to the bucket and vomited the contents of my stomach out, my guts wrenching as my body rejected the foul food.

When I’d finished retching I looked up.  Juan looked at me.  “Maybe next time eh?”  I woofed in response, thank fuck there wouldn’t be a next time – well, a next time eating, next time I’d put it in the contract that I wasn’t going to be fed dog food.  I looked at Lola, she’d eaten everything, her face was smeared with dog food.  Ethan picked up a wet cloth and wiped her face, then he cleaned mine.  Looked like lunch was over and I was going hungry.  Still, that was better than eating the dog food.

We spent the next few hours practicing positions, sitting, fetching, and rolling over.  I was amazed by Lola, she was so sexy, always obeying her orders instantly and without hesitation.  I was looking forward to speaking with her at the end of the day, to talk with another human puppy about what it was like for her.

At the end of the day we were being walked round the room when the door opened and Ryan came in.  I wanted to bounce over to him and serve at his feet, to thank him for the experience but my training, and fear of the shock collar, took over, so I stayed sat, begging, waiting for his approval.

Ryan walked over to me, I was sitting, legs apart, arms up, mouth open begging.  He walked past me, inspecting me (I sucked in my stomach and thrust out my pert tits).  Ryan smiled, when he was behind me he bent down and touched my red raw ass, still sore from all the cane strikes I’d taken.

“I hope she wasn’t too much trouble,” said Ryan, sounding disappointed with me.

“No man, she was great, she clearly loved the experience, didn’t you bitch?” Juan raised his voice for the last few words, clearly directing them at me.  I woofed, showing I had indeed.  Being fucked by two men at once was an experience I would never forget. 

Ryan stood up and walked past me and round Lola, who was sat begging next to me.  I watched as he leaned over and took her breasts into his hands – under normal circumstances I would have screamed out, how dare he touch another woman like that.  But it seemed only fair.  Lola whimpered as he took her nipples between his fingers and crushed them.  She was a well-trained puppy, she didn’t move even when tears formed in the corners of her eyes.  Ryan laughed when he straightened up.

“Lola is very well trained,” he said.  Juan and Ethan exchanged a glance and then laughed.

“She sure is man,” replied Juan, “Test your bitch, she how she responds.”

Ryan moved in front of me.  Juan took out the remote for the shock collar and held it where I could see it, his finger hovering over the remote.  I shuddered thinking of the pain that small device could inflict on me.  Ryan bent over and rolled my already erect nipples between his fingers and thumb, then pinched.  Pain shot through my sensitive nipples, I wanted to cry out.  Inside the gloves I tensed my hands into fists, my long nails sinking into my palms providing a distraction.

Ryan didn’t let up, he squeezed harder and harder, I held my breath and blinked the tears out of my eyes.  Ryan just smiled and then crushed even harder, I couldn’t help it and I started to whimper, my eyes were locked on his, he was clearly enjoying inflicting pain on me.  Suddenly I was slightly scared of him.  He raised his eyebrows, then twisted my nipples viciously, before releasing them.  The pain only intensified when he let go and blood re-entered my nipples.

“Breed,” barked Ethan.  Without thinking I moved forward, pushing my arms out along the floor, head down, ass up, my legs apart, pussy on display.  Beside me Lola did the same, our knees touching.  Shit, I’d adopted this position without thinking, I’d reacted like an animal given an instruction.  The thought of my obedience and submission made me wet.  I wanted to be fucked like an animal.

“Take your pick man,” said Juan, presumably talking to Ryan.  Jesus, was he going to fuck Lola with me just inches away from her?  I heard Ryan move, he walked behind us puppies, he unzipped his fly and I heard him kneel down.  Beside me Lola gasped and moaned, behind me Ryan did the same, I could feel her moving, Ryan was fucking her!  I wanted him to fuck me, like the greedy bitch I was.

I started to move my hips, showing him my willingness, no, my need to be fucked.  I could hear them, their bodies slapping together as he used her pussy.  I started to swing my ass, knocking it against Lola, I was desperate for Ryan to fuck me instead of her.  He slapped my ass, hard.  I welcomed the attention and started to whine.  Someone, Ryan I assumed, slipped a couple of fingers inside my pussy and I squeezed my muscles, showing him I was ready to please.

“Fuck that’s tight,” I heard Ryan utter, I was pleased, I’d worked hard on exercising those muscles.  I heard him move again, Lola made a sound, he’d clearly pulled out of her and she was upset.  I quivered my ass in excitement, Ryan pulled his fingers out and I stopped breathing, waiting for his fat cock to penetrate me.

Nothing. 

I raised my head to look, despite the risk of a beating.  My head moved suddenly, yanked upwards, Ryan had hold of my bunches and he pulled, lifting my head up.  My mouth was open, I was going to cry out in pain but he just thrust forward, pushing his cock into my mouth.  I sucked as I’d been trained to do, horrified that I was sucking another girl’s juices off my boyfriend’s shaft, also secretly loving the taste.  He fucked my mouth, forcing his cock in and out, kneeling on my arms, holding me in place.  There was nothing I could do, I was spluttering and gagging, but Ryan didn’t stop or let up.  He was using me like a piece of meat.

“I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled and his cock pulsed as he spurted load after load into my mouth.  He held me in place as he came, I couldn’t help it and his cum dripped out of my mouth and onto the floor.  When he pulled out he looked at me.

“Lick that up Raven,” he ordered.  I looked at the cum, mixed with the dirt on the floor and I shook my head.  Ryan spoke again, “Wrong answer bitch.”  He held out his hand and Juan passed him the shock collar controller.

I spoke, stupidly I spoke.  “Ryan . . . please I AAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGH.”  I collapsed to the floor, my hands trying to grab the shock collar as the pain exploded in my neck.  The men just laughed, enjoying my obvious suffering.  When he finally turned it off I didn’t hesitate, I started to lick the sperm off the floor.  For good measure each of the men spat onto the sticky white goo, I lapped it all down.  When I finished I was ordered to sit, Lola hadn’t moved until this order, we both moved to the begging position and waited.  Surely my day was over?

Ryan  shook hands with Ethan and Juan, then put a leash on me.  “Heel,” he ordered.  I got onto all fours and followed him out of the door, into the corridor.  There were two dog cages, Ryan ordered me into one and he locked the door behind me.  “You can come home in this Raven,” he told me.  I wasn’t pleased, but I shook my ass to look happy.

Shortly afterwards Juan and Ethan came out, leading Lola who was placed into the other cage.  Juan and Ethan picked up the cage and took her outside, they were soon back.  They picked me up inside my cage and took me outside, putting me of the back of their truck, next to Lola.  What the fuck was going on?

I looked at Ryan, who smiled at me.  “Thing is Raven,” he said, “You and I were never going to go the distance.  So I’ve come to an arrangement with the boys here.  They are going to keep you” I opened my mouth to speak, a short shock put an end to that idea, “Lola here has been training with them for six months, soon you’ll be as submissive and obedient as she is.  Your life, as it was, is over.  You’re a full time puppy girl now.”  I screamed, what the fuck, how dare they do this to me?  Ethan’s hand came into my cage, he was holding a rag.  I went to bite him, my senses dulled and I started to lose consciousness, bastards had knocked me out . . . . .


One Year Later

I’d got up early that morning, Paula’s 21st birthday.  I’d not seen her for a year, not since her 20th birthday.  I’d taken a week’s vacation for this.  In the last year I’d moved house, it was important that she didn’t feel too much familiarity when I got her back.  I checked my watch for the hundredth time that morning, just before 10am.  Her handlers said that she would be returned to me at 10am.  I sipped my coffee, I was looking forward to seeing her again.

I loved Paula’s body, young, athletic with her long dark hair.  Fuck I’d left my wife to be with her, it had only taken me two months to realize that we had little in common and that her obsession in life was talking.  She never shut up.  I only stayed with her to piss my ex-wife off.  I smiled at that thought, knowing that my ex knew she’d been swapped for a younger, hotter model.

When she’d asked to spend a day as a puppy it was like a bolt out of the blue.  I’d never known she was kinky, she was a shit lay, her concept of performing oral was almost nonexistent, with her firm teenage body she thought all she had to do was just lie there.  If she’d not asked for her away day I think we’d have split up very quickly after her birthday.  Pity, she always looked great on my arm.

I’d had regular updates on her progress of course, Ethan and Juan sent me weekly films on her progress, I’d been to see her several times, always from behind a one way mirror – she couldn’t get to see me, I’d fucked her mouth, cunt and ass but she’d never seen me.  They’d assured me she’d break quickly, apparently they always do when they’ve got an interest in puppy play.  Even so, the contract was for 12 months, and they lived up to their end of the agreement.  And I had to wait, even once she was ready.

I looked out of the window, my new house was isolated – well, it had to be.  I couldn’t have prying eyes around, not when she was returned to me.  Just then I heard an engine and I could see an SUV coming up the long, deserted driveway.  It was time.  I moved to the door and opened it.  Ethan and Juan got out of the vehicle and we shook hands. 

“Great to see you guys,” I said, a wide smile on my face.  Neither of them spoke, they looked around nervously, then opened the back of the station wagon.  Inside was a large crate, covered with a blanket.  The crate was about four feet long, maybe three feet high and wide.  They eased it out and carried it into the house and into the kitchen in silence.  Apparently this was important.  I couldn’t help but smile as they placed the cage on the floor and we shook hands.  They both smiled back and walked out – they said they’d wait in their car for a couple of hours, just in case.

After they’d gone I waited a few minutes before I lifted the blanket.  Inside I could see Paula, sorry, Raven.  Her hair was much longer than I remembered, it was in bunches at the sides of her head.  She was moving her head from side to side, clearly agitated, looking at the unfamiliar floor but never looking up, as she’d been trained.  I picked up my coffee and sipped it, waiting for a while, allowing her to become accustomed to her new surroundings.

It took to the end of my coffee before she calmed down.  The next stage was the one where she might revert, but Ethan and Juan assured me it didn’t happen very frequently, and almost never with a girl as submissive as Paula had been.  I moved in front of the cage and knelt down, then pushed my hand through the grill and stroked her head.  I made soothing noises and rubbed, soon she was butting her head against my hand.  It was time.

I unlocked the cage and reached in, pushing in the leash and I clipped it onto her collar and tugged it.  Slowly, very slowly she edged out on her hands and knees, sniffing the air and looking round.  Raven had been trained to respond to my voice, on her first morning I’d recorded dozens of phrases and she’d been trained to respond to me and me alone.  Fuck, she couldn’t even cum unless she got permission from me to orgasm, and she wouldn’t get permission that often.  Slowly, so slowly she edged out.  Fuck this, it was time to test her conditioning.

“Heel,” I ordered.  Instantly she moved, her conditioning taking over and she scurried to my ankles. I’d been warned that this was the point she could break, the first sound of my actual voice but nothing, she just responded to the order.  I was pleased at how she moved, her hands formed into fists, her knuckles taking her weight, at the back she was on her knees, her ankles up high with her calves against her thighs.

“Sit.”  Instantly she rocked back onto her ass, opened her legs slightly and put her fists onto the floor.  Raven tilted her head back and looked up at me.  For a half second I could see she recognized me but once more her conditioning took over and her eyes went blank as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, panting.

I admired her body, she’d been great before but I’d insisted that she lose 10lbs during her training and her new breasts looked incredible – as they should do for $5,000 – sure to some they’d look stupid but who wouldn’t want to play with her 32E breasts?  And ultimately I couldn’t give a shit what anyone else thought, she was my puppy, I owned her, no one else would ever get to see her or use her and I’d had her remade as I wanted.

I opened a cupboard door and pulled out a can of dog food.  I opened it and looked at Raven, her mouth was open and she was drooling.  At my instructions she’d not been fed for the last two days and I wanted to test her, to see if she could resist.  I smiled, she was shaking her ass from side to side, her breasts moving in time, my cock twinged looking at her.  Soon, I told myself, soon.  I pushed the dog food into a bowl and put it on the floor, between her legs.  She had been well trained, she didn’t move.

I clicked my fingers and pointed at the bowl.  Instantly she moved, pushing her ass back and face down into the bowl and she started to eat, taking big mouthfuls of the food and chewing quickly before swallowing.  That first day of her training she had to be beaten before she ate the dog food, then she puked.  A year of nothing but dog food and she was eating it so quickly.  I watched, not really understanding how she could eat that shit, but I guess after a year of nothing else she was used to it. 

The bowl was soon empty and she licked the remains up, before resuming her sitting pose, her face covered in the jelly.  I wiped her face clean, she didn’t move, just stayed motionless, mouth open.  I opened my fly and pulled out my cock.  I rubbed her head then moved it in front of her.  Raven kept her eyes focused on me as I slowly wanked myself, allowing my cock to get rock hard.  I’d missed sex during the last year, only scoring three times in that 12 months. 

“Suck,” I ordered.  Raven didn’t hesitate for a second, she bent forward and took me into her willing mouth, she was desperate to please me and she pushed her head straight down my shaft, taking my full length and burying her nose in my pubes, my cock in her throat.  As promised she had no gag reflex.  She held it there for over a minute before she pulled back and breathed, my cock never leaving her mouth and she went to work.

I smiled, owning a real live, completely obedient puppy girl was going to be incredible.  I recommend you try it with your girlfriend.  Want Ethan’s number?


The Deer Hunters

[image: ]


Gathering

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jennifer, show them to their rooms please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Target Practice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Hunt

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good shot,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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


Hanging

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Cooking

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

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

“Ellie,” said Bill.

“Why?” asked Mark.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you Master,” she replied.

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

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

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

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

“Whatcha doing James?” asked Bill.

“Basting the meat as it cooks.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Eating and Drinking

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Pig
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Iam not a BBW, I am a fat, ugly, useless, piss drinking, cum swallowing, worthless cunt.  I exist to serve my master and one day I fully expect him to bring home a younger, prettier, thinner slave to replace me.  He says he won’t, he says he loves me, but I don’t believe him.  On that day I expect nothing less than to be turned out naked into the street to survive on my own.  I have served my master for 10 years, every day he reminds me of my useless, worthless state and I love it – humiliation and degradation are what I live for, to be constantly reminded of my pathetic, worthless nature is what I crave.

When I was young I trained as a chef, I always struggled with my weight and that’s what drew me to working with food.  I met my master there, working in the same kitchen.  He asked me out on a date, I couldn’t believe it, I was 19 at the time, already pushing towards 200lbs and this was the first time any man had showed an interest in me.  Early on he explained to me about his fantasies, they sounded exciting, so I let him fatten me up even more, to control me, to degrade and humiliate me at every opportunity.  Even now my cunt goes from dry to slick in seconds when he puts me down, verbally or physically.

Inside our apartment I am permanently naked.  The only things that adorn my skin are ankle and wrist cuffs, a steel neck collar permanently locked in place.  Master made me eat the key and shit it out – there are no others.  The final degrading thing I have to wear is a pig nose over my human one, a pair of pig ears on my head and a pig tail up my ass.  It’s only a couple of inches long on the outside, pink and curly.  Inside there is a four inch butt plug, it only comes out when I shit or when master makes use of my ass.  Otherwise it’s inside me 24x7x365.  When I answer the door I do so as I have described, fully naked with my pig nose on.  Master orders pizza every Friday night, the delivery boys and girls love coming here as they know that they’ll get a blowjob from a pig as a tip.  I get no form of sexual relief of course, why should I?  Who would give a fuck about a fat, ugly, worthless animal like me?

Let me tell you about the first time the pizza boy came to the apartment.  Master had ordered three pizzas, one for him and two for me, well, I told you I’m fat and disgusting.  When the doorbell rang I was serving my master as a foot rest, one of the few things I’m actually useful for.  I was on my knees, ass straight up, head on the floor, wrists behind my neck, staying as motionless as I could.  Every time I moved he would lash my ass with the riding crop, so I stayed pretty still.  When the doorbell rang he spoke to me.

“Think that could be the pizza Cunt?”  My full name is Pig Cunt.  He calls me Pig, or Cunt, or Pig Cunt.  He keeps threatening me with legally changing my name to Pig Cunt.  Normally when he calls me Pig Cunt something bad is about to happen.  Like when you were a child and your parents used your full name, you knew that you were in trouble.

“Pig Cunts like me don’t think Master, your Pig Cunt is too stupid to think,” I replied as I’d been trained.  He laughed at that, hearing me humiliate myself made my face flush and I knew that it excited him.  And me too.  After all, one of my primary roles is to excite him.  He whipped my ass twice more then took his feet off.

“On your knees Pig,” he ordered.  I got onto my knees, facing him and he pulled out a permanent marker pen.  I looked down as he started to write, only to be slapped hard in the face, knocking me sideways.

“Look at me Pig,” he yelled, genuinely angry.

“Pig Cunt is sorry Master,” I replied straightening up, I should know better.  The only time I’m allowed to look at him is when I’m kneeling in front of him, otherwise I am to avoid his gaze at all times.  I love looking at his face (that’s why I’m not allowed to), this should have been a special time for me, but like the dumb animal I am I ruined it.  I’ll be punished for that infringement later.  No more than I deserve.

Master worked quickly, writing on my upper chest, udders and fat saggy belly.  When he was satisfied he slapped my face again, knocking me to the floor.

“Answer the door Pig, crawl like the animal you are.  And blow the delivery boy as his tip.”

A shiver went down my spine at that order and my face flushed even redder.  I could feel my cunt getting wet, I was about the crawl, naked, wearing my pig nose, ears, tail and collar to the door, to greet what was undoubtedly a teenager with zits and blow him.  Fuck, we’d lived here for two days and word about the disgusting, subhuman Pig that lived here was about to go around.

“Yes Master,” I replied.  Always a safe response for any slave.  I pulled my wrists from behind my head and got up onto all fours, my fat saggy udders swinging as I crawled to the door of the apartment.  I don’t have tits, slaves have tits, women have breasts – animals like me have udders. When I got there I stood up, mustered what little dignity I could (and it really was little) and unlocked the door.  The teenager outside turned round and spoke as he turned.

“Is this 4H, delivery for . . .” He went silent as he looked at my fat, shapeless body.  My nipples were connected with a chain on nipple clamps.  I was obviously a slave.  There could be no other explanation.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, “Can you bring them in and put them on the table.”  Silently he stepped into the apartment and I turned round, leaving the door open.  I looked at myself in the full length mirror.  My body was dirty, I’d spent two days packing everything he owned into boxes, moving them to the car, carrying them into the apartment , he wouldn’t allow me to use the elevator, then unpacking in the new apartment.  I had a pig nose on my dirty face, pig ears on my head.  My hair was dirty and greasy, hanging down over my shoulders.  My body was doughy and disgusting.  But what caught my eye was what he’d written on me.

Above my udders he written ‘PIG CUNT’, then ‘WHORE’ under that.  On each of my udders he’d written ‘HURT HERE’.  On my belly ‘I BLOW ANYONE’.  On my forehead was ‘FAT PIG’.  Tears welled in my eyes as I looked at myself, not because of what he’d written, but because it was accurate and I craved the attention.  What he’d written described me to a tee.  I was crying with happiness.

“Put them down here please Sir,” I said, looking at the delivery boy.  He could barely move or speak as he looked at me, he couldn’t take his eyes off me as he opened the bag and took the pizzas out.  I had to help him, taking them off him as he wasn’t watching what he was doing and I didn’t want them to fall on the floor. 

When I’d placed them on the table I dropped to my knees.  His eyes were fixed on mine, he was 18, maybe 19 and this could well have been the first time he’d seen a naked woman outside of the internet.

“I don’t have any money Sir,” I said, “But maybe you’d like to fuck my ugly whore face as a tip?”  Nervously he looked round, making sure he was alone with me and not being filmed.  He just nodded, I smiled at him, reassuring him.  I opened the drawer under the table I took out the black studded leather flogger, placing it in his hand.  “Please hit my udders or ass with this if you want to Sir, I can take as much pain as you can dish out.”

He looked round again, then lifted up the flogger to look at it, it was made of sturdy leather, about 8 inches long.  He swished it once, then a second time in the air before finally smiling and speaking.

“Is this for real?” he managed to say.

“Yes Sir, you deserve a tip for delivering the pizza Sir and I don’t have any money, but a worthless pig cunt like me can at least suck your cock Sir.  This pig is good at sucking cock Sir, it practices for at least an hour a day.”  This is true, I have a variety of dildos and I practice sucking on for a minimum of an hour a day.  I love it, training myself to suck cock.

He looked round again, before silently looking up and thanking God.  While he did this I started to kiss his crotch, licking his cock bulge through the dirty denim he was wearing.  He looked down at me, I looked up at him and undid his belt, then his buttons and pulled his jeans down.  His cock was growing in his pants rapidly as I licked it.

I watched him lift up the flogger and study it, I moved to the side, exposing one of my fat udders.  Timidly he brought it down onto my udder, I barely felt it.

“Hit me as hard as you want Sir,” I told him, “I’m a masochist, I love taking pain.”  I’m not, and I don’t.  What I love is taking orders and pleasing others.  My master will be pleased if I re-enter the living room with a bright red udders, and I get off on pleasing him.  And if the delivery boy didn’t leave my tits red and bruised my Master would, and I was pretty sure he’d hit me much harder.

He looked round again and semi shrugged his shoulders before raising it up again and this time he hit me hard enough to register some pain.  I knew he’d soon start hitting me harder, hurting me, in my experience most men enjoy dominating a woman, even a fat ugly pig like me – and inflicting pain is just part of the dominating experience.  I exist to serve men.  I have no other purpose in life.

I pulled his shorts down and his cock flopped out, it wasn’t long but was fat and was growing all the time.  I opened wide and took him into my mouth and sucked, fuck he tasted disgusting – I doubt he’d showered for a couple of days.  He groaned, he had one hand on my head, I looked up and his eyes were closed, no doubt imagining some hot young thing rather than the fat, ugly, pig whore that was in front of him. 

It didn’t take long before he pushed my head against the wall and was fucking my face for all he was worth.  I struggled to breathe, his cock was reaching my throat.  He remembered the flogger and started to use it, lashing my exposed breast time after time, every blow harder than the last.  I was crying, he might be young but he had taken total control of the situation.

He stopped hitting me and put his other hand on my head, holding my head against the wall as he fucked me like a demented animal.  I put my hands on his ass, holding it, helping to pull him in and out of my throat.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming,” he cried as he started to fill my mouth with his seed.  I love cum, I love the taste, the sensation as it spurts into my mouth and then slides down my throat.  He came for what felt like forever in my mouth, filling it with my reward for taking his abuse of my body.  When he released his grip on my head he pulled out, I opened wide to show him my mouth full of his seed, then swallowed before opening wide again to show I’d swallowed.

“Thank you for letting me swallow you cum Sir,” I said, smiling.  No doubt I looked a mess, slobber and tears had dripped down my face and over my body, the words on my chest would be smeared.  He looked at me, then a sensation of guilt clearly came over him as he looked at my battered udder.  His face flushed bright red at the shame, the realization of what he’d just done to a woman.  Except, I’m not a woman, I’m a worthless pig who is proud to take any level of suffering to please another.

“Fuck, oh, fuck, Jesus, I’m . . . I’m sorry,” he said, clearly not having realized the damage he’d done to my body.  I looked down, my udder was bright red, bruises were starting to form – they’d be there for days, if not a week.

“Don’t be sorry Sir,” I said to him, “I enjoyed every second of that.”  I wasn’t lying, I love being abused while I suck cock.

He thought for a moment before replying, trying to process what he’d just heard, his jaw twitching as he formed words. “Really?” he managed to stutter in the end.

“Really Sir,” I replied.  I bent forward and took him back into my mouth, sucking hard.  I got a couple of twinges from his cock before he went soft and he pulled out.  He quickly zipped up and backed towards to the door.

“I’ll be here ever Friday Sir,” I said, “My mouth is always available for you or anyone else.  Tell your friends and co-workers!”  I shouted the last three words as the door was closing.  I turned to look at myself in the mirror, my left udder was a mess, my chest covered in spit and tears, my hair a mess from where he’d been pulling at it.  I picked up the pizzas, got onto all fours and put them on my back, the hot grease burning my skin as I crawled back to my master.

“You took your time Pig,” he said as I crawled to him.  He took the top box off my back and opened it, he kicked the other two boxes with my pizza in them onto the floor.  I resumed my position on all fours, his legs on my ass as he settled in to eat.  I reached out and picked up one box to take out the pizza.  I used my hands to rip it into small pieces, the heat and cheap cheese burning my hands.  As a former chef I can take that pain.

I put the pieces into a bowl, then repeated the process with the other pizza.  When it was all ripped up I pushed the bowl to my Master.  I couldn’t see him, but I could feel him smile.  He took his feet off my back and stood up, I heard him unzip his fly and then the sound of him pissing onto my pizza.  A little moisture would help cool them and allow the pizza to be eaten more easily.  When he finished I thanked him for the gift of his piss, then I ate greedily, not using my hands, just like a real pig would.  I had to eat quickly, if he finishes first he’ll beat me for being ungrateful for the food.

I do eat quickly and I was soon finished, several minutes before him.  When he finished he threw the empty box to the floor.  He didn’t need to speak, he took his feet off my back and I picked up the empty boxes, showing him that I’m a good little piggy by displaying the empty bowl to him, then I took them to the kitchen and put them in the trash.  I drank some water from my bowl on the floor and returned, presenting him with a beer from the fridge.

He took it off me and rustled my hair, “Good pig”, he said.  I love that, love being rewarded with soft and gentle words – I dare say you’d find it degrading but I love it.  I’ve been a good pig and obeyed his orders.

“Now, let’s look at you pig,” he said, leaning forward.  He took my left udder into his hands, this time I maintain my eyes on his face, despite my desire to look down at the damage to my udder.  He slapped it twice, each time causing me to cry out in pain, each time he gave a half laugh at my discomfort.  Then he took my right, unmarked udder into his hands and examined it.

“This isn’t right, is it pig?” 

“No Master,” I replied, not really understanding what wasn’t right.

“No, this will never do.  Your udders should look the same, shouldn’t they?”

I forced a smiled, I knew what was coming.  “Yes Master, please hurt my other udder.”

“Good pig,” he said, slipping his belt out from the loops on his jeans and doubling it in his hands.  He was going to hurt me, and hurt me good.  Unlike the delivery boy he wouldn’t start gently.  And it would go on much longer.  And if I moved I’d earn more of the same.  Still, I was his pig.  I held my breath as he lifted his belt to the heavens, this was really going to hurt.

He laughed, seeing the fear in my eyes.  “Only you can make this stop,” he said.  I was confused, what did he mean?  “You loved being used by that teenager, didn’t you slut?”

“Yes Master,” I replied, half smiling, it was true.  I loved servicing his cock in my whore mouth.

“I could smell you when you crawled back into the room cunt,” he added, “Your legs were shinning from where you’d dripped.”  He was right, I could smell my cunt as he fucked my face.  I was going red, being reminded of how much I enjoyed the degradation was turning me on again.

“Did his teenage cock taste good Pig?”  I nodded.  “Did you enjoy choking on his cock?  Next week maybe two of them will come round with the pizza and take it in turn to fuck your mouth.  Well, they wouldn’t want to fuck your loose cunt would they?”  I was bright red, I stretch my cunt regularly, taking huge objects.  It’s loose, flabby and disgusting.

“Please may I masturbate Master?” I asked, I was so excited at the humiliation.

He nodded his head and lashed my exposed udder with the belt.

“One every five seconds pig until you cum.”  My hand started to move quickly on my clit, I gasped at how wet I was, then cried in pain as he struck me over and over until a combination of pain, humiliation and my own hand made me cum.  It took about 30 blows.

******

This Friday was different, this Friday master messaged me from work at lunch time.  Normally I work on a Friday but with shift rotations I had the day off.  I had planned to spend it like a good little pig, cleaning the apartment but instead I got a message from master ordering me to go shopping.  The list of food was very comprehensive and it was obvious that we weren’t going to be alone for the evening meal.

When I go out I am allowed to wear clothes, but nothing that suits my size.  Women my size generally wear loose fitting clothes that hide their shape.  My master insists that I wear figure hugging, tiny clothes that emphasize my bulges to the world.  Today he has picked out a pair of black heels, four inches high, a tiny black leather skirt that comes to an inch below my cunt, no panties allowed.  My top is a white, semi see through sheer blouse that’s low cut and two sizes too small.  No bra, my fat piggy udders will swing inside it, my pierced nipples clearly visible.  My collar is on view, the silver metal shining and the D ring clearly visible.  I stood in front of the mirror and removed my snout and ears, the only time I’m allowed to do so. 

Fuck, the bruising from last week’s Friday udder beating hasn’t gone down and I can still make out the marks through the top.  I should hate them, they are a reminder of how degraded I was.  A 20 year old girl hurt me, she sat on my face and whipped my udders back and forth with a hairbrush.  I don’t hate them.  I love them, they are badges of pride that I can take this level of pain and what slave doesn’t enjoy a good beating?

I applied makeup, putting on far too much so that my face was white and my lips bright red.  I look like a cheap hooker at the end of her working life, the last pick and only someone who was completely desperate would want to fuck.  Fuck, I could smell my cunt getting wet just looking at myself.  I’m disgusting and I hate myself already, at the same time excited at the way I look.  I turned, picked up my bag (bright pink in the shape of a pig) and went to the car to go shopping.

Walmart is closest and usually where I go but I like to mix it up so I don’t get well known in any supermarket.  Money isn’t tight for us but I like to shop here.  The way I look I fit right in.  Master will be going through the receipt later to ensure I only got what I was asked to get, he’ll be pleased if I can get the items cheaply. 

The first act of humiliation in the store was when I saw the greeter.  She smiled at me, then her face turned red as she looked me up and down, the steel on my neck obvious for what it was.  The smile evaporated from her face and she just ignored me.  I smiled, this was humiliating and I loved it.  Instead I greeted her, forcing her to speak to me.  She blushed red as she looked me up and down, me smiling the whole time, like an animal on display.

As I shopped I was aware of men staring at me – I love that, a fat ugly woman like me getting men staring at me, wanting me, imaging me bent over.  At the freezer section one guy was watching me closely, he was young, maybe 19, 20.  He couldn’t take his eyes off my breasts, moving around inside my skin tight blouse, my nipples erect, the steel bars on show, my collar marking me out for what I am.  As I walked past him I smiled, he blushed and looked away, embarrassed to be caught looking at a fat pig like me.  When I was six feet past him I looked back over my shoulder, he was watching me again.  I smiled at him, then bent over to adjust my shoes, as I moved my skirt rose up, my smooth hairless cunt on display.  I pushed my legs further apart, to show him even more, before slipping two fingers along my labia, pushing my cunt open to show him everything, my little pig tail must have been clearly visible.

I stayed like that for almost a minute, teasing him about what was on offer.  When I straightened up I turned to face him, another guy was stood next to him, both with obvious bulges in their jeans.  I walked back to them and held up my fingers to their faces, allowing them to smell my pussy.  No one spoke, I ran my fingers over their red faces, then down onto their crotches for a quick touch of their cocks before walking away from them.  I couldn’t help it, when I went into the next aisle I hugged myself and smiled, I love getting attention like that. 

The check out is the next important step.  Most people choose the shortest line, I like to walk up and down the whole length of the store and pick the till with the person I think is most likely to comment on me, or be embarrassed by me.  Today I’ve picked one with a woman, she must be about 70.  When it was my turn I unloaded the trolley and waited. 

“Did you find everything you . . .” her voice died as she looked at my whore face.  I smiled and her eyes worked their way down my body, taking in my collar, then she stared at my udders for almost 20 seconds, the bruises showing through, my nipples clearly on display at her eye level.  I was being judged.  She shook her head in disgust and started to scan.  When I paid and walked away under her breath she uttered “Slut.”  She was wrong, I’m not a slut.  I’m a disgusting, fat, ugly pig slave.  Who fucks anyone she’s ordered to.  Hmmm, maybe I am a slut.

******

One thing this fat cunt can do, and do well, is cook.  Well, back when I was a human I used to be a chef after all.  Once home I removed my clothes, put on my ears and nose and went to work.  I didn’t know how many people would be coming that evening, but I could guess it would be 10 or more, based on the amount of food I’d had to buy.  First task was to load the beer into the fridge, if that wasn’t cold I’d be in severe trouble.  I cooked and prepared food all afternoon.  When all the prep was done it was time for my usual chores.

I went to the shower room and stuck my suction dildo to the wall.  It’s bright pink, about 10 inches long and maybe two, two and a half inches wide at the base.  It’s good to practice with.  I knelt before it and started at the base, licking along the length before opening my pig mouth wide and starting to suck, each time just taking a little more in. 
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It doesn’t take before my jaw starts to ache, when it does I force myself to keep sucking for a few minutes longer, taking it deeper, saliva dripping out of my mouth, down my chin and onto the floor of the shower.  I force it deeper and deeper, he loves having his cock deep throated, gagging me, preventing me from breathing.

Sometimes I puke (hence why I do this in the shower).  When I first started on my journey he used to train me, tying my hands behind my back to prevent me from resisting.  He’d watch as I took a couple of inches into my mouth, then he’d push my head quickly, forcing it into my throat.  I’d puke, I couldn’t help it, I’d resist and struggle, fighting back against him and I’d get whipped for that insolence.  I’d cry, scream, dry retch but I wanted to learn to do this, because it meant so much to him.

The motivation for me was an orgasm, when I would be able to deep throat him to his satisfaction I’d be allowed to cum.  Not before.  It took me about a year.

After I’ve finished my cock sucking practice (I didn’t puke, well done me) it’s time for anal stretching.  Master doesn’t like to fuck my cunt, it’s too loose and he says my ass is too tight, unless I maintain a stretching program.  I keep my pig tail in all the time, but that little thing wouldn’t stretch anyone.  Well, not me anyway

I remember when he first presented it to me, it’s about 5 inches across the base and maybe 15 inches long.  I just stared at it, captivated.  Frightened by it.
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“Just think how that will feel in your ass Pig,” he said.  I opened my mouth to speak as I picked it up.

“There’s no way that will ever fit in . . .,” I never finished my sentence.  I’d fucked up.  My Master had given me an order and I’d refused, or was about to.  It came as no surprise when his hand came out and slapped me across the face, knocking me sideways and onto the floor.  Back then I used to talk back occasionally.  I don’t anymore, I’ve learned.

Many people outside of BDSM would view his treatment of me as abuse, it’s not.  It’s a required part of our dynamic.  No one forced me or made me become a slave, I chose this life, to live like this, under his control.  And when I break that trust I get punished.  It’s the way I chose to live.

“Obviously you’ll have to work up to that.”  Thank fuck for that.  “So I brought you a selection to work with.”  He threw me a bag and I opened it, there were half a dozen dildos in there, ranging from one about six inches up to about a foot long.
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“Fuck yourself daily with these until you’re comfortable with them, then you can start on the big boy.”  Only someone who’s never been fucked in the ass could describe having a foot long, two inch wide cock in their ass as ‘comfortable’.

“Yes Master,” I replied.  What else could I say?  He sat down and handed me a tube of lube.

“Fuck your ass pig,” he ordered.  I smiled and turned around on all fours, ass exposed to it’s owner.  I applied the lube and picked up the smallest dildo and started to fuck myself, slowly at first before going for the second size up.

When I look back at that now I laugh, worrying about six inches in my ass.  I barely notice that now.  I still start with the six inch cock, I fuck myself with it for a few minutes to loosen my ass.  Today I’m feeling good, so I missed out the eight and selected the ten inch next, putting the small one in my mouth to clean.

The new dildo is also a little wider and I gasped as I forced it into my ass.  It’s not that bad, not after years of training.  At least it doesn’t have chili oil or Bengay on it, one of his favorite ways to punish me.  I pushed it in and out, deeper and deeper until I could feel the balls against my skin.  I held it there, then sat on my ass, preventing it from moving.

I counted to 100 slowly, then moved and pulled it out, pushing it to my mouth to clean.  I force fuck my face and throat with it, it’s easier than with the shower dildo, that’s much firmer.  I hold it as long as I can, using my tongue to clean it before I fuck my mouth again with it.  I hold it as deep as I can but allowing myself to breathe, biting down gently on it then I repeat with the twelve inch cock.

This one always hurts.  And it’s only a taste of what’s to come.  When it’s sliding in and out of my ass relatively easily it’s time to tackle the big one.

I always spend a long time greasing this.  It doesn’t matter that I’ve had a foot long dildo in my ass for ages, this is going to be hard work.  Why do I do it? Slave logic: so that when he fists my ass it will hurt less. 

When it’s well lubed I kneel above it and slide down forcing my ass open wide.  I can’t take it all on the first go, of course not.  Up and down I ride it, trying to take it a little deeper each time,  even the upper part is an inch wider than the foot long cock.  It always feels like forever when I finally take the widest point inside my ass and my ring contracts around the first section, pulling it deeper inside myself, until I’m resting, the thing 1/3 buried inside me.

I never mean to cry at this point, I should be proud.  Instead I can only think of the pain to come as I lift myself up and down, riding it, fucking it as my ass opens wider and wider to take more and more of it in me.  One day I’ll get it all, but not today.  Instead when I can’t take any more I use my phone to grab a photo of it and send it to my Master.  Today I’ve got it to the five inch mark.  That’s five inches wide.  At its fattest it’s just off six inches wide. 

Getting off it hurts even more that getting it in, when I finally ease it from my body I cry out in pain, collapsing on the floor where the suction cups have glued it in place.  I wait for a while, before cleaning it with my tongue.

I do this daily.  One day I want to surprise him when he comes home by having the whole thing inside me.  He’ll be proud of his Pig that day.

After an ass stretching like this I barely even notice when I slide the pig tail back in, which means the training is going well.  Good piggie.

******

When I was ready for the night he made me put on too much makeup, false eyelashes, hair in pigtails so he could hold my head in place with them, bright red lipstick and a stupid amount of eye liner.  I laughed when I looked in the mirror, I looked like some little girl who’d never worn makeup and believed that more was better.  Final attachments were my pig nose and a ring gag – he was going to brutalize my throat and didn’t want to feel my teeth.

Over and over we’d repeat this on a weekly basis until I got better and better until finally after about a year I could hold a cock in my throat while I puked around it.  Think that’s not hard?  You’ve got an alien object stuck in your throat, forcing your mouth open wide, making you gag.  Every fiber of your body wants to expel it, to pull back, to resist, you have to fight against that feeling.

When I finally managed it he brutally fucked my face, pulling my head down onto his cock, his pubes up my nose and he held me there, his cock stuck in my throat until I was desperate for air, then he released me and I snuck a breath, then he’d ram his cock back down my throat, his powerful hands holding my head in place, then he’d fuck my mouth, thrusting in and out.  All the time I had my hand on my clit, rubbing it frantically, he could sense I was about to cum and he held his cock in my throat as I did, the lack of oxygen, the humiliation, the release was unbelievable as I came over and over and over. 

When he finally released me I fell to the floor, drinking in the air.  I looked up to see him wanking over me, I opened my mouth wide and he started to cum, pumping hot sticky ropes over my face, into my eyes, some in my mouth.  When he’d finished I used my fingers to push his load into my mouth and I swallowed.  We stayed like that, smiling at each other, then laughing.  He had to help me to my feet, I was still weak at the knees. 

He guided me to the bathroom, my face was an unbelievable mess, my lipstick all gone, the base of his cock covered in it, my false eyelashes hanging off, mascara ruined.  He eased the gag from my mouth and I closed it gently, my jaw ached from being forced open for so long.  I looked disgusting.  I loved it.  We cuddled and kissed there, Master and Slave.  I knew then I was his for life.

******

On Fridays he usually gets home between 5:30 and 6, depending on traffic.  I have to be ready for him, so I drop to my knees on the hard wooden floor by the door to our apartment.  You’d think that the pain would make this unbearable, if you do you don’t understand the mindset of a slave.  Sure after a couple of minutes the pain is starting to build in my legs and knees, and my bulk doesn’t help, but my mindset is changing.  All I can think about is my master, knowing that when he comes into the apartment I’ll be there for him, to serve him in any way.  He won’t say anything, but he’ll be pleased with me. 

After five minutes the pain is subsiding and I’m entering subspace, that special sensation that every slave aims for.  I can no longer feel any sensation of pain, my mind is loaded with natural endorphins as I wait for him, craving his touch, desiring to serve him.  All I think about is him and how I’ll serve him when he comes home.  When the door finally opens and he walks in I have no idea how long I’ve been in that position – time no longer has any meaning for me.

The routine was always the same, he walked in and closed the door, standing just in front of me.  I was almost drunk at this point, no sense of reality, all I could see were his shoes and lower legs.  He stepped towards me and paused.  I bent forward, my udders and chin touching the floor, I extended my arms forward between his legs and waited for him to speak.  Whatever happens, I must hold this position now, until I am given permission to move, and I must remain silent until I’m given permission to speak.

I heard him put down his backpack, then I heard him undo his belt and remove it.  I’m going to get lashed. 

You’re reading this thinking why, what have I done to deserve this?  The answer is nothing, he enjoys hurting me and I enjoy being hurt, knowing that my pain and suffering is making him happy.  And I love being hurt, to suffer for him, to please him.  That’s what I live for, making him happy.  Nothing else matters to me, just making him happy.

I screamed in pain as the belt dug into my ass and back – I always scream louder than the amount of pain deserves as I know the screams turn him on.  After a dozen or so blows he wrapped the belt around my neck and pulled me up with it, my hands desperately trying to ease the pressure on my neck as he lifted me by the belt and then pushed me back against the wall, I undo his jeans and pull them down, he was about to fuck my face.  After the pain he’d inflicted on me it wouldn’t take long.

He pushed my head against the wall and I opened my pig mouth, as soon as I did he thrust his cock in, not gently at all, sinking it all the way into my mouth, forcing my throat open.  Normally I can deep throat him it’s one of the few things a dumb fat pig like me can manage but normally I’ve had a few minutes to loosen up.  I gagged and turned my head to the side, saliva dripping out of my mouth and I started to dry retch.

“Useless cunt,” he yelled at me.  He’s right, I should be able to cope with this.  I’ve been well trained.

“I’m sorry Master,” I replied through the retching.  While I coughed a spluttered he started to hit me again and yell abuse, I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter as he hurled obscenities at me.  As soon as I could manage it I straightened up and he pushed his cock back inside my mouth, just as violently as last time.  This time I managed to open my throat and swallow him whole.  In and out he pounded, him loving my suffering as I struggled to breathe, me loving that I was being used like a worthless mouth-cunt by my master.

It didn’t take long, only a minute of two before he pulled out of my throat and started to wank himself.  I opened my mouth wide and stuck my tongue out, showing him where to cum.  I love the taste of his cum, but this time he aimed for my hair and eyes as he splattered his seed all over my face.  I moved my hands to push it into my mouth, but he pushed them away.  Instead he wiped it all up across my face.

“The guys are coming over, I want them to see you as the disgusting cum addicted pig whore you really are.”

As he said this another shiver went through me, I love being exposed in public like this in front of his friends and being judged.  He pulled up his pants and tugged on the makeshift leash.

“Follow me piggie, let’s see what you’ve been up to.”  I oinked in response.

He tugged at the belt, it contracted round my throat and choked me as I got onto all fours and started to move.  I oinked, he likes that when I degrade myself and started to waddle, my fat gut and pig udders hanging down.  I heard him laugh, inside I was both happy and disgusted with myself.

In the kitchen I waited as a pig slave should, on all fours, head down while her master inspected her work.  I could hear him open the fridge and taste some food, he picked out a beer and opened it, it must have been cold otherwise I’d be screaming in pain by now.  I heard him drink, then he started to sample the food I’d prepared.   After a few minutes he spoke to me.

“Not bad pig, not bad at all.  If you’ve made enough you might even get some to eat later.”

“Thank you Master,” I replied.  What else could I say?

“Get me a beer.  Then get 10 plates out, knives, forks.  Put the food out, then find the black permanent marker and put it by the door.  Then join me in the shower.”

“Yes Master,” I reply, smiling.  Tonight was going to be really degrading, I could feel it.  I was getting wet already.  I did as ordered.  I always do.

Master was in the shower, the steam filling the room.  I crawled into the bathroom and oinked outside the shower.  It’s a big tray, easily big enough for three people, or one person and a pig.  He opened the door and I slid in, leaned back against the wall and tilted my head, offering him my mouth.  He turned to face me and I took his cock in my hands, I knew what was coming.  He didn’t speak, just started to piss on me.

I adjusted his aim quickly so that the gift of his champagne entered my mouth.  I swallowed as much as I could, I’m addicted to the taste, the smell of his piss.  What pig doesn’t love her Master’s urine?   Despite my best efforts some escaped down the side of my face, it always does.  When his bladder was drained I let go and he turned away. 

My next task was to clean his ass, if anything this tastes even better.  I pulled his cheeks apart and buried my face between them, sucking every drop of moisture into my mouth.  I love the taste of his ass, deep and rich.  I licked for all I was worth, forcing my tongue into his ass, I reached round and took his cock into my hands and started to wank him, he was rock hard.  I wanked and sucked for all I was worth, I knew it wouldn’t be long before he fucked my mouth again.

I was right, he spun round and pushed me against the shower wall and fucked my mouth.  This time I did better, he slid in and out of my throat and I didn’t puke or gag, just controlled my breathing as he used my face.  He wasn’t going to cum, not so quickly after just using me.  He was just testing me.  I did well, he was pleased with me when he let go of me and pulled out.  I coughed, but didn’t puke.  Good pig.

When he turned the shower off I followed him out and dried him off, then got as much water as I could off my shapeless body before putting my nose and ears back on.

“Good pig,” he said to me and kissed my forehead.  I love moments like that, the intimacy after a brutal face fucking, showing me that he’s proud of his pig.

“Oink, oink” was my only reply.  He laughed.

“Go wait by the door,” he added, turning to go to his room.  I crawled to the door like the good animal I am.

When he came back I was waiting on my knees.  He pulled out a ring gag and I opened my mouth wide, knowing this was what he wanted.  When it was secured in place he pulled out a red permanent marker pen and wrote on my face with it.  When he stepped back I looked in the mirror.  He’d written WH on my right cheek and RE on the left, my open mouth forming the O.  He laughed at my discomfort and I could feel myself getting excited at the humiliation.

“What’s missing,” he mused and walked away.  When he came back he applied bright red lipstick to my lips, making the O much more visible.  I loved it, God knows how many guys were coming over and they’d all see me like that, a cheap, fat, ugly whore.  I couldn’t wait to be used by them all.  Hopefully. 

Next he wrote on my chest, just above my udders.  When he moved to the side to put the pen down I could read what he’d written.  Pig Cunt.  I loved it, marked with my real name. He put a piece of paper on the table and then he walked away shouting at me.

“Answer the door and give that to whoever comes in.”

When the doorbell rang I answered the door and handed over the paper.  I recognized the man, Bill or Biff or something like that.  He took the paper from me and read it, the laughed.  Fuck, what did it say.

“Stand up pig,” he ordered.  I wasn’t sure he was allowed to order me around, I was thinking about it when I heard my Master bellow and order me to obey his friends as though they were him.  So I stood up, legs apart, exposing my pussy.  He gave me the once over and picked up the pen.  He took my left udder into his hand and wrote on it.  When he put the pen down he stepped back and laughed, then walked into the lounge area.  I studied myself, it took me a few moments to read what he’s written on my udder.

‘Twist here’, with an arrow pointing to my nipple.  Fuck.

The bell rang over and over, men came in, sometimes on their own, sometimes in 2s.  I handed each the paper and pen, they’d read, laugh, look at me and then write on my body.  After each one wrote on my I’d read it.  I loved the humiliation, the degradation.  Some highlights were

	‘Bite here’ round my other nipple 
	‘Saggy Udders’ 
	‘Fist here’ above my cunt 
	PIG (obvious) 
	‘Anal Only’ on my thigh 
	‘CUNT’ on my forehead.  Fuck that would be visible for weeks. 
	‘Fuck here’ on my back, an arrow pointing to my ass 
	‘Worthless’ 


And so many others.  When 14 men where here my Master shouted me into the lounge.  “Everyone’s here pig, get your fat skanky ass in here.”  When I crawled in there was a cheer and they all examined my body, pulling at it, twisting it, laughing at what each had written, discussing my fat rolls.  I went bright red at the disgrace, the humiliation and loving every second of it.

“Blow this up pig,” said my Master, pushing a child’s paddling pool towards me.  Fuck, I was excited, wondering what was coming next?  He removed the ring gag and I blew to pool up, it took ages as I wasn’t given a pump, I had to use my lungs to slowly inflate it.  And I kept getting interrupted with demands for beer.  Eventually the pool was almost inflated when one of the men spoke to me, I didn’t know him.

“Hurry up pig, I’m desperate for a piss.”  A thrill went through me, I knew what was coming now.  I blew for all I was worth, my lungs hurt but it would be worth it.  When It was finally complete I faced my Master.

“Master, your pool is ready for you and your guests,” I said, head down, a wide grin on my face.  He patted my head.

“Good pig,” he said, “Now get some towels and then get in.”

I couldn’t help but open my mouth and almost laugh, the utter humiliation that was coming would be incredible.  “Yes Master,” I replied.  I crawled out and came back pulling as many towels as I could behind me.  When I got back into the front room I surrounded the pool with the towels and got into the pool, kneeling, legs open wide, mouth open just as wide.  Even then I was smiling.

“About fucking time,” said the guy who’d said he needed to piss earlier.  I twisted to face him, the rubber of the base squeaking on my legs as I moved.  As he stood up and pushed my head back, I offered him my mouth to receive his piss.  He stood in front of me and pulled out his dick and started.  It took him a few seconds to find his aim but soon it was flowing into my willing mouth.  I tried to swallow as much as I could but inevitably it cascaded down my face, over my udders and down my fat rolls, onto my legs and into the pool.

The first guy was still pissing when a second stood up and joined him, I was being covered in piss, the taste and the smell was driving me wild.  This guy didn’t aim for my mouth, he aimed for my hair, soaking me as it emptied his bladder.  When the first man finished I twisted my head and he got some in my eyes, it stung painfully and I shook my head, trying to get it out.  He just laughed.

Man after man stood and took it in turns to piss on me, I was sliding easily on the floor as the urine went under me.  Eventually I couldn’t help it and I started to piss as well, my recycled urine mixing with the rest of it.

The game was almost over, a boring two second play to see out the clock when I my Master spoke again.  “Who’s ready for part two?”  I was obviously, I love not knowing what’s coming.  I watched him as he stood up and found a closed cardboard box.  It had been there for a week, I’d wondered what was in it, I hadn’t asked of course, I knew better than that.

He pulled out a knife and slid it under the tape, he looked at me as he did it, smiling at me, I smiled back at him.  He did it agonizingly slowly, teasing me.  When it was open he pulled out a plastic bag containing something black.  The men were laughing, they knew what was coming.

He opened the bag and pulled something out, it took me a few seconds to work out what it was, when I did I mentally hugged myself.  An elbow length rubber glove.  And the box was full of them.  Fuck.

I watched has he slid one onto his arm, loving the sound of the snap as it closed over his flesh.  When it was on he turned to face me, then started to pass out the gloves to his friends.  They were going to fist me, I thought, the only question was in which hole.  And how many hands.  I almost lost it at that point, I nearly collapsed such was my excitement.

“Hey, hey,” I heard my Master shouting.  I looked up, fuck, how long had I been in sub space.  I looked round the room, everyone was staring at me, smiling, some were shaking their heads.  They’d pissed all over me and were about to abuse my slutty holes and they could see how much I was loving it.

I smiled.  “I’m sorry Master,” I purred.  I turned away from him and put my head down, hands over my head, nose just above the piss level in the paddling pool.  Instantly a man stood up and walked over to me, he put his foot into the pool and onto my head, pushing it down into the pool, the stench of urine filling my nostrils. 

I slid my knees slightly apart, this was easy on the wet rubber pool floor, then reached behind and pulled my ass cheeks apart, exposing my cunt and shithole.  I felt utterly degraded as a hand went onto my ass , slid over it and I heard the owner spit onto my ass, his saliva dripping down over my asshole and onto my cunt.  He put one, then two fingers inside my cunt and slid them in and out.

“Fuck she’s wet,” he said.

“The whore always is,” replied my Master, “Aren’t you Pig?  Always ready to be used.”

“Oink oink,” I replied, as best I could, my mouth filling with piss as soon as I opened it.  I closed it and swallowed the disgusting liquid, still surprised at how much I crave the taste.

“Cuff the cunt,” another man said.  Without thinking I let go of my ass cheeks and put my hands behind my back, instantly someone was on me applying the cuffs, locking my arms behind my back, rendering them useless, all the time a hand slipping in and out of my cunt.  Being pinned down, cuffed, a mouth half full of piss, about to be abused by a dozen or so men, covered in demeaning writing, fuck I couldn’t have been more excited.

The man pulled his hand from my hole.  “Fuck me, what a fucking slut,” he said, “Reckon I could get my fist in it?”  I didn’t see the answer, but knew it would be yes.  He was quickly back on me, I felt his knuckles touching me, then some other hands pulled my ass apart and he pushed hard, his knuckles against my cunt lips, my hole.  I relaxed as much as I could, my training helped of course and I opened wide and accepted him inside me.  “Fuck, holy fuck you . . . you weren’t kidding were you?”  I knew that wasn’t directed to me.  The next words were.  “Beg me to fuck you with my fist pig,” he yelled at me.

“Please fuck this pig Sir,” I gagged, “Fuck this pig’s cunt with your fist Sir.” I was smiling as I spoke, lost in the moment of the humiliation of begging to be used like this.  He started to slide his fist in and out, slowly at first but he was soon pumping my cunt.  The sensation of his broad hand was indescribable, longer and thicker than any cock in the world.

“What about her ass?” another man asked, not to me obviously.

“Lube up,” replied my owner.  Instantly I felt 2 hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart and I could hear a glooping sound as someone lubed themselves and removed my tail.  I relaxed my ass as much as I could with a fist in my cunt as the hand touched my ass, one, two fingers slide inside me.

“Fuck she’s loose,” he said, then the fingers pulled out before his hand started to slide inside me.  I gasped, I could feel the hand pushing against my ring and the one inside my cunt.  My ass opened as his hand slipped in, contracting round his wrist and he was in the first chamber.  He continued to push against the second ring, probing with his fingers, pushing , thrusting in and out as I relaxed and opened up and he pushed deeper and deeper, sliding in and out, each time a little further in until he just thrust hard, I cried out as his fist slid inside my inner ring and he started to pound.  Sure it hurt, but it was pleasurable too.

They started to work together, one pushing in, one pulling out as they fucked my cunt and ass with their fists, the thin wall of skin between stretching and pulling, I was crying, my tears mixing with the piss as they used me.  I could feel my excitement building, soon I’d be desperate to cum.  I opened one eye, the one not in the piss and look up at my Master.  He was smiling at me.  I tried to beg, to plead to be allowed to cum but I couldn’t form the words.

He nodded, that was the permission I needed and my body convulsed, orgasm ripping though me, lost in my own world as they abused my holes.

“Fuck, fuck the dirty cunt,” someone said, shit I was squirting over his arm, I didn’t care.  He pulled his arm from my cunt and shook it, the pushed it into my face and I started to lick my own juices from his hand.  “Fuck,” he added again as another hand slid inside me and started to fuck me again.

Over and over the made use of me, fucking me, pushing inside me.  One slender guy pushed 2 hands at once inside my ass and I collapsed, I’d never had two arms in one hole before.  I lost count of how many times I came.  I’d never experienced anything like it.

Finally, eventually it came to an end, I was aware that I’d not cum for ages, that there was nothing inside me.  I opened my eye and looked around, the men were all drinking and eating, ignoring me.  My Master saw me.  “Hey, she’s coming round.  On your knees piggie.”

“Oink, oink,” I replied, smiling, wondering what was coming next.  They all put down their food and drink, having peeled off their long, black gloves.  What was coming next?

“On your knees pig,” he ordered.  I tried as hard as I could, but I just kept slipping in the pool.  Two of the stronger guys helped me onto my knees, and I waited, looking forward to what came next.  They formed a circle around me, I could guess now.

“Last one to cum eats the chili,” my Master said to the group, holding up a long, red chili.  They all laughed, nervously, clearly no one wanted to eat it.  He put it down and counted down, at zero each either pulled his pants down or opened his flies.  Some were already hard, others limp as they started to wank themselves.  More than one pulled out his belt from the loops and held it in their other hand, they were going to whip me I knew.  I smiled, this was going to be fun.

I took a dozen blows before the first guy started to yell.  I twisted my neck, fixed my eyes on him, pleading for his cum and I wasn’t disappointed when he shot his load over my face, up my nose, into my eyes and mouth as he covered me in cum.  The second and third weren’t far behind and I was soon covered it the delicious, sticky white substance. 

Next my Master came, shooting directly into my mouth, his tasted best of all.  It wasn’t long before I was plastered in cum, dripping down my face and body, trailing on the surface of the piss on the pool.

I could sense the tension when there were only two guys left, the thin, slender one that got two arms inside me, I wanted him to cum.  The ones that had were cheering and shouting for their friends, encouraging them to cum and I wasn’t disappointed when he started to blow, huge, huge amounts into my mouth, only missing a little.  His friends were cheering, the others disappointed as finally he came, me twisting to face him, mouth open, welcoming his load.

“Suck this shit up pig,” my Master commanded.  I knew what he meant.  My arms released I scooped the cum from my face and body into my mouth and drank it down, a greedy pig like me can never get enough.  Then I scooped what was left from the surface of the pool and ate it greedily as they watched.  Master patted my head, called me a good little pig and turned away, offering the chili to the loser.  He took it while the other laughed and he bit on it.  It wasn’t very hot I guess as he ate it all.

Master showed his friends out, then came back to look at me.  He held up a mirror, the writing on me was streaked and mostly illegible, my hair matted and tangled, my body red from belt lashes, some cum stains I’d missed.  I was captivated, I loved how I looked, like a dirty animal.  I took my eyes off my reflection and looked into my owner’s eyes.  We both smiled, then started to laugh.  He threw me a towel.

“Clean yourself up, shower I think would be best, then clean this shit up,” he said, smiling.

I smiled back, what a night.  “Oink, oink,” I replied. 


Pony Girl Paige
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Iput out my hands and took the black leather headdress from Bill and looked at it.  I knew what it was of course, the blinkers, the ears, the hole for a feather, the bit gag . . . I studied the bit gag, about six inches long, made of stainless steel wrapped in black leather, connected by rings to the rest of the harness.  There was no doubt, this was a Pony Girl headdress.  Eventually I looked up into Bill’s eyes, he was lost to the world, he was watching me like a child on their first trip to the Zoo, his world consisted of nothing but him, me and that headdress.

I wanted to hand it back, to say no, but they say you should try everything once.  Especially when you’ve written so much about it, and already agreed to do it.  Even then I should have said no, backed out, but how could I?  I handed it back to Bill who took it from me silently.  Then to show my willingness I opened my mouth wide.  He smiled at me and pushed the leather enclosed metal bar between my lips.  I bit down on it, it was now too late.  I was going to experience being a Pony Girl for real . . . .
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Vegas.

It’s like London, Paris or New York in that you never need to say Las Vegas, Nevada.  You don’t even need the Las.  Everyone knows about it, where it is and what it represents.  The capital of entertainment in America, the city where America goes to party.  Or the city of sin, depending on your point of view.  I went once as a child, my family took a summer vacation round southern California, Utah, Arizona and Nevada, I remember the bright lights, the luxury hotels, the amazing water parks and the strip at night.  Of course I was too young to gamble back then, but I’d wanted to return for years.

My partner had surprised me, we’d left work on the East coast and gone to the airport on Thursday afternoon, nothing unusual there.  But I was expecting to get on a plane back to California, Bill had booked it all of course.  He managed to get us to the gate before I realized we weren’t heading home but were instead heading to Vegas for three nights.  I should have known, he’d checked in a couple of bags, whereas we normally only took hand luggage – work clothes were in his apartment in the East, normal clothes in his house in the West.  If only we’d gone to Vegas for three nights . . . .

He'd even squared the Friday off with my boss, I’d been putting in long, really long days for weeks as a deadline approached, that had passed successfully a couple of weeks ago with a successful, and largely bug free release of the software.  As a newly promoted Principle Consultant I’d been nervous, terrified even as for the first time it was largely my responsibility.  And I was exhausted.  I’ll never get the hang of the American work culture, why you’re all so driven to put in the 50+ hour working weeks in exchange for just 15 days of vacation a year.

Due to the miracle of flying West we spent four hours on the plane and landed two hours after we took off, it was early Fall  and still incredibly hot – well, it is a desert after all.  At least the humidity was close to zero so my hair didn’t need to be restrained like it usually does out East.  I much preferred the lack of humidity to the virtual soup that the East coast seems to be in Summer.

We checked into the Luxor, the same hotel I’d stayed in all those years ago.  I’d forgotten how dark and confusing the inside of the strip resorts could be, designed to keep you inside, lost and shut off from the outside world, designed to keep you in and gambling.  The memories came flooding back, the huge rooms, the luxury fittings and fixtures, all made up to be like something from ancient Egypt.  Bill knew that that was where I’d stayed 10 or so years ago and he wanted the weekend to be a special reminder. 

When we got to the room I was disappointed – firstly he’d not specified staying in the pyramid, so we were in one of the two towers.  And secondly, the luxury from my youth had gone.  The room was shabby, the Egyptian themed room was no more and it was just a bog standard hotel room, with slightly worn carpets that should have been replaced two years ago.  Paper was starting to peel from the walls, the bathroom had some mold stains on the grouting.  I’d expect better from a Motel 6, if I was being 100% honest about it.  Well, some Motel 6s anyway.

But we made the most of it, I was worried when I opened my case, what had he packed, but he’d done really well.  we changed into our bathing costumes, I picked a black bikini that offered some support to my chest, put on the supplied bathrobes and we went down to the pool area, the sun was low but still hot and we made the most of it.  I applied the sunblock and we people watched, drank a couple of cocktails and swam a little before the area closed.  As I put the lotion on my chest more than one man stared, one even got a clip from his wife.  I looked at Bill when that happened and we both laughed.

Seriously guys, don’t watch girls doing that.  Some like the attention, most don’t.  It makes us feel like we’re on display.  It’s not nice.  How would you like to be ogled and assessed purely on your looks?  You probably think you wouldn’t mind, but I doubt it’s ever happened to you, has it?

When the pool area closed we headed back to the room and changed.  Bill had done well, I was expecting jeans and a tee shirt, but he pulled out a cocktail dress for me, probably my favorite and the matching heels, he wore a pair of slacks and white shirt, open at the collar.  My favorite look for him, his slightly greying hair looked good.  We make an odd couple, he was just the wrong side of 50, I was young enough to be his daughter. 

Most people assume that we are, more than one man has asked me on a date when I’ve been out with him.  They usually refuse to accept that Bill’s my partner (of almost three years) and more than once I’ve had to kiss him to get rid of them.  We kissed, he opened the door and held out his arm.

“Shall we?”  he asked and we left the room, I took another look at it.  Ah well, we only had to sleep in it.

We walked up the strip, stopping off at one casino or another, playing the slots, staying away from the tables and people watching.  Everyone was there, from the young people wearing very little to people like us, dressed up and having made a little effort.  We watched the fountains outside the Bellagio and resisted the numerous scantily clad women offering to have our photo taken with them for only ten bucks.  There were plenty of suckers that took them up on it. 

We had dinner that night at the top of the Strat on the observation deck, the meal was slow for once in America, it was more like being back home in Europe, the waiters were attentive, but not speeding you through the meal.  I liked it, I want to do it again.  We wandered part way down the strip, I was yawning, it may only have been 11PM but by my personal body clock that was more like one in the morning, we caught a cab to the Luxor and headed for bed.

I went to the bathroom, washed and cleaned the makeup off my face.  When I came back Bill put his phone down and looked up at me and smiled.  He always does, he’s always pleased to see me.  I kissed him.

“Emails?”  He just nodded.  We might be off for a couple of nights but work is always there.  He stood up and went to the bathroom.  As soon as the door closed I stripped off quickly, I didn’t have long.  I opened the case and smiled, I knew he’d have packed a few things.  I pulled out a nipple chain, pulled my nipples until they were hard and clamped them on, gasping as the rubber covered metal bit into my sensitive skin.

Next I found three pairs of handcuffs, I locked and unlocked them, can’t be too careful – I’m sure that more than one couple’s had to call 911 to get themselves released from a bed after a cheap purchase on the Strip.  I dug further and found a blindfold, just what I was looking for.  I heard the toilet flush, I had to move quickly.

I jumped on the bed and put a set of cuffs onto each of my ankles and locked the ends to the bed, forcing my legs wide apart, my pussy totally exposed to him.  I put the second set onto my left wrist, slipped the blindfold on over my eyes and secured my wrists to the bed frame, wrapping the metal round the frame, then locked my other wrist into the cuffs.  I lay there, dreaming about what Bill was going to do to me, do with me.

I listened, I could hear him cleaning his teeth, then the brush went silent and the door opened, he flicked the switch and walked into the main room, paused and I swear I could hear him smiling as he looked at my body, the nipple clamp pulling my D breasts together, the rest of me exposed, vulnerable, available for him to use.

Bill took his time, building the tension.  I listened to him unbuttoning his shirt, then hanging it up.  The belt came off, he ran it over my body from my shoulders, across my breasts and flat stomach, then between my legs and onto my pussy.  I moaned as the leather touched me there, Bill lifted the belt off and playfully spanked my thigh with the belt, not hard enough to hurt, just enough to let me know it was there.

Next his hand was on my thigh, he ran it up my leg and he started to play with my pussy, slow, gentle circular motions, just off my clit.  I tried to move, to push my body down so he’d touch my clit, every time he did he pulled his hand away until I became still.  The lesson was clear, he was in control, not me.  Just the way I like it.  I smiled, he was toying with me.

He got off the bed and removed the rest of his clothes, then climbed back on and he started to lick my pussy, long slow strokes, exploring as he did.  Again, if I so much as moved he stopped and pulled away, this time he also whipped me gently with the belt, making me moan loudly.  I was desperate to move but understood the consequences.    Bill pushed a couple of fingers inside my pussy and finger fucked me while I lay motionless, it was agony, delicious, delightful agony.

“Can I cum please?” I asked, knowing he’d say no or ignore me.  He continued to fuck me with his fingers and his tongue.  “Please, I need to cum.  PLEASE.”  The last word was hysterical.

“One,” he said.  Oh fuck.

“Two.”  We play this game.  I can cum at 10 and not before.

“Three.”  All my concentration was on not cumming.

“Four.  Five.  Six.  Seven.  Eight.”  Sometimes he stops on eight to torment me.  “Nine.  Ten.”  As he said ten I came, hips bucking, screaming, he picked a pillow and pushed it over my face to keep the noise down, I just screamed louder as he kept finger fucking his sub.  I was crushing his fingers with my pussy, he just kept forcing them in and out.

When I came down he pulled the pillow away and climbed onto me, his rock hard cock sliding inside me in one delicious movement, I gasped again and he started to pound me, up and down, I pushed back against him, hoping to cum again, it didn’t take long before he was grunting.

“I’m going to cum inside you baby girl,” he said, “Oh fuck yes.”  He knows this turns me on and I pushed back, seconds later I came again, nowhere near as intense but I had tears forming.  He lay on top of me and we kissed as his erection subsided, then he rolled off and uncuffed me.  I looked at my wrists, the metal had dug in and I had red ring marks on my skin.  We both laughed.

I cuddled up to my dom and we fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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Vegas at five AM is very different, the flashily dressed people were long gone, the only ones left were people like us, fresh in and adjusting to the time difference, the drunks still plying their money into the slots and the desperate, homeless people wandering the streets.  I tried not to laugh when we walked past one group of young people, trying to decide what was worst, spending the rest of their lives in Vegas living on the street or phoning up their parents to see if they could get some money for gas to get home.  We found a diner for breakfast, then back to the hotel where we checked out.  I was surprised, I thought we were there for the full weekend.

“First,” said Bill as we checked out, “This place is a dump.”  The receptionist looked up as he said that, but I noticed she didn’t disagree, “And second, I’ve got another surprise planned for you.”

“Oooh, what is it?”

“It’s a surprise Paige,” he said smiling.  Bastard.  I love surprises, really I do, but also I wanted to know.  We took a taxi to McCarran, no, Harry Reid Airport and the car hire desk.  20 minutes later we were heading South, once again I was amazed at just how big America is.  Bill got me to put Google Maps on my phone and put in a non-descript town, Jeez, an almost three hour drive away inside Arizona.  I asked again where are we going?

He smiled again, didn’t answer for a few moments then spoke softly.

“You’ve written about Pony Girls often enough, now it’s time for you to have a real experience.”

I didn’t speak for what seemed like ages.  When I did speak, all I managed to say was, “Excuse me?”  My voice was high, I was shocked.  We’d not discussed this, talked about it or anything.  This might seem odd for you reading this, surely as a submissive, as His submissive I should just nod my head and agree to it?  Fuck off, I’m submissive when I chose to be, not just because he wants me to be.  I can, and do, say no, that’s a key difference between levels of control, submission and domination.  You want someone that does what you want all the time?  Buy a blow up doll or just wait 20 years till AI robots come along.

Even a slave can say no, IMO.  You’ll see a lot of young people seduced by the lifestyle who’ll advertise themselves as a true no limits slave girl/boy and they might even believe that they are.  They’ll talk to a dominant who talks them into meeting for a serious impact session, some will love it go back for more, some will hate it but go back for more, believing that’s what a good little sub should do, most will hate it and come to believe that they were abused, and quite possibly they were, though it might take them years to work it out.

For me, I’d been involved in the lifestyle on and off for several years.  I’d been with Bill for a couple of years but I was having doubts about this.  He must have stolen a glance at me, his voice was uncertain, nervous even.  I don’t think in the two and a bit years we’d been together I’d ever seen him nervous.  That confidence was one of the things I loved about him back when we first met, the confidence, the build, his good looks, the money . . . the list went on and on.

“Paige, you, you can just say no.  We’ll turn around and go back to Vegas if you’d rather.”  Those were the words that came out of his mouth.  The subtext was easy to read.  Paige, this is something I’ve dreamed about my whole life, please, please, please, please do this for me.  I didn’t answer for a good 10 minutes, weighing up the pros and cons of his request.  I kept glancing back at Bill, he looked worried, like he’d crossed the line.  I’m not sure where the line was for us, but it wasn’t here.  Close, but not here.

I took a deep breath.  “I’ll do it,” I said, “But, I want you to be with me at all times.”

He smiled like a child being told they could stay up an extra 30 minutes to watch the end of the game.

“Thank you,” he said, the confidence and a smile returning to his face.  I put my hand onto his knee and squeezed it.  He looked at me and I smiled, then our smiles turned to laughter and we continued the drive.

“Put some music on,” he said.  I was getting in the mood.

“My pleasure Sir,” I said, faking a submissive tone of voice.  Thinking about being a Pony had got me a little excited, I won’t lie.  And a little into the submissive mood.  I switched apps and blue toothed my phone to the rental and put on the Rolling Stones, before my time but I’d grown to like them.  One of Bill’s favorite bands – probably before his time for that matter.  We continued to talk about the weekend and what was coming up. 

A friend of a friend had put Bill onto it, apparently she and her submissive had been into pony play for years and there was a gathering two or three times a year, this weekend was one of them.  There were going to be a couple of hundred people there, strictly couples (or thruples or more) but no singletons.

We drove for hours, when we turned off the highway it was onto a small country road, still paved, then after a couple of miles off that and onto a dust track, a few minutes later we came to a halt, off to the side was clearly what we were looking for.  A wooden arch, about 20 feet high emblazoned with a cheap paper banner over the real wooden one which proclaimed, ‘The Pony Ranch’.  I looked at Bill and he at me.

“You can change your mind at any point,” he said.

“I know.”  Truth be told, through my nerves I was more than just a little interested to see what was going to happen.  A man came out of the shadow of a tree, he looked the real cowboy, early 30s, the big white Stetson, a few days of stubble, a worn denim shirt with the top four buttons undone exposing his chest hair, shirt sleeves rolled up to the elbows exposing his sun tanned forearms as thick as my legs, the brown leather belt with the impressively large belt buckle, jeans and what looked like snake skin cowboy boots.  He was hot, seriously hot.  I couldn’t help it, I stared.  I know right, what a hypocrite.  After I chided those men for watching me apply sunblock in Vegas.  Double standards and all that.  As he approached the car he tipped his hat and Bill wound down the car window, the cowboy bent down.
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“Afternoon folks,” he said, a real Southern drawl, flashing his perfectly white teeth as he looked at Bill and then smiled at me, “Miss”, touching his hat again, “I’m Wyatt.”  Seriously, was there anything wrong with this man?  He put out his hand to take something.  Bill opened the car’s center console and pulled out an envelope, I’d not seen him put it there, then pulled out his wallet and took out his driving license.  The cowboy took them both from Bill in silence and looked at them, then pulled out a walkie talkie.

“Bill and Paige,” he said in into the walkie talkie.  He was staring at me.  I felt like I was 17 years old again going to my school leaving prom.  He listened to the reply, then spoke to us again, smiling at me all the time.

“Going to need your phones folks.”

“Sure,” replied Bill.  He handed over his phone and I picked mine out of my purse and dropped it, fumbling to pick it up.  This was the effect this man was having on me.  Bill looked at me and raised an eyebrow, we laughed, he could see I liked him.  The cowboy took them both in silence.  He put them into a bag and handed over a receipt.

“You’ll get them back when you leave.  No photos,” he offered by way of an explanation.  Bill nodded, he’d clearly known that.  I wasn’t happy about handing over my phone, but Bill was OK with it, so I figured it was OK.  Besides, there hadn’t been any reception for the last 20 minutes.

“Y’all wanna follow the track for about two miles,” the cowboy said, gesturing towards a small rise, “The barns and training yard are over that rise, you’ll see it when you get to the top.  Park with the rest of the trucks and cars.”

He touched his hat again, clearly looking at me.  He smiled, then winked.  A thrill shot through me.  He clearly liked the look of me.

“See you around Paige,” he said, then stood up, turned and walked slowly back to the shade of the tree.  I watched his ass the whole way, as Bill pressed the button to close the window.

“Did you like the view?” he asked without looking at me as he put the car back into drive and we moved slowly off.  I blushed, then we both laughed again.  Like he’d never looked at a girl before when we’d been out.  But he was right, I liked the view and hoped the cowboy would be doing more than just manning the entrance gate.  We drove in silence to the top of the small rise.

Once at the top we had the sun behind us and could see what was ahead, maybe half a dozen barns in various states, mostly traditional ones made of wood, some modern ones made of steel.  There was a big house, with the barns it completed a rectangle around a central open area, maybe 70 feet wide and a couple of hundred feet long.  To one side was an area with 30 or so cars and trucks parked up, Bill pointed the rental towards them and we parked and got out.

“This is pretty much what I wrote about, or at least what I imagined,” I told Bill.  He pondered for a moment before replying.

“There are a few photos of this place in the club, maybe that where you got the idea from?”  Seemed like a reasonable suggestion.  Bill took my hand, locked the car and we looked around.  A flatbed truck was coming over the rise, it would be here in a couple of minutes, the dust blooming behind it.

“Shall we wait?” asked Bill.  He knew how nervous I could be meeting new people, normally I try to be the first one at any event, then I don’t have to walk into a big room of people I don’t know.  We were too late for that, and besides, I wasn’t sure I’d want to be first here.  Observe first, I told myself, before getting involved.  Watch and learn, watch and learn.

When the truck arrived it pulled up alongside our car, dwarfing it.  The driver allowed the dust to settle before he killed the engine and got out.  He looked at us and smiled, a much more average looking man, similar age to Bill, he nodded at us.

“Afternoon folks,” he said, his voice bright and cheery.  I liked him instantly, he just had that air about him that gave you confidence.  I’d expected a dirty, seedy man but it was just . . . normal.  And it was nice to see that there was someone there that wasn’t a freak.  There was at least one normal person, other than me and Bill.

“Could you give me a hand?” he asked, look at us.

“Sure,” replied Bill, “I’m Bill, this is Paige.”  I smiled at him.

“I’m Tony,” he replied, he and Bill then shook hands.  The back of the truck was mostly barren, apart from a box that was about five feet wide and four feet deep, maybe two feet tall.  It was hard to tell, it was covered in a tarpaulin and held down by two thick straps, locking it to the truck.  Tony released the two straps and threw them over the top, there was no breeze so the tarp stayed in place.  He gestured Bill to get one side, which my man did.

“On three,” said Tony, “One . . . two . . . three” and they lifted the tarp over the box to the back of the truck.  I watched, wanting to see what was in the box.  My mouth fell open, it wasn’t a box, it was two metal cages.  In each was a naked woman, on her knees, bent double to fit into her cage, arms behind her back and tied to the top of the cage, both were gagged and blindfolded.  I watched as Bill inspected them, then heard Tony laughing.

“First time here?” he asked me directly.  I nodded in reply.  “Well, you’re in for some surprises,” he added, “but it’s all safe, sane, fun and consensual, so you’re amongst friends.”  I nodded again, I wanted, no, I needed to believe him.  He climbed onto the back of the truck and pulled out some keys, he unlocked the cages and helped the girls out, one was about 30, the other a good few years younger.  They were both stiff and had to be eased down from the truck, then Tony removed their gags and blindfolds.  I was suddenly self-conscious, even though I was fully clothed.

Tony opened the door to the truck and pulled out some bottled water and gave each of his girls one, they opened them and drank greedily as they loosened up.  Tony slapped one’s ass and spoke to Bill.

“Coming inside the square?”

Bill shrugged, “Sure,” he replied, the two men started to walk between the buildings, I followed with the two naked girls, determined to not let Bill out of my sight.  I wanted to know he was there, to protect me if I needed protecting.  I knew some Judo, but I was still worried as we walked in.  I needn’t have been.

As we’d driven over the rise I’d made out that there were people inside the compound area, but I couldn’t tell how many.  When we got inside did a quick head count, maybe 70 or 80 people, there were more arriving by the minute, the lot was filling up behind us.  And Bill had said that over 200 were expected.  I relaxed a little, in my mind more people meant more safety, if there was only one or two I’d have been more concerned.  The number of cars should have given away how many people were there.  I wasn’t thinking straight.  I was nervous, worried and excited.  What treasures would there be inside?

We walked between the gap in the buildings, I was following Bill and Tony, sandwiched between the two naked women, neither of whom had spoken.  I suspected that they were just pleased to have their jaws closed for a while.  As we walked in I looked between the men and looked around, it looked for all intents a purposes like a normal meeting, virtually everyone was clothed and looked ‘normal’.  Well, apart from the two girls I was with.  People were standing around, there was a BBQ going, at the far end what looked like vendors setting out their stalls, there were people laughing and joking.  Mix wise it was about 50:50, maybe slightly more women than men, but not much in it. 

The naked girls I was between caught several people’s attention and one woman broke off from her group and came to speak to me, she was a fair few years older than me, maybe 35 with long dark hair.  She was very sexy, dressed like an English girl at a riding school, white jodhpurs, long black boots, a black traditional riding hat, white blouse with a black jacket over it.  She thought I was the owner of the two girls, I laughed at the suggestion.  Then reality hit me.

“So,” she said, looking me up and down, “You’re here to be a Pony then?”  I swallowed.

“Yes,” I replied very quietly.

“English?” she asked.  I shook my head.

“Scottish, I just sound English.”  She nodded.

“First time?”  I nodded again.  “Don’t worry, everyone here is very nice and you’ll not be forced to do anything you don’t want.  We’ve got people monitoring at all times and you’ll always be being watched – not filmed, watched.”  She hugged me, “Everyone is nervous their first time.”  She was so easy going, she was doing a good job of setting my mind at ease.  “Who’s your partner?” she asked.  I looked around, Bill was talking with Tony and another man, I gestured to him.  “Let’s go and meet him,” she added.

She walked over and I followed, the two naked girls then followed me.  She walked straight into the group and thrust her hand out to Bill, who took it.

“I’m Alice,” she said, “I gather this Pony is yours?”  I blushed and looked down, “Or maybe you’re her Pony?”  Bill hesitated, and then everyone laughed.  Then it struck me, what was funny about that?  Why shouldn’t a man be a Pony?  No reason. Bill stopped laughing as the same thought struck him.  When everyone stopped laughing at our joint realization Alice spoke again.

“Lunch will be ready at about 12, then the festivities begin at one.  There’s going to be a demo, there will be workshops and training, then at about four you’ll get free time to play and experiment.  There’s going to be an evening meal at around seven before we’ll disperse and you can come back again tomorrow, if you want?”  Alice was clearly speaking to me when she said the last line.  I blushed and looked at Bill, fuck he wanted to come back tomorrow.  And the day had barely begun.

“Shall we look around?” she asked, looking directly at me.  I smiled and nodded, I let go of Bill’s hand and walked over to her.  She took my hand in hers and squeezed softly.  She pulled it and me out of the group and we walked away.  As we moved between people she looked over her shoulder, then we stopped.

“Are you here because you want to be Paige?” she asked.  I nodded, but nervously.

“I’ll ask again, you can leave any time you want, many people, Doms, force their sub to be here, and let’s face it, it’s not for everyone.”  I knew and agreed, it sure wasn’t for everyone.  Pretty sure it wasn’t for me, but I’ll try anything once.  Well, most things.

“No,” I replied, “I want to be here.  I . . I was surprised that’s all.  Bill didn’t tell me we were coming.”  Then I told her about my life and the books I’d written.  She’d not read them but she was interested.  I don’t think she was entirely convinced, but she said she’d look out for me.

“And,” she said as we started back to the group, “Don’t try everything all at once.  Watch for a bit first.  Then take it slow.”  I nodded, I certainly planned to watch to start with.

“But,” she added with a hint of mock menace, “You’ll never come back if you don’t at least try.” As we reentered the group she looked around, then checked her watch. 

“Excuse me please folks, I need to check on something.”  She looked at me and winked, then walked off.  I took my place next to Bill and at the next gap in the conversation I spoke up.

“Who was that?” I asked, gesturing to where Alice had stood.

“That’s Alice,” said a man I didn’t know.  He waved his arm around, pointing, “This is her place,” he added, “And, she seems to have taken a shine to you.”  He lifted his beer and sipped it, just as an unseen loudspeaker crackled and came into life.

I looked around, Alice was standing on a small stage about 30 feet from me.  She tapped the mike and the assembled crowd fell quiet, waiting for her to speak.  I remember being impressed, I’d have been like a mass of Jell-O standing up there in front of a couple of hundred people.  At least until booze took effect.

“Masters, Dominants, Slaves, Submissives and Ponies,” she started, looking round the throng theatrically.  The crowd laughed as she said ponies, as she’d known it would, she laughed back, “Welcome to the ninth annual Desert Pony meet.”  This time the crowd hollered and whooped. “The food will soon be ready, but first make space as I introduce Storm and Lightening!”  She half turned and stuck out her arm as she said the last few words, a door opened on a barn and I struggled to see, just catching half glimpses of two women.  Fuck, I wished I was eight feet tall at that point and not five foot five.  On a tall day.  I needn’t have worried.  Everyone went silent, I could hear leather and metal in motion, the ponies were getting closer.  The crowd parted as the women moved closer and we formed a ring around them.
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As I walked/was half pulled backwards I saw the two Ponies for real, my first real life Pony girls.  Each was dressed identically, Storm (I assumed) had black hair and lightening had bleached white hair.  Their hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail formed at the crown, their hair tumbling down their backs.  On their heads was a black leather headdress with a very long red feather attached just above their eyes.  They had huge ears on the headdress, outlined in red.  In their mouths was a black bit gag, on their necks collars and blinkers at the sides of their eyes, restricting their sight.

Black straps hung from their necks to a harness that offered limited support to their exposed breasts, around their waists were scant corsets with multiple stainless steel or chrome rings for attaching things, above their pussies two straps went down and between their legs, presumably attached at the rear, over their asses.  Their arms were folded behind their backs, tails almost touching the ground.  I assumed they were on ass plugs.

But the thing I couldn’t take my eyes off were the boots, exactly as I’d see online on so many images, each one coming up to the girl’s knees and locked in place with a padlock.  The material was skin tight, the girl’s feet raised at the ankles, there must have been steel plates in the boots preventing them from putting their heels down.  The boots ended in hoof shapes and the girls left hoof prints in the dirt as they walked, no, high stepped, around the yard.  They looked incredible.  For the first time I could see why a person would want a Pony girl, it was the sex appeal of them.

I looked round the crowd, people were salivating almost as much as the ponies were being forced to by the bit gags.  No one was touching, it was just looking, I was glad about that.  They had everyone’s attention, people were looking with real desire and longing.

As we edged backwards we formed a ring and the ponies high stepped round it twice, Alice providing encouragement to the ponies.  When they were close to me I was silent, just watching their graceful movement, the concentration on their faces as they moved.  When they’d completed their second lap the they moved to the middle of the impromptu ring of people and faced Alice and bowed to her.

“Give it up for Lightening and Storm,” shouted Alice into the mic, her amplified voice bouncing off the walls of the buildings.  And we did, the gathering exploded into applause and the two ponies lapped it up, bowing and turning to the four corners of the crowd.  I swear Storm looked me straight in the face as she came up, she was beaming, they both clearly loved the attention of the crowd.  Was this why they did it?

As they walked off the crowd came together again and I found Bill, he was talking to someone new (again) and I joined him.  When the bell rang to indicate the food was ready we went for something to eat.  I ate lightly, I didn’t want to be sick later.  I run like 15 miles a week, but never on an empty stomach, or a full one for that matter.  As I finished up I stood up, looking for the restroom.  Bill asked me to bring him some more BBQ on my way back, when I joined the line for food the woman behind me spoke.

“What did you think then Paige?” she asked.  I turned, but I knew the voice.  It was Alice.

“I,” I paused and blushed, “I can see the attraction.”

“Who for?” she asked.  I smiled.

“Certainly for the Dominant,” I replied.

Alice nodded at that.  “And what about for the Pony?  Didn’t they both look happy?”  I nodded, they did.  Alice continued, “Remember them, the leather, how they loved the attention.”  I nodded, the girls had looked good, no doubt about it.  Shit, I was thinking about it now.  Alice smiled, she could see that she had me on the hook, time for her to reel me in.

“Take it slow, watch the demo of getting a Pony into harness, look at the headdresses and the harnesses, talk to some ponies and see what you think.  Then come find me, bring your partner along and if, only if you want I’ll help you try.”  I nodded, still unsure, but what was the harm in looking?
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Bill and I walked round, there were stalls set up with people selling their wares, all manner of pony play equipment.  There were harnesses that started with tiny amounts of leather, through to full body rubber/leather suits.  I picked up a rubber suit, not really my scene but I could imagine wearing it, every fat roll, every lump of cellulite would be hidden and smoothed out.

“I wouldn’t recommend wearing that here,” the stall owner said, “Too damn warm, but maybe take it home . . .?”  Bill and I both smiled, not really for either of us. 

At the boot stall Bill picked out a pair of knee length boots and showed them to me.  “Try these on,” he said.  Jet black leather with laces up the front and red soles, the wearer’s foot would be almost pointing to the ground.  It was like something a ballerina would wear.  The toe was pointed with a support under it.
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“Have you ever worn anything like this?” asked the stall holder.  I shook my head.  “Then put them back, you’ve got to work up to something like that,” she said.  “Start with something like this, still not easy to wear but a darn site easier than those ones.  She asked my size and found a pair and handed them over.  As I expected the arch and absence of heel made it really difficult to stand, I had to concentrate.  They were such a tight fit, she pulled out a stool and a bottle of Baby Powder and covered the inside of the boots with it before I could slide my feet inside.  I needed help to stand, holding onto Bill for dear life.  I was glad to get them off.  We didn’t buy them.

Stall after stall caught our eyes, people selling harnesses, leashes, collars (mine was in the car), all manner of whips and chains, nipples clamps . . . pony girl tails . . . the list went on and on.  Everyone I spoke to was really nice, no one was pushy or demanded payment.  My guess was they were playing the long game, hoping you’d come back later to buy.
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After we’d looked at every stall Bill checked his Rolex, “Come on,” he said, “the demo started a couple of minutes ago.”  We crossed the yard and into the barn where the demo was taking place.  I’d expected it to be packed, but there weren’t many people there at all.  I later discovered that only first timers went to it, to relax them and show them pony play was nothing to be afraid of.

The demo was being conducted by a woman, we’d missed her name but she was dressed in faded blue jeans and a white shirt, the jeans held up by an enormous buckle belt, she had a Stetson on her head and was wearing black cowgirl boots.  The girl she was preparing was naked.  We joined the crowd forming a circle around the pair, they moved slightly to allow us in.  Maybe 30 people in total were watching.  I looked at the naked girl, I’d have been terrified, shaking to be naked in front of that many people, but it didn’t faze her.  She was loving the attention.

“We’ll start by oiling her body with this,” the Cowgirl said.  “This has several benefits.  First, the oils will make her body shine and glisten, she’ll look amazing.”  IMO she looked amazing, she was about 20, long legs, no hair other than on her head, long dark hair and small breasts.  She looked very athletic.  We watched as the Cowgirl applied the oil.

“Second it will help with the harness, stop it rubbing as much.  Also it’s got sunblock in it, useful in the desert on a day like this.”  A small ripple of laughter went through the crowd.  The oil went on quickly, the Pony helped to apply it.

“Next is the harness, we’ve gone for a leather body harness.  Nothing too fancy, just ass straps, pussy straps and shoulder, chest straps.” She held it up to show it to the crowd.  We watched as they put it on, the Pony helping again as she stepped into it and the Cowgirl fastened the straps.
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“She’s going to be moving in this, so you don’t want it too tight to restrict movement, equally you don’t want it loose so that it rubs,” she commented as she adjusted the straps.  “Don’t worry if you don’t get it right first time, you can adjust later.  Listen to your Pony, she’s you’re responsibility.  You need her – or him,” she said looking at one man in the crowd who promptly blushed, “to be comfortable and to enjoy the experience.”

“Next the headdress, you get all sorts ranging from this,” she said picking up a full on horse head made of black leather with a padlock to prevent the Pony from removing it, “Which I think is just too much.  How about you?”  The last sentence directed at the Pony.
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“Not for me either,” the Pony said.  She sounded very cultured.

“So we’re just going to go for something much simpler.”  She put the horse head mask down and picked up another headdress, just a few leather straps, ears, blinkers and of course a gag.
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“Putting it on is just like the harness, tight enough to stay in place, not so tight it rubs and digs in.  I’m going to leave the gag out for now, I know you’re not much of a fan of being gagged are you?”  The Pony shook her head, “But we’ll put it in later, won’t we?”  The Pony nodded.  The Cowgirl sat the Pony down and put her boots on, very similar to the one’s I’d tried.

I looked away at Bill, he only had eyes for the two women.  I looked down at his pants and ran my hand over his cock, he was semi hard watching.  He looked at me as I touched him, he looked a tiny bit guilty.  Fuck, he was really turned on by this.  The Cowgirl helped the Pony to stand, she had her legs slightly apart.  She wasn’t stable, she kept having to move her feet slightly to maintain her balance.

“Next it’s the tail.”  Raven turned and bent over, the Cowgirl lubed a tail and pushed it in, then Raven stood back up.  “Finally the gag goes in.”  The Pony opened her mouth and she pushed the bit gag in and locked it in place with the buckle.  “I’ve not put it in too far, as I said she doesn’t like being gagged and she can push it out, if needed.”  To demonstrate the Pony used her tongue and pushed it out of her mouth, then closed her mouth.  As soon as she opened her mouth it slid back in.

The final steps were to secure her arms behind her back with a pair of handcuffs on her elbows, a pair of nipple clamps with small bells on them and then the Cowgirl picked up a collar and leash and put it onto the Pony, then slowly led her to the crowd, in a slow circle.  She was high stepping, raising her legs up one at a time so that her thigh was almost parallel with the ground. 

“Pony Raven is very experienced at this,” said the Cowgirl, “She’s been practicing pony play for years, if you try later be careful and I strongly recommend leaving your Pony’s arms free to help with balance.”  Bill was drinking in this information.  I knew then that I would have to try this.  He wanted me to try this, and I wanted to please him.  That’s what is means to be submissive, that desire to please.

After she’d paraded Raven around the ring the Cowgirl took her back to the center and paused.  “Can I have a volunteer,” she asked.  No one spoke.  I sure as shit wasn’t going to.  “Someone to lead Raven?”  No one spoke, so I put my hand into the small of Bill’s back and pushed, he took an involuntary step forward.  He looked at me and gave me a half smile.  “And your name is?” asked the Cowgirl taking a half step forward.

“Bill,” he said, almost stammering.

“Come up then Bill,” she added, offering him the reigns.  He walked forward, his usual confidence gone.  “She won’t bite,” added the Cowgirl, “She’s gagged.”  Laughter.  I smiled.  Bill stepped forward and took the reins, then pulled on them slowly.  Raven’s right leg went up and came down, then her left.  Bill turned and walked slowly away, Raven followed him, high stepping.  He walked towards me, the bells on her nipples ringing and her boots stomping on the ground.  I moved to the side as he approached and he walked past me, smiling at me.  He was loving leading her.

I studied Raven as she walked past me, she half turned her head to me and I swear she was smiling, she was loving being paraded like this.  I thought back to the hotel, where I’d been ogled as I applied sunblock, that was different, people were sneaking a look at me, this girl was on display because she wanted to be on display.  She loved the attention.  I looked at the crowd, all eyes were on Raven.  I can’t lie, I got a little thrill, for the first time I wanted to be displayed like this.

A little anyway.

Bill led her to the edge of the barn, then turned her in a wide circle, almost as wide as the grin on his face and back into the circle, which closed behind Raven as she stomped inwards.  Bill handed the reins back to the Cowgirl and rejoined me, he got a round of applause as he walked back.

“You enjoyed that then,” I whispered, looking at him.  He’s a shit liar, he opened his mouth, then closed it before responding with a simple yes and a nod of his head.  I smiled and kissed him, we were facing each other, I could feel his cock through his pants.

“I’ll do it then,” I said, swallowing.

“Really?  You don’t have to.”

“I know, but I can see how much you want this.  You do want this, don’t you?”  He nodded.

“Very much so.”

I kissed him again.  “Come on, I need something more to eat.”  He took one last, long, lingering look at Raven, the gag had come out and she blew him a kiss.  Bitch.

[image: ]

We were sat at a bench, grateful for the shade from the umbrella, a couple of burgers and some fries with a Pepsi Max each when Alice walked up.  She sat down next to me.

“Do you mind?” she asked pointing to my fries.  I was picking at them, eating them as they were there rather than because I wanted them.  I pushed them towards Alice who picked up a couple, dipped them in ketchup and ate them.

“Are you going to try it then Paige?” she asked.  I looked at her, then at Bill and back to Alice.  I took a deep breath, they were both waiting on my answer.  Bill was clearly nervous, would I change my mind.

“I am,” I said.  Bill breathed out, I looked at him.  “I said I would and I meant it.  But, I’m not doing this naked.”  Bill nodded, I think if I’d given him the choice he would have asked for me to be nude, but I wasn’t going to.

“Sensible,” said Alice, grabbing a few more fries, “Eat up, then come to the barn.  We’ve got a huge selection of gear you can borrow and private stalls to get changed in.”  She looked at Bill, then at me, “Will you allow me to help?  Getting a Pony ready the first time isn’t always the easiest”  If she’d asked when we first arrived I’d have said no, but I’d spoken with her a few times and she had a lovely manner.

“Sure,” I replied.

“See you in the barn soon.”  She took a few more fries and was gone.  We ate up, I went to use the bathroom, Bill went to the car for something and we were in the barn 20 minutes later.

******

“Over here,” Alice shouted, we’d just walked into the barn and my eyes were adjusting to the dark, even removing my sunglasses on the way in wasn’t enough.  Alice was stood at a long table, everything and anything you could imagine pony play related was on the desk.  There must have been a few hundred harnesses, headdresses and the like on that table.

“What size are you?” she asked.

“10, no, eight,” I replied.  I’d lived in America for almost three years but I always defaulted to the UK size first, then remembered to subtract two. 

“And you don’t want to be naked right?”  I nodded, she looked a bit sad at that.  She picked up a full rubber suit, then put it down.  “It’s far too warm I think, unless you’re a real rubber fetishist?”  I shook my head, no, rubber isn’t my thing.

We all looked for a few minutes, picking up something, looking at it and replacing, maybe too big, too small or just not enough to cover my modesty.  Finally I found something I was comfortable with, a black leather body suit, it would cover up my private areas and hold my breasts in.  I showed it to Alice, she took it from me and held it up to inspect.  She nodded.

“Good choice,” she said, “You’ll have you upper body and most of your legs exposed, you shouldn’t get too hot.  Now, let’s find a headdress.  How do you feel about being gagged?”  I hate being gagged, Bill was only too aware of this fact, but I knew he wanted me to be gagged.  It would be part of the experience.

“I’m OK with it,” I replied.  I must have sounded how I felt.

“Sure?” she asked, unconvinced.  Alice looked at Bill.  I did too, suddenly I was struck by how old he looked, me 25 and him 52, the grey hair round his temples looking pronounced.  “Can you give us a minute please Bill?” she asked.  He shrugged and walked away.  When he was well out of earshot Alice took my hand in hers.

“You don’t have to do this you know?  Is he forcing you?”  I shook my head.

“No, he’s not forcing me.  I’m nervous.”  Alice nodded.

“You can come back later if you just want to watch today, we’re here again tomorrow.”  I thought about it, then shook my head.

“It’s really important to him, I think,” I said, “And I want to please him.”  She nodded.

“I understand, but I’m going to stay close.  Or put you with someone I trust implicitly.”  We talked for a bit about our relationship, she was looking out for me.  So often when you see a close to 30 year age gap the younger person is  . . . I won’t say being abused, but under control and perhaps not really happy with what’s going on, but doesn’t know how to escape.  I think I convinced her, but she got me thinking about our relationship.

When Bill returned we’d picked out a headdress and a pair of ankle boots for me to wear.  Alice assured me they were much easier to wear than knee length ones, much more comfortable for a first time.  We picked up everything up and walked into a stall.

The stall was a typical one in which you’d keep a horse, maybe 12 feet deep and 10 wide, eight feet high on both sides and the door the same.  There was a ring on the back wall, Alice took it in her hand and lifted it, “Handy to secure your Pony to,” she said, smiling.  I think she was joking.  There was a stool in one corner, she closed the door behind us and pulled the bolt over, locking us in.  I stood silently for a while, then Bill spoke, pulling something out from behind his back.

“How about we start with your collar?” he said.  I swallowed, I like wearing my collar when we play, but in public, in front of a woman I barely knew?  I wasn’t always comfortable wearing it in front of friends on the scene.  He held it out to me.  I lifted my hair and didn’t resist as he put it on my neck and used the buckle to lock it in place.  Our dynamic changed in that second, as did the rules between us.

You might be surprised, I hadn’t addressed him as Sir once that weekend.  BDSM isn’t a life of constant orgy, we’d done normal things in Vegas, but now the collar was on my neck.  Now he was Sir.  Now I would obey him, now he could control me until he removed the collar, I asked for it to be removed or I used my safe word.  Now I was effectively a slave, His slave, until further notice.  It’s not just physical, I felt, I feel different internally when I’m wearing a collar.  It focuses me, my mind on my partner like nothing else.

“Take your clothes off Paige,” he said.

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  Alice looked at me, then at him.  She cocked her head, spotting the change in our relationship.  She might as well not have been there.  A minute before I would have hesitated, looked at Alice, maybe asked her to look away.  Now I had to obey, I wanted to obey, to submit to my master.  I unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it off, then the black bra came off, my breasts exposed.  I removed my sneakers and socks, then I undid the belt and pulled my jeans down, taking my panties with them.  I was now naked in front of two people, naked apart from my collar.  Instinctively I put a hand over my smooth, pink pussy and an arm over my nipple line, before taking them away again.  I’m not allowed to cover myself when the collar is on.  I folded my arms behind my back as he likes.

“Let’s start with the oil,” Bill said.  He opened the bottle and we rubbed it into my skin.  I think Alice would have wanted to join in, but she held back, perhaps sensing that I didn’t want her to touch me.  I noticed that she kept watching me.

As with Raven Bill started with the harness, or in my case the body suit.  I stepped into it and pulled it up, glad of the protection against prying eyes it offered.  I slipped my arms under the straps and pulled them over my shoulders, then turned around so that Bill could lace it into place.  Or as it happened Alice did it, too fiddly for Bill.  I sat down as Alice put the boots on, she padlocked them onto my ankles.
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“I don’t know how long you’ll be able to wear them,” Alice said, “It really is a skill in itself, but try.  You can always put your sneakers back on later.”  I nodded, I wasn’t looking forward to standing.  Bill picked up the headdress.

“Ready?” he asked.

I put out my hands and took the black leather headdress from Bill and looked at it.  I knew what it was of course, the blinkers, the ears, the hole for a feather, the bit gag . . . I studied the bit gag, about six” long, made of stainless steel wrapped in black leather, connected by rings to the rest of the harness.  There was no doubt, this was a pony Girl headdress.  Eventually I looked up into Bill’s eyes, he was lost to the world, he was watching me like a child on their first trip to the Zoo, his world consisted of nothing but him, me and that headdress.

I wanted to hand it back, to say no, but they say you should try everything once.  Especially when you’ve written so much about it, and already agreed to do it.  Even then I should have said no, backed out, but how could I?  I handed it back to Bill who took it from me silently.  Then to show my willingness I opened my mouth wide.  He smiled at me and pushed the leather enclosed metal bar between my lips.  I bit down on it, it was now too late.  I was going to experience being a Pony Girl for real.

I bit down again as he locked it in place.  I was a Pony Girl.  Bill took my hands in his and he helped me up, I almost stumbled, the hooves were difficult to balance on.

Alice walked away and came back with a tail, only a small one, the plug could only have been three inches longs.  I’ve worn a butt plug to work, my ass is always available to Bill if that’s what he wants, but it felt very different when she held it up to me.

“How about a tail Paige?” she asked.  I looked at it, at Bill, at her and then back to Bill.  “It will make it seem very, very real.  She could see I was nervous.  “I’ll cover it in lube, or just say no if you don’t want to.”  I looked at Bill, then nodded.  She shrugged, covered it in lube, turn me round and bent me over and pushed it in slowly.  Took a couple of attempts before my ass accepted it and the fat end slid in and my ass held it in place.  Actually it wasn’t that bad, I’ve worn much bigger.
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“Come on,” said Alice, “Let’s get you into the yard.”  She clipped a leash onto my collar D ring and gave it to Bill who took it silently and pulled on it. 

“Walk on,” he said.  I took a hesitant step forward and he pulled again, Alice took my hand and warned him to take it easy, he unbolted the door and we stepped out, walking at a snail’s pace, out into the barn.  People looked at me as we walked, I looked back, nervously and very self-consciously.  Everyone who looked at me smiled, they could clearly see it was my first Pony experience.  I grew in confidence as I walked, confidence in the boots and my ability to stay upright, confidence in my body.  It helped that there were another 10 or so Ponies in the barn, some in harnesses, some wearing more clothes than me.  I was very middle of the road.

We left the barn and walked into the sun, I blinked multiple times, Alice and Bill put on sunglasses to protect their eyes, then Bill turned to me and pulled out mine. 

“Want these on?” he asked. 

“Ysss Srr,” I managed to mouth.  He laughed and slipped them onto my nose and ears, they really helped.  The yard was heaving now, maybe 250 people there, very few paid me any attention.  I was one Pony amongst many.  Bill and Alice lead me to a training area where they handed me over to the Cowboy from the front of house earlier in the day.  He smiled at me again and pulled down on the front of his Stetson.

“Nice to see you again,” he said.  He was so big and strong, with such a kind smile I felt comfortable with him.  “Ready to start your training?”  I nodded, I looked at Bill and Alice, they were sat next to each other, talking.  I wanted to know what about, but there was no way I could hear them.

“I’ll leave you with Wyatt,” shouted Alice, “He’s firm but kind with new animals.”  She turned away from me.

“We’ll start with high stepping,” he said in his deep Southern drawl, such a sexy accent.  He held out a thin cane, like a conductors wand and held it about level with my pussy, but a 18 inches away.  He took my right hand in his left to steady me.  “Stand on the spot and raise your right leg up until it touches the cane, then down and repeat with the left.  Up down, up down.  That’s it,” he said as my right knee touched the cane, then my left.  Up and down I went, I was concentrating hard on not falling; rocking my body to the left and right as I moved.

I stole a glance at Bill, he was watching in rapt attention.  I stumbled as I looked, Wyatt’s strong arm held me upright.  He pulled the cane away and struck my ass hard with it, the thin cane bit into my skin and I cried out in pain.

“That’s for not concentrating Paige,” he said.  I stopped moving, I expected Bill to step in and end things.  I looked at him, he struck me a second time, then put the cane back where my knees should be raised to.  I looked forward and continued to high step.

“That’s better girl.”  He was taking this very seriously, I didn’t want to disappoint him, he was having that effect on me.  After a few minute he took the cane down.  “Let’s try without the guide,” he said.  He watched me and after a few minutes he struck my ass again.  “Higher.”  I was breathing hard but didn’t quit.  I was desperate to earn Wyatt’s praise.

“I’m going to let go of you now,” he said, “If you fall I’ll catch you.”  I couldn’t reply, I was terrified as he released his grip on me, I managed another 20 or so high steps before the inevitable happened and stumbled, he was as good as his word and he caught me.  I expected him to strike me again but he just held me.

“Need a break?”  I nodded.  He smiled, then struck my ass, the pain shooting through my ass and I cried out.  “How do Pony Girls say yes?”  Shit, I knew this.  I raised my right leg and stomped once.  He laughed.  He reached up to my face and took the bit gag out, then picked up a bottle of water and I drank from it gratefully.  I should have hated Wyatt, he’d hit me hard several times, my ass stung but this just made me want to work harder to earn his praise.

He put his hand on my ass and stroked it, then he stroked my hair.  He put the water down and took hold of the leash on my collar.  “You’ve done well for your first time.  This was your first time, wasn’t it?”  I smiled and breathed hard, I’d pleased him.  My heart fluttered.  With the gag out I decided it would be OK to speak.

“Yes Sir,” I said, quietly.  I wanted to call him Sir, but I didn’t want Bill to hear me addressing another man as Sir.  I was his girl, his sub after all.  But Wyatt, I just wanted to please him, and he looked like he’d like to be addressed as Sir.  He stroked my hair again.

“Good girl,” he said, then spanked my ass playfully.  I felt so slutty, I was calling him Sir, being spanked, caned and all the time Bill was 15 feet away.  He was watching, he didn’t seem to mind.  That should have worried me.  It should also have worried me that I didn’t mind submitting to Wyatt like this.  If my relationship was sound, surely I should have been worried, backed away from him?  “Ready for the next part?” he asked, smiling at me again.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, head down.  He picked up the gag and offered it to my mouth.  I smiled as I opened wide.  I hate being gagged, but I wanted to be gagged by this man.  I wanted to be under his control, I wanted to submit to him.  He put the gag in my mouth and fastened the buckle, locking it in my mouth, then he pulled at the leash on my collar and started to walk slowly.  I raised my right leg and high stepped after him . . . .

He walked me in a straight line, through the crowd, people parted as he led me, he in his wide Stetson, me almost naked, people watching me, I’d been nervous when I’d first arrived, now I was being paraded like an animal, like a dressage horse.  I stole the odd glance at the people watching me, they were smiling at me, looking at me and I was enjoying the attention.  I could see the attraction in being a Pony, I felt sexy, empowered even, despite the submission I was showing.

Wyatt led me to the barn via a long loop, from one end of the yard to the other and back and into the cool of the barn.  My body was covered in sweat, dust was stuck to my thighs but I felt ready for anything.  Wyatt took my leash and tied it over a beam in a loose knot, my arms were free and I could have undone it, but I didn’t want to, he wanted tie me there, so I wanted to remain where he put me.  He patted my ass again.

“I’ll be back in 20 minutes or so,” he said, “Don’t go anywhere, will you?”  I stomped my right foot twice for no.  “Good girl.”  A thrill went through me when he said ‘good girl’.  Then I watched as he walked away, leaving me in the barn with a dozen other people.  No one paid me any attention, they just left me.

20 minutes is a long time to be on your own, bound and gagged.  My jaw ached, I could have spat the gag out or used my hands to unbuckle and remove it, but Wyatt had left me there, gagged, so gagged I wanted to remain until he returned to me.  I was desperate to please him.  I’d quite forgotten about Bill.  When I remembered him I blushed. 
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There wasn’t a clock in the building, I could have been waiting 10 minutes, it could have been an hour.  My legs were stiff, my jaw was aching but I was determined to be found as I’d been left.  When Wyatt returned I beamed at him, as best I could, I was so happy to see him.  He was pulling a sulky.  I tried to swallow when I saw it.  I wanted this.  Wyatt brought it close then stopped.  He left it, then came to me and stroked my hair.

“Have you been a good Pony Paige?” he asked.  I stomped once.  “Ready for your next lesson?”  I stomped again.  He smiled, the removed my gag.  “First let’s get you a drink, your lips looked cracked.”  He picked up a bottle of water and poured some into my mouth.

“Thank you Sir,” I said, drinking as he poured the cold liquid into my grateful mouth.  When I’d taken the full bottle he unhitched me and walked me into the sulky.  I high stepped, my legs hurt  he told me not to bother.  He was only taking me a few feet.  I stood between the arms of the sulky, he lifted them and put them into my hands, I took them willingly.

“It’s actually easier pulling the sulky,” he said, “You’re holding the arms, so it’s easier to balance.”  I nodded, he was right.  I wasn’t wobbling, the small side steps to maintain balance had gone.  He picked up some wrist cuffs and showed them to me.  “You OK if I put these on you?”  My reply came out before I’d even thought.

“I’d trust you to do whatever you wanted to me Sir,” I said.  I was shocked.  Shocked that I’d said it, shocked that I meant it.  Really meant it.  He just laughed.  I loved his laugh, deep like his voice.  Shit, I would be putty in his hands.  Me and virtually every other girl here I suspected.  He put one wrist cuff on and buckled it tight, then he fastened it to the arms of the sulky as well, then he repeated with the other arm.

“Now you can’t go anywhere or run off, and if you let go you’ll still be attached.”  He walked round, looking at the sulky and me, I just stared off into the distance, his conditioning had started to work and I stood motionless.  He adjusted my blinkers and then showed me a long horse whip.  I stared at it as he moved it around, then he lashed the air with it, the crack reverberating loudly in the enclosed space.  I could see a couple of people look up at the noise.  He looked at me, I tore my vision away from the whip and back onto his chiseled face.

“Are you OK for me to whip you, if I feel it’s necessary?” I swallowed.

“Yes Sir.”

He nodded.  “If I think you’ve had enough I’ll stop.”  He attached the reins to the rings of my bit gag, then he pulled on one, jerking my face to the left.  “That means left,” then he pulled the other and I went the other way, “And that means right.”  Next he pulled them together, “And that means stop, but you knew that, didn’t you?” 

“Yes Sir.”

“Lets’ get the gag back in and you can take me for a spin.  We’ll do a lap of the yard, high stepping, then I’ll take you out into the desert for a short run.  It’s flat ground, can you do a mile?”  I nodded.  “Two miles?”  I nodded again.  “two’s enough, remember you’ll be pulling me and the sulky.”

“I normally run 15 to 25 miles a week Sir.”

“Pulling a sulky is harder, two is enough.”  He touched my face and picked up the gag, I opened wide and he slipped it in, I bit down on it and he locked the buckle, I was ready to run.  I wanted to run, to pull Wyatt like his personal slave animal.  He stepped back, smiled then whispered in my ear, “Make me proud little Pony.”  My heart melted, I wanted nothing more than to make him proud, I resolved there and then, no matter what, I would run until he gave me permission to stop.  I stomped once, yes, I would make him proud.

Wyatt climbed into the sulky, it moved in my hands as he climbed in, the weight obvious on my shoulders.  He pulled

“Walk on,” he said.  I raised my right leg and started to high step, making slow progress, it was much, much harder to move pulling the sulky.  I regretted my earlier determination, I wasn’t sure I could make it out of the barn.  As if reading my mind Wyatt spoke, “It’s very hard to high step while pulling, it will be much easier when it’s time to run.”  I knew then I could make it once round the yard.

The sun hit me as we stepped outside, I was longing for the protection of sunglasses but I was grateful for the adjustments Wyatt had made to the blinkers.  As before the crowd parted as he guided me with gentle pulls on the reins.  I walked past Bill and winked at him, he was beaming from ear to ear.  I’d almost forgotten he existed, my mind wandered and I was rewarded with a lash from the long bull whip.  I cried out in pain, my fault, I deserved that.  I focused my mind and picked up my high step and obeyed Wyatt’s subtle commands thought the reins.

He guided me out of the yard and into the desert, the sun was still high in the sky, it must have been in the high 80s, there was a gentle breeze but it provided no release from the sun’s heat.  I was glad I was used to running in the heat.  He lashed me again, much gentler this time, just using it to re-enforce a command he gave, he shouted “Run Paige, run for me.”  I stopped high stepping and started to run, it felt incredible to be running, a natural movement, not high stepping.

I ran into the desert, my hair behind me, my body caked in sweat, three times we saw another team coming the other way.  I could feel that I was slow, much slower than normal, but that was to be expected, wasn’t it?  three times Wyatt whipped me, each time telling me to slow down.  I ran, pulling him, loving it.  Only once was I worried, we’d not see anyone else for a few minutes and it occurred to me that he could attack me.  I needn’t have worried, we passed the half mile marker, then then a mile and he turned me round, using the reins to control me and ran me back, again we passed a couple of others, the ranch now visible on the horizon.

As we entered the compound he slowed me down, I high stepped again and through the gathered people, I must have looked a mess, covered in sweat and dust caked on my body and suit.  I was hot, my heart pounding.  Wyatt guided me to the barn and brought me to a halt.  He dismounted, my chest rising and falling as I forced oxygen into my lungs, my shoulders ached.  He removed the gag and offered me water, I drank three bottles and he didn’t speak a word.  Eventually I stomped my foot, I wanted, I needed his praise.

“What?” he asked.  He knew what I was looking for.

“How, how did your Pony do Sir?” I asked.  He laughed.

“For a first time you did really well girl,” he looked over my shoulder, “Now I’ve trained you it’s time to take your owner for a run.  Behave, I’ve got another girl to train now.”  He touched his hat and turned.

Shit, I thought, Bill.

“How was that then Paige?” I heard.  It was Bill.  I turned my head, I was sure he knew how I’d been thinking about Wyatt.  I needn’t have worried, he was brilliant at his job, ran a multimillion dollar project, Senior Vice President of an IT consultancy and completely unable to read people.  My heart was slowing and breathing calming down.

“I, I enjoyed that Sir, at least a little” I said, conscious that my collar was still on my neck.  It was true, I’d had enjoyed parts of it, I’d enjoyed the looks I got from everyone, I’d enjoyed the run, even in the heat.  And I’d loved the attention I’d got from Wyatt.  On the other hand, high stepping is ridiculous, difficult to stand, I hate being gagged, the bit gag was awful.  I opened and closed my mouth, exercising it, it was still sore.

“Let’s get you a rest, before I take you for a run.”  He slapped my ass as he said that.  I smiled at him, more because he clearly thought that’s what I should do.  I was tired.  He pulled my leash and I started to walk, then he hit my ass with the riding crop he was carrying.  “Bad Pony,” he said. 

“I’m sorry Sir,” I replied.  He lifted the gag and put it back in my mouth, then struck me again.  Not hard, Wyatt had struck me much harder.  Bill was being more playful.  He wasn’t a sadist, I don’t think Wyatt was, he just believed in disciple as a training method.

“Ready to try again?”  I stomped my foot and he led me, high stepping out of the barn, back into the heat.  I was one of a dozen Ponies being led round the yard, paraded or being walked.  I looked to the side, Wyatt was working with another girl, forcing her to high step and whipping her ass when she failed to get her legs high enough.  He looked up from her and smiled at me, then touched his hat to me and winked.  I felt weak at the knees, and not just from the exercise.

Bill walked me to a bench under a parasol and sat me down, then removed the gag.  “Can I get you something to eat and drink?”  I nodded, he stood up and left me there, while I waited another girl sat opposite me, she was almost naked, just in a body harness, headdress and boots.  She smiled as she sat down.

“Mind if I join you?”  I nodded and gestured at the seat.  We fell into easy conversation about pony play, she loved it, reducing herself down to the basest level of just being an animal.  “You don’t seem so keen,” she added, “Unless you’re looking at Wyatt.”  I blushed, she’d noticed and she laughed when I blushed.  “Oh honey,” she added, touching my arm, “Who wouldn’t?”  Bill returned at that point, he’d got a plate of ribs and a couple of Coke Zeros.  Bill started to join in, talking with the girl (she said her name was Cally), conversation between them was very easy, I just ate and listened.  I’d never known his level of obsession, listening to them talk it was obvious how much this meant to him.

After I’d eaten I excused myself and went to the bathroom, it felt very strange leaving my partner talking with a naked girl, but this was a strange place.  I noticed that Wyatt watched me as I crossed the yard, I smiled knowing I’d caught his attention.  When I returned Cally had gone and Bill was on his own.

“Ready to take me for a run?” he asked.  I nodded.

“Ready Sir.”  Truth be told I wasn’t, I wanted to rest, hell I wanted to leave, or spend more time under Wyatt’s control.  This was just too weird for me.  But we were there, it meant so much to the man I loved, or I thought I loved, I’d do it.  He gagged me and I high stepped to the barn, with help he locked me into the sulky and I went for my second run of the day, out down the dusty dirt track to the mile marker, Bill used the whip occasionally, more because he could, rather than because I’d done anything wrong.  He didn’t lash me anywhere near as hard. 

My heart was pounding, chest straining and legs thumping as I ran back, sweat was pouring off me, I concentrated on the yard and nothing else, I wanted to enter on a high, maybe 50 people were watching as I came into the yard and Bill brought me to a high step, the crowd applauded.  My eyes will filling with sweat, I needed to have them cleaned.  Bill guided us through the crowd and into the barn.  Someone looked up and walked over, Bill threw the reins to her and I lowered the arms down to the ground, kneeling as I was tied to them.  She tied the reins and removed my gag, then started to release my hands from the sulky’s arms.

“Clean my eyes please,” I said.  Quickly she picked up a bottle of water and dripped it over my face, then wiped it off and poured some into my parched mouth.  I drank it all.

“Shower?” she asked.  I nodded and reached for some more water.  I looked round, Bill was watching me.

“That’s enough,” I said.  He nodded, I’d not called him Sir, it was obvious that I’d had enough, then he removed my collar.  That was enough for the day.  Bill took me to a stall and sat me down, he removed my boots and body suit, I was plastered with dirt form the desert.  He touched my breasts, then put a hand on my leg, reaching for my pussy.

“Seriously?” I asked.  I looked at his face, shit he was serious.  Then I looked at his slacks, he looked down and adjusted his huge erection.

“Well, you’ve no idea how hot that was.”  I laughed.

“I was hot enough for both of us.”  He laughed as well.

“Later?”

“Later, I need a shower.”  I stood up, it felt incredible to put the balls of my feet on the ground, I gasped as I bent my ankle into a natural position for the first time in hours.  Bill handed me a towel and I wrapped it round my body, then he opened the door.

“I’ll find your clothes,” he said.  I asked and was directed to the back of the barn, a dozen showers were available, but all in one, there was no privacy.  two other girls were in there, but there was no option and I took a long, hot shower, washing the dirt and desert out of my hair and skin, just trying to ignore the other people.

******

When I was finally clean I found Bill again and got dressed quickly, the sun was starting to set and we hung around, talking until just after seven before we left.  I spoke to Wyatt again when he joined us for a beer, he told me how much he was looking forward to training me some more tomorrow.  I smiled, Bill said he was looking forward to that as well.  Weird that he wanted to see me with another man, one 20 years younger than him as well.

We found the car and drove to the motel Bill had booked and checked in, I was exhausted, but my day wasn’t over yet.  The motel was full, half the guests from the ranch were staying there, we went to the bar and had a couple of beers with them, all very normal, no one talking about the day’s events, before retiring to our room for the night.  Bill opened his case.

“I went shopping while you were out with the cowboy,” he said.  He had, there was a body harness, pony boots, a tail and a headdress.  I stood, staring at it.  I felt his hands on my shoulders, he reached round and started to lift my shirt, I didn’t resist as he pulled it up over my arms.  He undid my bra and pushed it off, then turned me to kiss him.  He undid my jeans and pushed them down with my panties inside them, I stepped out of them and I was naked again.

I looked at myself in the mirror, my ass had a dozen red stripes on it from where I’d been caned, my back half a dozen thinner red lines from where Wyatt had whipped me, each one extending from my right shoulder across and down.  I touched one.

“Are you OK?” asked Bill, stroking my hair and kissing my shoulder where I’d been whipped.  I nodded, I quite liked the look, proof of the whipping that I’d taken.  Hell, I deserved every stoke.

“I’m good,” I said turning to face him.  God he looked old.  “Are you going to dress me?” I asked.  He nodded.  He picked up the harness, not a full body one, more a set of leather straps and held it to me.  I sat on the bed and slipped it on over my legs, putting my arms and boobs into the correct places, then I stood and let Bill adjust the straps.  He took the tail and lubed it, I bent over and it slid in, I was far less self-conscious with just him around it was much easier.

He put the headdress on, far less fancy than I’d worn during the day but left the gag out.  He helped me into the boots, full length ones that came up to my knees.  “I can take them back tomorrow if they don’t fit,” he said.  He’d done well, they fitted like a glove, if anything maybe just a quarter size too small.

“But,” he said, “With wear they’ll expand a little.”  With wear?  How often would he expect me to dress like this?  He put my collar on and buckled it into place.  It felt tight.  Bill picked up on that.

“OK?” he asked.

“OK Sir,” I replied,  Tight was sometimes better than loose.  I could breathe without worries, that’s the important thing.  Final part was the gag, he slid it in between my teeth, I bit down and he locked it in place.  Then he attached the reins.

“All good?” he asked.  I stomped once.

“Let’s start with some high stepping,” he said.  Bill led me to stand in front of the chair and I started to high step.  He picked up a riding crop, my balance was already much better than earlier today and I concentrated hard, only twice did Bill have to lash me and I didn’t fall.  Bill undressed while I was high stepping and spat in his hand, then wiped some of my saliva off me and started to beat his meat.  I stared at his cock and into his eyes, he was rock hard.  When I was getting tired he could see and he let me stop.

“Get on all fours,” he told me.  I did as ordered and he lowered himself over me, passing the reins up over my head and into his hands.  He rested himself on my ass, I winced as he sat on me, his feet were still on the floor I think, so I wasn’t carrying his full weight.

“Can you carry me?” he asked.  I couldn’t speak, well, not properly, I couldn’t stomp my right leg so instead I raised my right hand and stomped once, nervously.  I’d give it a go.  The room was huge, maybe 30’ by 30’ and he used the reins and the crop to guide me towards the door and back, up and down he walked me, on my hands and knees, dribbling into the carpet, being utterly degraded and humiliated.  This wasn’t for me.

After three round trips Bill couldn’t take it any longer, he dismounted and lifted me onto the bed, I looked over my shoulder and he stared into my eyes as he rubbed a finger along my pussy, I gasped, I was soaking wet, I thought I’d be dry as a bone. 

“You enjoyed that then,” he said, not waiting for an answer he slid his cock inside me, lifting my tail out of the way, he put his hands on my hips and fucked me while I was on all fours, he pushed me down into the bed and rode me hard.

“You’re my Pony,” he shouted as he used me, “You’re my Pony Girl,” he kept shouting.  I didn’t speak or resist, just let him use me hard.  It didn’t take him long, he came inside me, shouting as he did, then he fell on the bed next to me, dragging me onto my side and we spooned, lying there.  When he pulled out he kissed my ear.  “You loved that, didn’t you Paige?”  I could see what the expected answer was, I nodded, doing my best to smile.  He kissed me again.

“Let’s get you out of that gear, unless you want to spend the night in it?”  I shook my head, he looked a little disappointed.  I’m sorry, there was no way I was going to spend the night gagged.  Fuck right off.  He undressed me again and we got into bed, snuggling and we fell asleep.

[image: ]

We woke early, bodies still on East coast time and lay in bed, talking.

“Can we go back to the ranch again today?” he asked.  I looked at him, I wanted to say no.  My legs ached, my hips burned.  I must have looked like I was going to say no.  Or did I?

“Please,” he pleaded, “You’ll be trained by Wyatt again.  There’s a dressage event for new Ponies and the top two go to the main competition.  Wyatt thinks you’ll make the top two.”  I closed my mouth and then opened it again.  “I saw how you looked at him.”  He slapped my ass.  “And maybe you’ll let me act out my other fantasy with him.”  I closed my mouth again.  For two years he’d told me how he’d love to watch while another man used me.  I’d always said no, but shit, I was thinking about it. 

“You’re thinking about it aren’t you?” he said.  I swallowed, then nodded.  “Just think about it . . .”

“I’ll do it,” I said, after a few minutes thought, then to clarify, “Just the Pony stuff.”

“And the other thing?”  He was pleading.

“I’ll think about it.”  I was worried, nervous, Bill had changed in the last two days, I was submitting to his will more than I wanted to. 

But that’s another story for another time.
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Afterword

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




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




Paige

xx
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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.
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To the outside world Joe has it all; the looks, the executive home, the stunning trophy girlfriend 20+ years his junior and a billion dollars in the bank from selling his ground-breaking IT company. But like many people who make it big relatively young, Joe is bored with life. Totally and utterly bored. Money can only buy so much, or so he believes.

What he needs is to shake things up so when, over a game of golf at his country club a like-minded contact invites him to join him on a life changing trip, Joe jumps at the chance. What treasures and dark secrets will he find on Pony Girl Island, and will he be able to return to his old, pedestrian life once he leaves? This is the story of a conflicted man with forbidden desires and the beautiful women who can make all his dreams come true.

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc219.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21W.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc218.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc220.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc217.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc221.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc216.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc222.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc223.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc215.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc225.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21J.jpg
”
.






OEBPS/image_rsrc21S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc224.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc21K.jpg





