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Warning




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

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





The Pig




I am 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, all ready 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 door bell 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 door bell 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 your self daily with these until your 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 it’s 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 who ever comes in.”

When the door bell 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 
	‘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. 


Afterword

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







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




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


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris

[The Secret Slave]

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

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

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

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


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

 Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Blackmailed

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master

OEBPS/image_rsrc17M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17K.jpg
”
.






cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17N.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc17J.jpg





