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‘I dominate the world but in my world, I am being dominated. The world waits for me but I wait in his knees, not because I am forced to, but because it’s someplace where I feel the safest’

SM Kira
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What's inside

What’s the worst thing that can happen to a girl?


It can be many things but for me it’s my freedom that is snatched off my life. I am now a pet and serve my owner in every way he wants. I work like animals, live like pigs and punished like prisoners. I can’t describe my life in a sentence, it’s just the worst version of misery a girl can take but it was my choice to come here and surrender myself to goons, and the reason for it is Ira, my sister, who is still a captive and is hidden from the world.


I can’t save her and neither can I save myself. We both are living a life of animals and I don’t know how or when will someone rescue me because now I can’t take it any more.






prequel of this book



The Debt Payback (Emily's Book 1) 
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Life never goes as planned and sometimes there are burdens of unpaid debts which completely alter our every plan, independence, and our entire life.  


Previously, under the agreement of loan my mom took, I was forced to serve the men who made me do things no girl wants likes to do. I had no choice, I had no help. I was ill-treated, I was played, punished, and subjected to limitless abuse but then I also had a friend who helped me out the situation. I was successful in running off Dirk’s palace with Harry’s help but now, after four years in peace, things have changed drastically.


Now, after four years in peace, the goons of the palace have my little sister and she is a puppet subjected to undescribable plays. Now I have no choice but to trade my own life for her. I can only save her by surrendering myself completely and once again I have no choice.
The path that lies ahead is full of abuse and play, even more than what I faced last time but I am out of options. I wish for someone who could rescue me again else I’ll be a pet for my entire life.






Link - https://www.amazon.com/dp/B097CDN5WJ









The discomfort

Humankind has a limit and its fate. No matter how brave, skilled, or courageous one is, there is no struggle with destiny. One way or other we have to walk through the roads that are engraved in our palms. Neither one can stop it, nor can run but we still have a habit to fight with it.


From the day I am brought here, at Dirk’s palace, I’ve regularly tried to act like someone that I am not supposed to be, a pet, and no matter how much I try to be obedient, no matter how much I behave and follow rules, I somehow end myself in committing repeated mistakes that end in the same misery, the punishment. I am not a pet, I never meant to be but it was my fate which dragged me to this ugly life which is full of pain and humiliation. Initially, it was hard to adjust, hard to digest. I was finding it hard to make my mind of what I was and what I had become but now, after almost three weeks of this meaningless routine life, I am now compelling myself to live what my fate had planned for me.
In these weeks, after so many canes and whips, after spending nights standing punished, I now feel I was born for this, to serve, to entertain my owner. I now feel that my life is perhaps worthless and holds no value. Even if I disappear tomorrow, no one will care, and no one will search for me. Like this rusted bucked I am standing right now, I also hold no value to anyone.
‘Water, please, I need some water’ I whisper in the dark without much energy.
There is no one here besides my laments and loneliness. With hands suspended into the tree, I am finding it difficult to even wipe my unstoppable tears which is the only thing that’s wet in my body other than my bottom. Yes, I am in my periods but I don’t have a pad to cover myself, neither I have any clothes to cover my nakedness. My skin is almost fully coated with uncountable balls of mud pelted at me a few hours ago by various men, and my legs ache a lot after so many hours of continuous standing.
‘Water, I am dying. Bob’ I lament again looking towards the palace whose doors are shut from inside, seeking a reply, begging for help but no one is here to hear me.
I am all alone on the farm, tied naked to a tree for hours, and am talking to the walls of the palace. I know no one will hear me, no one will care what I am going through. With my body wrapped with mud, I feel cold outside in the open air. My legs are aching like hell, my head is on the verge to explode and my lower waist is paining unexplainably hard and that’s because I am in my period but that didn’t stop the heartless from tormenting me like animals. Even though there was flow, they kept on mud pelting me after tying, suspending my wrist from the tree. Although it’s useless, I once again kept on begging for mercy but my words are never heard. I am ignored like animals and beaten like prisoners.
It was a normal day for me, a day of duties and work but then came a man who ruined everything.




The mistake

A few hours ago
‘May I come in, sir?’ I asked standing on the palace’s door.
I was waiting for my owner Dirk for the last fifteen minutes and he is finally in the hall scratching his head and arms. He nods and I step inside the cold place. Without any words, I kneel on the floor while he lands his butts on the large foamy sofa. After a quick look at my uncovered body, he signals me to come forwards.
Kneel walking obediently towards my owner I hand him the newspaper without raising my head and in reply, he rolls his fingers in forehead.
‘Good girl’ he appreciated while I feel happy.
‘Thank you, sir’ I replied with hands on my back.
‘Did you sleep well?’ he asked and I nodded.
‘Let me see you. Inspect position, now’ he said & in a jiffy, I stood up and placing my hands on the back of my head, I quickly spread my legs apart for him to check me out physically.
‘Closer’ he said but before I could move, he dragged me closer pulling my nipples.
It hurt but not that much. I am always pulled the same way.
‘What’s this? You’re leaking red’ he examined my bottom and I responded with a slow nod.
It isn’t following the schedule and it’s too early. Usually, my periods are at the last of the month but now it’s a week before.
‘How many days will it continue?’ he asked rubbing his dirty fingers on my stomach while I tried to maintain position.
‘Three days, sir’ I replied and watched his frustration.
I was so desperate to ask for a pad or even proper clothes for these painful times but I kept quiet. It’s so embarrassing to stay nude when you’re leaking. Yes, I have a thin torn drape to cover myself but it’s too small to cover my entire body and too thin to hide my flow.
‘Ok, J. Continue your work and go get something to cover your bottom’ he said while with downcast eyes I stepped back towards the door to get my dress.
Well, I won’t call it a dress. It’s just a piece of cloth used to wipe vehicles.
My life is full of rules and duties and I even have a routine to follow. I have to wake by four, before anyone in the palace, and after potty, I have to bathe in the garage where I wash my only piece of cloth which is even more torn now. After the bath I have to stay naked till the time my owner leaves the palace, meanwhile, my cloth dries on Sun. Once I get over bath and personal stuff, I have a responsibility to first water the flower pots all around the garden. Not to forget, I do all this without wearing anything. It’s kind of sad and embarrassing but now it’s a habit. Also, there is no ne to see so it’s not a bad thing. There is no pipe for the same so I have to carry a bucket for each and every flower plant. Once I am done with plants and flowers, I have to broom/wash the entire palace which is too large to clean for a single person. It’s very important to do my work with precision & takes me two hours to properly broom every corner of the big house. Even a slight carelessness in moping leads to punishment so I give my best in the things assigned to me but sometimes I do commit mistakes. I am after all a human but not treated as one. I am punished for every small and big mistake and believe me, my punishment is painful.
‘Hey, naked girl’ commented Bob as I am passing through the drawing-room.
I stop for a while to hear him out while he comes near and starts touching my unclothed body.
‘Are you going for laundry?’ he asked for the clothes I have in hand.
It’s my owner’s clothes that are dirty and I am responsible for laundry in this house, especially for my owner.
‘Even I feel dirty’ he said and then started stripping himself one by one, even his undergarments.
It feels so awkward to see a man’s thing up in mornings. I guess it’s me and my nakedness that had raised his thing even before the Sun has risen. Well, I can do nothing about it. Without saying anything, I take all his clothes for a wash but before I can leave, he grabs my back and pulls me closer. I know his intent very well but I am so much confused about my periods. I even look into his lust-filled eyes to signal my flow but he starts to run his fingers and lips on my sensitive upper chest, squashing, pulling my breast in a wild manner.
Yes, I am supposed to be embarrassed in getting molested but it feels nice to get played with passion. First the smooches then the bites, he slowly makes me high, rising me towards skies, the heaven. I feel loose, I feel numb but the sooner his fingers inspect my bottom, he quickly pulls his palms off my body.
‘Fuck! Is this blood?’ he asked looking at his fingers and I lower my head with shame.
‘J, are you in periods? Now?’ he asked and I nod.
‘But yesterday you weren’t’ he said, commemorating me about a few hours ago when he played with me like animals.
‘Yes sir, it started late night’ I said feeling sorry about my thing.
He puffed, biting on my shoulders.
‘Ok, then make me do my thing’ he said bringing his oversized junior towards my mouth.
Well, mornings should start with coffee, salad but welcome to my world. It took me time to get adjusted to these nasty things but now I have stopped thinking about what my life has become. I neither question, nor get into trouble.
I knelt before him & I took his thing in, sucking, licking to pleasure him. It was hardly ten minutes when Bob started making weird noises while my mouth got covered with dirt.
*****
Women, unlike men, are born with a curse. Yes, it’s a curse to be in pain unnecessarily. Three days a month is like ten percent of life and if we think deep, that part of life is wasted in something that’s invaluable. Men can never understand our pain, the flow, and the ugliness of it.
I hate my periods, we all do. It stinks to be in a condition that is natural and untreatable.
The Sun is almost in its full strength but I am still struggling to complete my daily task of watering pots around the palace. My back is aching like hell and my bottom has now started to leak like fuck. It’s the first time when I don’t have a pad to cover my condition. I do have it in the bag I bought but that bag is not with me since I came here. I even asked for it explaining why I need it but Dirk didn’t agree. He just wants to humiliate me in every possible way. He didn’t even allow me to rest after I begged for a day off.
What the fuck…………….I am suddenly groped in the middle of the field.
‘Leave me you asshole’ I shouted as the person behind me pulls me up and shakes me in random directions.
He even starts to play with my breast and is pulling/pushing my body against his thighs. My waist is aching like hell and I am in a very comfortable position, helpless, unable to free myself from his clutch.
‘Leave me, now’ I shout and try biting the arms around me.
With a bucket in hand and a cup in another, I can do nothing other than to shout at the barbarian holding me improperly. Even my clothes have risen off my body and my bottom is exposed in public. I am so fucking angry.
‘How dare you touch me, you son of a bitch’ I shouted the sooner he leaves and I balance myself.
‘Ahh…that hurt’ he complained at my bite but my face is burning red.
I am so fucking out of mind and without a second thought I swing my palm at his cheek but the sooner I hear a sharp echo as my hand touches his face, I realize what I did. It was a mistake, a big mistake and in a second I remember who I am and where. I am a pet and the person before me could be one of Dirk’s friends. Slapping him was very wrong. I am supposed to serve without resistance. I can easily smell the incoming misery of what I did.
‘How the fuck did you do that, you slut’ he shouted with a very unfriendly, surprised look while I stood in shock.
I lowered my eyes and stood in silence, thinking of what I did.
‘I am extremely sorry, sir. I thought it was one of the workers. There aren’t allowed to interact with me’ I informed but he shook head, meanwhile, I saw Bob running towards us.
‘What the hell did you do, bitch’ he interrupted with the same dirty look and looked towards Carl, the man I slapped.
With hands-on my back, I held my position of guilt.
‘Don’t you know Carl is your owner’s cousin, your second owner in other words’ Bob told and now the earth below me started to shake.
‘She is one undisciplined whore and she needs a lesson’ Carl said before I could even explain myself.
I could smell the incoming misery and could also sense my helplessness once Dirk came back. I am so stupid and dumb.
‘By all means, Carl. She is all yours to be punished, she deserves it’ Bob agreed and my heart started to pace.
My legs have started to shake, breath is pacing. I must apologize before I melt with pain.
‘I beg you, sir, I beg for apology. I didn’t know it was you’ I begged kneeling like always, placing my fingers on my ears as an apology.
I even laid my face on his boots to show my obedience but it wasn’t enough. In reply, he kicked on my buttock twice on which I shouted with pain, and then he pressed my head with one of his feet to keep my face on the floor.
‘This is your position, your filthy bitch’ Carl reminded me of who I am while I struggled to breathe.
It was such an embarrassingly tough position to hold. My face was directly on mud and I had dirt in my mouth and eyes. With such terrible back pain, I was shouting for mercy but my shouts never matter, not anymore.
‘I need rope and handcuffs, Bob’ Carl said while Bob signaled towards the small wooden house outside the palace which had everything Carl needed.
For once he looked at me with hate and then something happened which is too shameful and irresistible for any human. Without anymore words, I was subjected to something I never expected. Grabbing my hair tightly, he cruelly started dragging me towards the wooden room, like I was some old furniture. It was so damm painful that not only my voice started trembling, my vision started to fade. I was dragged via my hair only and I didn’t know what to do, how to save myself. My hair was being pulled like a horse pulls buggy ropes. I could feel my knee & buttock getting hurt as it got rubbed against muddy sand on the floor. It was aching and burning like fuck.
The discomfort was too hard to resist and while being dragged I was shouting like some animal going to be slaughtered. I couldn’t even open my eyes but could hear my voice echoing all over his place. There were stars before my vision and my body radiated heat.
It was day and the sun was up but slowly the light for me started to fade. I was almost losing myself. All way I shouted and shouted with all my strength, keeping my eyes closed and mouth open but my pitiful girly screams didn’t make him stop till the time he finally brought me inside the same place where I was played so many times. I was treated like animals, dragged like prisoners and what should I say about pain. My clothes got torn and I had small cuts on my thighs, knees, and chest which were burning, aching.
By the time I was inside the room, I even lost my strength to stand but it wasn’t over. The demon had plans to torture me in his own ways and there was no stopping him.
‘Don’t you cry, you slut. You deserve it and you know it’ he commented on my tears and I lamented even more.
I had no words to counter, to save myself, so I started to cry even more, with louder intensity, same as some kid who is about to get punished.
‘I beg off you sir, please, spare me’ I rambled with streaming eyes but I was inaudible as always.
My knee, butt got red and my entire body was dirty after getting dragged.
‘Let’s disrobe you first. Sluts like you deserve no cover’ he said and in mere few seconds, he ripped the little clothes off my body to turn me completely naked.
Abused and humiliated, I started to cry at myself. My palms were eager to touch my aching knee but my bottom was leaking red. I was in periods and it was too embarrassing to stand bare in front of a stranger. My hands were continuously trying to hide my situation but I knew I couldn’t hide it forever.
‘Hands, now’ shouted Carl the sooner he found handcuff on the corner, and in a reflex I surrendered my wrists.
He immediately handcuffed me and then got on my back to inspect me physically. Starting by the neck, his fingers scrolled down towards my loin where he pressed on whip marks I got from Dirk a few days ago. It was painful to be pressed in the same hurt spots but I somehow resisted.
‘Bend a little’ he ordered and I did as asked.
Bending was a hell of a task after the drag but I had to follow commands by hook or crook.
My ass was already hurt but he didn’t care.
‘Ouch….ahhhhh’ I bawled with pain as he landed two powerful slaps on my butt cheeks and I stretched my fullest to counter the irresistible pain.
It’s more like he was searching for the weak/hurt spots where I could feel the maximum pain.  
‘Stay straight, else I’ll use that’ he shouted signaling towards the cane in the corner, and in a jiffy I rectified my position and stood straight with a straight spine.
I could only wonder the unbearable pain if I was subjected to the deadly rattle cane. I couldn’t even imagine my survival if that torture device swings on my hurt buttocks and thighs.
‘Spread it’ he ordered, slapped my lower cheeks to make some space in my bottom and now I started to disgust myself.
I knew it was time for my bottom to get inspected and I could do nothing to stop my leaking lowers from getting touched and played.
‘More, you slut’ he slapped me again to spread my legs even more, while with roped wrist I pushed my legs apart to follow his orders, surrendering my everything to him.
It was so hard and shameful to stand naked with legs apart. I could feel a dirty drop getting leaked out of my bottom, traveling towards my inner thighs. Usually, at this time a girl deserves rest, shelter, care, and most importantly pads to hide the embarrassment but look at the irony of what I am subjected to and with whom.
I was standing disrobed in front of a stranger who was inspecting, beating y my butts. He was unmannerly playing with my nudeness, touching, biting, twisting my private parts and my only job was to take on the humiliation, the pain I was subjected to.
‘Holy fuck, are you leaking, girl’ all of a sudden he asked as his hands got in my bottom and I lowered my head to sob.
My eyes left a few drops of tears, same as my bottom while Carl, unimaginably, bent down to confirm his doubt.
‘Please, no’ I requested but it was useless.
I had gone through so much humiliation in the past few days but this was special and undoubtedly the worst. Unmannerly he slipped a finger inside my already wet pit and started to massage like crazy. It was so awkwardly uncomfortable and the last level of humiliation that I can’t even explain how low I felt. In other words, I was not only broken from outside but also inside. The deeper his fingers got inside me, the weirder I shouted, cried, and begged to let myself go but he was not in a mood to spare me but to make me suffer even more.
‘Please, let me go, I can’t take it’ I finally shouted with all my strength and hopped off my position to get his finger out of me.
Yes, I was successful but with low energy and tied wrist, I lost balance and fell. Even my legs didn’t cooperate and I fell on my butts to hurt myself even more. There was a sudden bone-cracking pain in my back, and I started to roll myself to lie in my front.
‘Good, you deserve it’ with closed eyes full of tears I could only hear him commenting on my situation.
He was actually happy of my situation regardless of how bad I hurt myself, while I was lamenting with full-body discomfort. My lower waist was now aching like hell, it was a mixture of period pain and the way I fell.
‘That’s what happens when you dick with your owner’ he commented again and rubbed his legs on my naked butts, while I shouted again as his boot passed off my hurt lower thighs.
It was like he was trying to make me cry for help, beg for mercy and believe me, I was doing the same but I was still unable to satisfy his hunger to punish me, his urge to make me suffer. I had no idea how much more laments would please him. It was all because of that accidental slap a few minutes ago and he was doing all this for revenge but I was unable to guess how much I had to pay for a small mistake.
‘You do understand why I am doing this to you, right?’ he said pulling one of my nipples harshly and I bawled with pain.
‘I do, sir and I am sorry with all my heart. If I knew it was you, I would’ve surrendered myself to you then and there’ I stammered at an unknown pace and closed my eyes, while he switched to my other nipple.
In answer, I just closed my arms to save myself but it was an unsuccessful attempt after handcuffed wrist.
‘I beg sir, I beg for mercy. Please, I am sorry’ I lamented with discomfort as he twirled/pulled my chest in random directions.
Well, my girly begs somehow melted him and he left my sensitive spots from torturing even farther, while I rolled myself again twice on the floor to comfort my burning chest and bottom. I wish my wrists weren’t tied, I had some clothes to cover myself and a mattress for lying but I was lying naked on a wooden floor with an aching/burning body in front of a man whose only intent was to make me suffer.
Well after a few unwilling rolls, I finally stopped and rested myself on a corner, taking a deep breath, trying to relax, balance myself, while the heartless man took a cigarette out of his pocket and a lighter from another.
Puffing smoke off his dirty mouth, ‘It’s so funny to see you in funny positions’ he commented as I opened my wet eyes.
My vision was still not perfect and I could feel my body getting numb after all that pain and dirty acts done to me. I wonder how my pain was making him happy.
‘Things like this should be done regularly to sluts like you’ he said and I lowered my eyes with embarrassment.
I was speechless, helpless. I am indeed a pet but I am not an animal. I could easily learn things, without punishment and things he did to me.
‘Tell me, girl, what did you learn today?’ he asked coming closer while lying in my back I tried to pull myself away.
I could once again feel my heart pacing as he sat beside me and smiled cruelly with his cigarette approaching towards my bare body.
‘No sir, no, please’ I once again started to cry, pulling myself away as he trying to do something I never dreamed.
Holding the burning cigarette between his fingers, he brought it so near my left nipple that I started to shout for pity.
‘I beg sir, please, don’t do it’ I breathlessly shouted and cried with shaking body, pulling myself away the most I could but there was no way as I was already at the corner.
‘I am waiting for an answer. Tell me, what did you learn?’ he asked while holding the burning cigarette inch away from me.
Scared and out of breath, I was out of words, out of thoughts. My entire focus was on that cigarette with was about to touch my areola and believe me, no ghost could scare me so much as that one burning cigarette on my chest.
‘Ouch……ahhhhhhh…….’ I cried as I faced my demons for real.
Yes, the cruel cunning heartless man did the last dirty thing I never expected and I shouted with all my blood and bone. First, there was a very sharp discomforting burn, then a cold wave that shivered my entire body.
Yes, he touched my chest with the cigarette.
‘You are a slut and you deserve punishment, repeat it’ he answered his own question while I was already crying at myself.
‘Repeat else I’ll do the same to the other one, and also your bottom’ he said bringing the burning cigarette towards my bottom while closing my legs, I started to shake even worse.
‘I am a slut, sir, and I deserve punishment’ I shouted before he could have burned my even more sensitive parts.
I swear I was never scared so much, I bet I am strong but that one cigarette scared the hell out of me, made me pee a few drops. I was unable to speak, think, and move. It was a trauma, an unexplainable feeling like I was about to die. He almost got towards my bottom but looking at my nervous breakdown, he finally stopped and left me alone while I took a deep breath and closed my eye to weep in my misery.




Dirty punishment

‘Help me, please’ I shout as I see a figure in dark.
It's hours after I was ill mannerly treated by my owners, and now I am almost losing myself to my suffering. 
With my throat almost dry, I am dehydrated with sweat covering my entire body with is still wrapped with mud.
‘Water, please, I need some water’ I whisper in the dark without much energy as I see the person approaching.
It must be Bob to check me out my condition. I never felt so helpless, so hopeless. With hands suspended in the tree, I am finding it difficult to even wipe my unstoppable tears which is the only thing that’s wet in my body other than my bottom. Yes, I am still in my periods but I don’t have a pad to cover myself, neither I have any clothes to cover my nakedness. My skin is covered with uncountable balls of mud pelted at me a few hours ago by various men, and my legs ache a lot after so many hours of unbreakable standing.
My head aches and I can’t describe the period pain in my waist. I stink and my bottom smells foul. It’s so humiliating to publicly pee in my legs but what can one do if she’s is subjected to unbearable punishment. I still have no control over myself and I am more helpless than ever.
Well, it’s Bob and now he looks sad in seeing me tied helplessly. He doesn’t look happy in watching me suffer. He might be feeling low after what I went and how badly I was treated.
‘Water, I am dying, Bob’ I lament in pain looking towards him while he raises a hand to wipe the mud off my face.
It feels so good to get touched after so much time. These few hours of bondage and mud in my body have almost frozen me like some statue. It’s so good to feel the softness of his palms on my face. He not only touches my face but drags his fingers softly on my hurt breasts and then on my belly. I could feel the care in his touch, a hint of sympathy on my sufferings.  
‘Please let me go, Bob. I can’t take it, I can’t stand anymore’ I whisper, shredding a few more drops while he looks at me helplessly.
‘I wish I can but,…….. I can’t. It’s just two hours, two remains’ he whispers back, almost scared of being heard.
I was almost stunned at the time that has passed. It’s just half of what I was assigned for, four hours, and I don’t know if I am strong enough to stand for another couple of hours. I lower my eyes, drop a few drops on the floor and look back at him. I understand his helplessness and I know he isn’t the boss here. I know I won’t get free until Dirk wants and no matter how much I cry for help, I won’t be spared, not until he wants.
‘I am cold, Bob. How long I will have to stay here, in ropes?’ I ask and before Bob can say anything, ‘I am dying here, please help me out’ I dd.
Bob listens, understands, and then takes a bottle out of his pocket. There is some liquid I see and it’s green.
Without any words, he opens the bottle and without using my hands like a calf, I go for whatever is inside the bottle. It’s sweet and smells good, like some cold drink and I drink like I was thirsty for months.
‘It’s full of glucose’ Bob tells but breathlessly I finish it before even listening or understanding what I am drinking.
I even lick the last few drops like some cat & then take a deep breath to feel a flow of energy as I finish the energy drink.
‘Thanks, Bob’ I whisper and stretch myself but with tied hands, I am unable to finish.
My legs are aching like hell, my head is on the verge to explode and my lower waist is paining unexplainably hard. Even though there was flow, they kept on mud pelting me after tying, suspending my wrist from the tree outside the palace. There is still a flow in my bottom and it’s still wet.
‘I wish I could help but I am strictly ordered not to do so’ he explains before I ask, and once again I feel tears in my vision.
‘Atleast let me sit, my legs are tired. It’s so many hours already’ I say while he signals me to lower my voice.
Even he is scared to be heard and God knows why.
‘What are you scared of, Bob. It’s not like you’ll be punished’ I question while he chuckles at my innocence.
‘It’s not me, girl, it’s you I am worried for’ he says and I reply with the same chuckle.
‘Me, after all this? What possibly is left for torment?’ I laugh forcefully, wondering what more can happen to me after what happened already.
I was already dragged, beaten, burned, and humiliated in the worst possible way & I don’t see anything that can be worse.
Bob smiles again, feeling sad for my innocence.
‘You don’t know how worse a girl can be treated. There was a girl before you and whatever she went through, believe me, you can’t even imagine’ he tells and for once I feel a cold shiver in my entire body.
‘She had to go through surgery to survive so I won’t advise you to invoke for same. The men here don’t care about pets like you, not at all’ he adds and suddenly I feel my heart beating.
I am so much scared to hear about the surgery and I wonder what exactly would have happened to the girl Bob is talking about. She must have gone through something much worse than I am going through and now I feel more disciplined and scared. I must not try to bad mouth or complain about what I have gone through in the last few hours. I must obey and follow to avoid the worst that can happen to me.
‘What you suggest, Bob, please tell me. I’ll do anything’ I whisper with downcast eyes and stand properly in a disciplined way.
‘Just stay obedient and beg for mercy, beg for pity whenever Dirk comes to check you out’ he says and I nod without any question.
I can still feel my legs shaking slightly for the surgery and whatever that poor girl went through, and I can only wish I don’t end the same situation.
‘Meanwhile, I’ll try to help you out. I’ll talk to Dirk to end your punishment’ Bob says and I take a deep breath in a hope to get free.
Without any more words, he once again touches my face with sympathy and leaves the farm while I stand alone disciplined after jerking my aching legs.
To continue what happened later and how I was punished after Carl left, I remember lying alone on the floor with handcuffed wrists on my back. The black burned mark on my left areola was clearly visible and I was struggling to find a position of comfort. It was a couple of hours after Carl left me bond inside the closed room on the farm and now I was hearing voices outside the room on the farm.
*****
The Sun was up in the skies and I could see rays leaking off the wooden ceiling of the room. The noise outside in the farm was a clear indication that laborers were on the farm for the daily work, meanwhile, I was still naked inside the room which had tools for plowing, agriculture. I was scared to be seen naked if someone opened the door in search of anything, even a bucket. With tied hands, I almost leaped towards the door back to avoid getting seen even if someone barges inside without notice.
It was so humiliatingly scary to lay bare body helplessly with a scare to be seen and get molested by hungry men whose dirty eyes are always eager to get me. I was only praying not to get seen else I sure would be ganged by the rough hands on my soft skin.
Well, it wasn’t long when someone barged inside the room and scared the hell out of me. It was Dirk and Carl who came inside searching for me and I had a feeling something bad is going to happen, because Dirk, my owner, didn’t look in a good mood.
‘How dare you touch my brother, you bitch’ Dirk instantly slapped and pulled my hair to make me fall, while I shouted with pain.
‘I am sorry, sir. I didn’t know it was him’ I replied with a painful voice as my hairs were being pulled hard.
It was so uncomfortable to resist the pain without the use of hands. My eyes were closed without my will and I was finding it hard to breathe.
‘After all these days I thought you knew who you are. I guess I was wrong’ Dirk said and once again pulled my hair up to make me stand.
I helplessly followed him and stood up to comply but the sooner I got in my legs, he landed a powerful slap first in my cheek, to which I bent down to resist and then landed a powerful fist in my spine to make me stretch straight.
Believe me, I was beaten with such power that I almost forgot to breathe, or maybe I lost the power to breathe. It was like a stab in the back and my spine was caved like a bow.
‘Today I’ll teach you a lesson you’ll not forget’ Dirk said regardless of my pain and suffering, and then pulled my hair again to drag me outside the room towards the farm.
There was a rage in his eyes and it was scary. I had no idea what he was about to do, how he was planning to punish me. I was already punished before for what I did and it was sad to face it again for the same mistake. Even Carl was silent in what was happening to me. I wonder if he told Dirk what he already did to me.
‘Come here, bitch. Let others see what happens when your dick with your owner’ he yelled at my ears and dragged me outside pulling my hair.
I wept, cried, and even yelled before getting exposed in public but it was of no use, and soon it was outside the room, struggling naked to get my hairs off Dirk’s hands who was constantly trying to shake my head in random directions. The pain was so much that I could barely open my eyes but with the little, I could see, I saw men surrounding us to enjoy the game. It was like the same when I was brought here a few days ago when I was disrobed and beaten in front of everyone on the farm.
I wanted to run, to hide, but it was impossible. Standing naked with handcuffed wrist was the worst thing that I ever dreamed.
‘Get me my cane, the rattle’ screamed Dirk and Bob immediately ran towards the palace to get those, while Dirk gave my writs in Carl’s hands to hold me.
Holding my hair with a hand, Dirk landed a slap once again in my cheeks which was already red/wet and I tried to bend down but was unable to do so as my hairs were already in Dirk’s clutches. With Carl holding me from back and Dirk pulling my hair up, it was impossible to even turn my face.
‘I bet you’ll be crying all day, I bet you bitch’ Dirk said and landed yet another slap on my face, now on my other cheek, while unable to move freely, I just bawled with pain.
The slap left me with a numbness/burning sensation in my face and I could feel uncomfortable pain in my back by the way Carl was holding me. He somehow was trying to cave me towards Dirk and it was too uncomfortable to comply.
‘I beg for forgiveness sir, please, have pity’ I was saying but then I saw Bob with a rattle cane in hand, and immediately I understood what was about to happen to me.
The rattle cane is still the deadliest thing and it scares the hell out of me whenever I am near it. Once, only for once, I was beaten with that and I can’t find words to describe how painful it is. Its marks are still on my butts after I was beaten a week ago for a small mistake of not washing the palace floor properly. That was a small mistake and I still remember the pain, but now I am convicted with a much bigger mistake and God knows how much I’ll be caned for what I did. Dirk looks angry, raged and I don’t think my tears would melt him, infact, it never has.
‘Hold her tight’ Dirk said immediately taking the cane off Bob’s hand while in order to save myself, I already started to jiggle in random directions.
Carl must be having a tough time holding me firm but he was trying his best while others were eagerly waiting to glimpse a helpless girl about to be beaten by a man. I was so scared that it cannot be described in words, perhaps, one could only feel my fear when standing in my boots.
Well, it wasn’t long when the first cane swung towards me, sadly towards the worst spot, my front thighs and in reflex I jumped with both legs. It felt like a cut of flesh, like someone poured hot oil in my thighs and I shouted with discomforting pain, cried for help but deep down I knew that everyone there was just enjoying the show, enjoying my scream, my nakedness, and my punishment. I closed my eyes and there it was again, the stream of tears that started to wet my cheeks again.
I bent in every direction, begged in every language but here it was again, the second swing of the wrist towards the same spot where the marks of cane were already made, in my upper thighs and now I didn’t jump, but pulled myself back, just enough to save myself a little, but the result of it was disastrous. The cane didn’t hit me but it passed touching the legs of the person holding me, Carl, who immediately pushed me down.
While I was down on the muddy floor of the farm, ‘Get off me, you filthy bitch’ Carl shouted and held his legs where the cane touched him, while Dirk came forwards to check him out.
I was still finding it hard to balance myself, to stand on my own while there was a stunned silence all around me. No one was expecting to see what happened, and believe me, it was the last thing I wanted. Even I knew what happened was wrong and I shouldn’t have moved from my position, and I also knew what would follow then after. Dirk's eyes were red, and he was literally shaking with anger. For once he asked Carl if he was ok and then turning towards me he opened his foot to kick me like a ball. With tied hands, I couldn’t do much to save myself but I changed sides to face his foot on my back, on my butts which were already hurt.
‘Ouchhh……ahhhhhh……no……stop’ I cried with every bit of air in my lungs as his foot landed in my ass.
It was so strong and hard, there were stars before my eyes, a cold wave in my body and I started to lament unwillingly. The kick was so painful, it made my butthole numb for a few seconds, and stretching myself forwards, I almost froze for a few moments. My vision was unclear and even my ears were failing to listen to what was happening around me. There was silence and darkness for me for a few seconds but soon I tried my best to breathe deep, tried to restore my broken parts.
‘Ask for an apology, now’ Dirk shouted, signaling me towards Carl and without a second thought I leaped to follow.
His eyes too were full of anger and also a bit shamed to get a hit accidentally.
‘I am sorry sir, I beg, forgive me’ I somehow collected myself to get in his foot but no sooner than I finished, I felt a hand on my hair.
It was Dirk again who pushed me further down to touch my head on Carl’s foot. It was like he wanted me to worship his foot.
‘Not this way, the traditional way, bitch’ he said and I knew what he was asking.
I was being asked to apologize in the old fashion, where a pet shows how sorry she is by kissing/ licking the owner's feet. I already did it twice so it wasn’t much shameful thing for a useless pet like me, but previous I did it on Dirk’s feet and not the boot which Carl wore. It was untidy and wet, full of mud and dirt.
‘Do it, now’ shouted Dirk seeing me pausing for a moment, and immediately without a second thought I started to dirty my tongue/lips, started to lick the dirt off Carl’s boot.
It was filthy and smelled shit, the same as me, but I had one last chance to save myself so I tried to finish the job with utmost dedication. I also heard people chuckling/laughing at me but lying naked and getting beaten already ripped my entire self-respect/dignity, so there was nothing more to lose. I can’t tell how it feels to lick a shoe sole. I was taking the dirt in my mouth, rubbing my tongue against the dirtiest thing on the farm, meanwhile, I saw Bob with a rope, and immediately understood what it meant. It meant I’ll be tied again and will be beaten more, just as the last time when I was brought here. I remember losing consciousness in midst of caning and I knew this would be no different.
‘Ok enough, slut, now the punishment time’ said Dirk and signaled Bob to suspend my wrists up in the tree.
It was useless to ask for mercy, it’s always is, and after so much beating and molestation, I had very little energy left to resist. While Bob held me up carefully to make me stand, I looked at him with eyes full of hope, hope to rescue me. For a moment our eyes met but soon he broke the contact and started tying my hands up in the air.
Out of hope, out of energy, I turned my eyes towards Carl but saw him chuckling, a clear indication of what he wanted. He, as like other voyeurs, wanted to see me getting punished, wanted to see me in pain, so I turned my eyes towards my last hope, the person in-charge, Dirk, but he too gave me a dirty unfriendly look, like ashamed of my behavior.
‘I can’t take it, sir, please, don’t do this. I am already in so much pain’ I whispered lethargically but my words didn’t reach Dirk’s ears.
He didn’t even blink to my request and in a few seconds, I was standing tall in tip toe with my wrist suspended in air, with people watching me from every degree of angle, with sunlight striking my naked body and my legs shaking with fright. Bob even tied my foot along with my wrist to avoid my crazy movement and now I was ready to serve with my screams and laments.
My heart was beating as a generator and I could feel cold shivers in my sensitive spots. My bottom was still wet and my butts were already red. I was already in a pathetic condition, too hurt for the further punishment/caning, and had no idea how I would end up once Dirk starts swinging rattle on me. Carl already misbehaved with me a few hours ago and since then I didn’t have a drop of liquid in my mouth, infact, I didn’t even have my breakfast. It was hard standing straight as I was already dehydrated and hungry and then the scariness of getting caned was draining energy out of me at a must faster rate.
Well as the scene was set, I saw Dirk with the rattle in hand and so I closed my eyes to face the hell but before he could have started, ‘Bob, do it’ I heard him asking Bob to do something.
As I opened my eyes, I saw Bob with a few clamps which looked like a cloth clamp, but there was something weird about it. Each clamp had a meter-long thread attached to it and I knew they weren’t some normal clamp. It was a torturing device, a body plug, and I saw it lying in Dirk’s room, but always wondered its purpose, the use of thread in each clamp.
Well in a moment I understood exactly the purpose of those scary clamps.
Without any delay, Bob came closer and started to put pin them on my front, in almost every barren part of my unhurt chest, belly, and even thigh and bottom, but not at my weakest spots, but the places where I could bear the pain. While clamping he looked at my eyes pitifully but the sooner he realized my pain/ helplessness, he immediately broke the eye contact.
Till then I was still in doubt of why those painful clamps were put on my but soon my doubts got cleared and a cold wave started to shiver/shake me from inside.
‘I need you to count the strokes and say thanks after Carl pulls it out’ Dirk said and the ground under me started to shake.
Scared and helpless, I started to cry even before the first shot but soon there came a powerful rash in my butt, right between both of them. Some torments are impossible to describe. The words are just words, the reality is something that can only be felt. I wanted to shout, wanted to run but I couldn’t. I was tied in a way where even small movement needed struggle and the pain was so much that my voice was lost in it.
All I did was get myself stretched forward to the most I could, but no longer after I took a mouthful of air to get ready for another shot, Carl pulled a thread to rip the clamp out of my chest. It wasn’t my areola but wasn’t far off it so I once again curved my bare body and opened my mouth to shout. Although dehydrated, I finally was able to shout with all my strength, and believe me, I shouted like a man.
While I was still struggling to balance & collect myself, ‘what did I ask you to say?’ Dirk whispered in my ear and I immediately followed the rules of the game.
‘One, thank you sir’ I shouted like a soldier and balanced myself for another shot.
‘Good girl’ Dirk applauded and I saw a smile on Carl’s face, also others who were enjoying my suffering.
Some even started to make a movie on their mobile and I can’t tell how embarrassing it was to play the lead role without clothes and suspended hands. I lowered my eyes with shame but soon a swing of the wrist was audible. It was not even a minute break when the second lash landed, now on the bottom of my left butt alone, and I once again stretched myself forward involuntarily. Although I was being beaten by bamboo, it felt like an iron rod, and the impact was well beyond my guess. There were black marks of canes in my back and with tied legs I had to hop in my position to resist the torment, but same as last time, Carl pulled another clamp off my thighs to which I shouted like some animal going to be slaughtered.
Everything was happening so quickly that I merely had time to react or to grasp the ugliness of reality. My back was being caned and my front was being plucked and there was no comparison of pain in either. They both were different and both were ugly.
‘Am waiting for the count, girl’ Dirk reminded, and immediately, ‘two, thank you sir’ I babbled and took a few fast breaths.
Dirk chuckled at my restlessness, smiled at my suffering, and continued with the third swing, now in my upper thighs and the result of impact was miserably irresistible. Out of all three, this was the worst and one has to know that the skin in the upper thighs is much sensitive than the skin of the buttocks. It made me jump atleast a foot and made me stretch the most, and now I could feel pain in my wrist for the uneven hop. Once again I was unable to show how much it hurt but I kept on moving randomly, unaware of my position, stand or condition. There was a flow of pressure inside my head, unexplainable stress, and pain of unimaginable degree. Initially, I thought I could take the shots but the rattle is something one can never be prepared for no matter how much experienced, and in bonus were the clamps which were plucked off my front regularly. It was like I wasn’t given a single moment to relax, to calm, or to collect myself. 
‘Three, thank you sir’ I whispered closing my eyes, losing my body, now without much enthusiasm as I didn’t know the end of count and how many more times I’ll be beaten.
I knew my limit. I knew how many more shots I could have taken but I didn’t know how many lashes I had to take to satisfy my owner. He was still passionate to make me suffer, regardless of my pathetic condition.
For once he rubbed palms on my marks, like judging the level of impact, and then got afar to cane me again, meanwhile, I caved forward to take the swing in my buttocks again. Once again one of the clamps was plucked off ruthlessly and this time I didn’t jump, neither did I hop, but just let my body get loose. I don’t know how but the pain felt less, atleast lesser than the one that landed on my thighs. I don’t remember if Dirk loosened power or I was losing consciousness but somehow the stress inside my head felt light. There was a strange tickle in my entire disrobed body and I felt cold in midst of Sun.
A few more lashes followed but I don’t exactly remember where it landed and with what impact. What I remember is the Sun that felt like a dim lamp and the skies that started to blur. I felt cold but it was comfortable and the pain, aches on my body were magically diminishing.
‘I think she is losing it. Get some water’ I heard the last words before I lost it all and surrendered to darkness but it wasn’t the end.
Yes, Dirk wasn’t ready to let me off so easily and I suddenly opened my eyes to a slash of cold water in my face. It was Bob holding a mug and my face was wet with icy water. I felt cold as the drops traveled through my face towards my breast and then to my belly and then on my bottom. People were still surrounding me with desperate faces and the moment I opened my eyes, I saw smiles, chuckles all around, as the show was on a break and now it was live again. Unbelievably nothing changed and I was still naked and tied to the tree. Dirk still had the rattle in his hands and Carl was still eager to pluck the remaining clamps.
‘No, sir, please. I beg for mercy, please let me go’ I started to cry before they could resume the torment.
Yes, now I was completely broken, both from inside and outside. There was a sharp pain in my head and my entire body was hurt, burning like hell. No human could have taken more than what I already received and the sad part was it didn’t even end.
‘Just eight, J. Just eight’ Dirk told about the lashes I got and I wondered how long I was gone.
For me, it was just five but then I lost myself. I lowered my head and started to stream tears, the last drops that were left. It felt like my brain had stopped working and I had no thoughts. I just wanted to cry loud.
‘I expected more, really. You are perhaps not that tough’ he commented and came forward with ugly intention while I pulled myself back, yet another unsuccessful attempt to save myself from upcoming misery.
Coming towards my back he slides his hands on my chest and ruthlessly pulled both of my breasts together, while in reflex I once again stretched my body away to get my sensitive skin off his hand but it was a silly attempt. I could do nothing more than to scream with all my strength but he kept on twisting, playing with me for a few seconds.
By the time he left me, I could feel drops of liquid falling off my mouth and nose. Like some little kid, I was crying with a voice echoing the farm and the voyeurs around me were making films of me getting punished like animals. My breast had gone numb and I could feel a flow in my bottom. I was happy if the flow was blood, my period but no. I wasn’t leaking red but was leaking yellow. It was so embarrassing to pee without control but I had no choice over me and believe me, I wasn’t doing it intentionally. The pain was so much that nothing was in my control, neither my saliva nor my bladder.
I wish I died before seeing myself in such a miserable condition but the sad part was I was still alive and people were happily gazing at me peeing without control, even my owners, who now looked happy, kind of satisfied in what they did to me.
‘Ok enough, now let’s get to the best part’ Dirk said but I didn’t move, nor did I respond.
To hell with his plans and game. After so much torment and humiliation, I was now too disturbed to follow or obey and I knew my action, my obedience didn’t matter at all. No matter how disciplined I become, or how good I behave, Dirk will do what he has to do.
‘Mud balls, please, Bob, where is it?’ Dirk asked while Bob brought a big tray that had spherical balls made of wet mud.
It was not that big but wasn’t smaller than tennis balls and I wondered what I will be done with them. I sure won’t be beaten with rattle again because Dirk already dropped it down and also the clamps on me were carefully removed without hurting me much.
Before I could understand what was going on, the men around me came forward and started picking the mud balls off the plate.
Will they beat me with this?
Is this another game of humiliation?
A thousand thoughts rose inside me one by one but I wasn’t scared anymore, not with the balls of muds after getting beaten with the cane.
How hard mud could impact my body? Will it hurt?
I was trying to make myself strong but deep down I knew it would hurt in getting pelted, since the size of balls was big, just like my two rounded breasts.
‘Ok gentlemen, you know the rules. Ten dollars for every hit and you, J, ten minutes for every miss’ Dirk said and before I could grasp his words, there came the first ball, right in my chest.
My breast had a direct collision but it didn’t hurt much. Afterall mud is mud and one cannot get impacted by it but I was still disgusted to get dirt in my skin which I care about so much. For a girl like me, beauty lies above every gold, beyond every wealth, and getting mud pelted naked is the last thing I wanted after getting beaten in public.
‘That’s a miss. Ten minutes punishment for you, J’ applauded Dirk and now I understood the rules of games.
If the balls of mud touched me, the men around me got ten dollars as a prize and they miss, I get ten minutes of punishment. Well, it was the meanest game I ever played but hey, I am just a pet meant for purpose of entertainment. As I understood the rules, I was now trying my best to bend my body towards the way of balls and in some I was successful, and in some, I wasn’t.
I took some balls on my chest, some in my bottom, thighs, and also some in my head directly. It was painful to get hit in the face, in my cheeks but I was also saving ten minutes of punishment in every collision. There was a roar, claps in every collision, and chuckles in every miss. Carl was calculating the score while Dirk was enjoying the show. He even took some tries himself and deliberately made me miss to increase the length of my punishment, meanwhile like some gymnast I desperately tried to take the maximum shots I could, but I also made myself dirty and coated my naked body with wet mud.
As the balls finished, my entire body was almost covered with dirt, even my face, and I was trying my best to spit dirt off my mouth.
‘Almost four hours, J. Got it?’ told Dirk and waited for my answer.
With mud all around my face and body, it was difficult to think or talk but I still understood his meaning and was stunned at his plan. I was supposed to stand like that, naked, tied, and coated with mud for almost four hours and once again the ground below me started to slip.
My legs were already hurt and so were my ass and waist that still ached due to period. Four hours was way too much to spend standing and in no universe I could take that punishment without suffering.
‘Sir please, I need to rest. My legs are aching like hell, I am in my periods’ I once again started to weep with eyes leaking tears but Dirk didn’t reply, but wiped some mud off my face to let me breathe, see properly.
‘I know that but rules are rules, J. I would’ve spared you but you are one stubborn bitch, right from the day I met you first’ he explained and rubbed his hand on my backhead.
Well, there was nothing left to say, nothing more to request. He wasn’t going to make things easy for me. He is a sadist, a demon, someone who enjoys others' pain and so I lowered my head and wept at my misery.
‘Good. Now excuse me, darling, and enjoy the air’ he said and left without turning back, so did the other men around me.
It was almost dusk and people started to leave after glimpsing the game of torment and humiliation. Some even clicked pictures of me wrapped in the dirt while I was still as a statue, trying to convince myself that soon it will be over.
Well, Bob was the last to leave and before he left, he looked at me with pity but also with helpless eyes. I knew he wanted to help but he couldn’t and so he didn’t even make eye contact, but left without any words.




Incoming trouble

The silence, the stars, and the silver light striking the grasses. The night was deep but incomplete without darkness, and then the cozy grass that felt like fur. It was summer but a flick of soothing breeze made it feel like winter. Ira was on my left while I was in between with my legs on mom, who looked lost in thoughts. Her eyes were on the skies, pointed towards the dotted shiny moon, but her mind was lost in another universe. She was lost in thoughts, or maybe she was looking for my daddy who used to live in the skies, right between the stars, looking at us every time.
‘Mom?’ I tried to bring her back but she didn’t even blink, lost deep in herself.
‘Mom?’ I asked again, lying flat in the grass in our garden, looking the same way as her, and now she nodded, looked at me with love.
‘Yes, honey’ she said.
‘Can I ask something?’ I asked and she blinked.
‘Is daddy really up in skies?’ I asked the same question I asked her multiple times while she looked at me with pitiful eyes.
‘Why do you ask?’ she asked, as she already told me that before, like a hundred times.
‘People say he’s dead and will never come back’ I said as I heard rumors about my dad in school.
It was depressing and hard to believe but I was almost five, and I knew my innocence differs from reality. I knew nothing about death but I knew death was a bad thing.
Patting my head for once, my mom pointed towards skies & explained, ‘You see those twinkles?’
I nodded, hugged her tight.
‘They aren’t just stars, but the ones that leave this place’ she told and looked above heaven, pointing towards the moon.
I looked up and searched for my dad, sadly, I didn’t find him there. And wondered how mom used to find him every time.
‘Can you see that bright one, the one just beside the moon?’ she asked and I nodded innocently.
‘That’s your daddy’ she explained and I gazed towards that one special twinkling star in the skies.
Yes, it looked special, it looked bright, alive, just as my dad and somehow I believed in the afterlife in the skies. Somehow I felt comfortable in lying just near to my dad, who was twinkling more than any other star.
‘Whenever you feel low, or alone, just see upwards and look for daddy. I guarantee he’ll help, look after you’ mom said and a small smile popped on my lips.
It’s not like I believed her completely but I was still happy in seeing my father watching me from above. Yes, it was just a theory but there was hope and hope is the only thing that makes the world a happy place.
‘J? Are you with me?’ nudged someone and I opened my eyes, traveling back from that beautiful past to this ugly night of reality.
It’s Bob and I am still naked, tied outside on the farm with a stinking body wrapped in dirt and mud.
‘Are you all right?’ he asks a silly question and I just smirk without a word.
Well, this feels good as he starts to untie my hands, and I look up in the skies to find the bright twinkling star but all I see is black clouds and darkness all around. There is no light, breeze, or moon but dirt, cold, and lashes in my body, and now I feel cold without clothes.
As Bob unties me, I look towards him with questionable eyes, not knowing why am freed when the punishment is still not over, while he smiles in reply.
‘Don’t worry. Dirk himself has asked me to get you some rest’ he tells and I wonder the reason for this favor.
I have been here for weeks and never had I ever got any favors, especially not by Dirk. Well am happy to finally get my hands to touch my body which is still black, dirty, covered with mud and my legs are still numb after the lashes.
‘Easy, carefully’ blabs Bob as I start to fall the moment he unhooks my hands off the tree.
My legs aren’t cooperating and I think I had lost the strength to stand on my own. I just feel numbness, aches in my foot, and can’t even feel my bones. Bob, the man with muscles, wraps me over his shoulders and almost carries me towards the garage where I bathe daily. Even my limbs, wrists don’t feel right and there is a sharp pain in my hand after I was handcuffed for so long. I haven’t even walked a few meters and am already tired, while my bottom burns like fire. I think it’s the dehydration that’s pulling my nerves, burning my ass and bottom.
‘Come, get tidy first’ says Bob carrying me in the garage where I see a tub full of water.
While I am already cold, I hesitate to get inside but Bob helps me out.
‘It’s hot, don’t worry’ he tells and I carefully get inside the tub to wash my dirty skin.
It feels so good in waking inside the warm water, & although the rashes in my skin burn, I feel comfortable in warming myself. I don’t know how many hours have passed since I was bare body and tied on the farm. It finally feels nice to hide under the tub.
‘Ahhh…..’ I whimper with pane as I try to do some movement inside.
It is so difficult to move my hands, my legs, or even turn to the other side but Bob is still here and he helps me out by rubbing his hands against my naked skin, helping to get me off the dirt and humiliation. My breast is still numb and so are my buttocks after so many lashes of rattle. While I stay still as Bob makes me bathe with care, I have a feeling about him that he is not the same person I think he was. Unlike Dirk, he cares for me and doesn’t look pleased with my pain and tears.
‘Thanks for helping me out, Bob’ I say while he says nothing but keeps on laying his fingers in my unclothed body.
Well, I won’t call it lust and not love either, but just human nature. It must be my screams, discomfort, and innocence that had melted his heart and compelled him to care for me.
‘I have no words for today, J. I think it went too far from what I expected’ he tells, feeling sorry about me but I am not so easy to get convinced.
‘Really? Even far from that girl who had to go for surgery?’ I cross-question to which he looked disturbed.
‘I had nothing to do with. She was stubborn and egoist’ he tells pulling his hands off my body, while I cursed myself to question the intent of the only person on the farm who cares for me.
How stupid am I to question him?
I instantly knew my mistake and remembered my position.
‘Am sorry, I had no idea. Sorry again for my high tone, sir’ I immediately correct myself and lowered my head while Bob looked at me with unknown thoughts.
‘No need to apologize, J. You are still too innocent to be a pet. I hope he’ll train you well’ he tells and in a moment my heart pounds.
Did I hear training?
‘Training?’ I instantly asked while Bob looked confused.
He nodded and ‘Yes, the pet training. Dirk didn’t tell you?’ he asks while I shook my head with the sudden shock.
Even in a warm tub, I could feel cold waves inside me. I am so scared to be trained because I know how miserably pets are subjected to things that only hurt them. I have read about them, seen videos over the internet of young girls shouting, begging for mercy when they are subjected to torment & punishment by dominants, masters.
I instantly feel a dropping tear blurring my vision. I am so much scared, even more than getting beaten by the rattle again.
‘But Bob, why training? Why now? Am I not good a pet?’ I ask with a stammering voice as I have no idea why I am being sent for something no girl likes.
I know all the positions, traditional and modern, and also follow orders, complete each and every task assigned to me, then why am I being sent for pet training?
‘Again, J, I have no idea and I have nothing to do with it. Dave wants you there and Dirk is ok with it’ he tells and now I can’t stop myself from weeping.
Training sounds scary but training with Dave sounds scarier. He is a demon inside a man’s flesh and I knew it the very first day when I had to go through dirty painful fisting by the man with no heart. I knew he wanted to do more with me but with Dirk and Bob in the room, he stopped, and I also know that I’ll be subjected to unimaginable torture once I am alone with him inside closed doors.
Oh what should I say, how may I describe how ugly am feeling, how scared. Just thought of being alone with Dave creeps the hell out of me and now I’ll have to face the devil for real.
‘He’ll kill me, Bob. Please don’t send me to him. I’ll be better than before, I promise’ I weep but Bob shakes head.
‘As I told, I am not in charge here, Dirk is, so it’s better if you leak tears in front of him’ Bob says and I shred a few more drops of tears in the tub.
‘Here is a towel and I have arranged some clothes for you in your room. Once you’re done with the wash, close the garage’ he says and turns back to leave the place while I helplessly cry on my pathetic situation.
‘Get some sleep, girl, you need it’ Bob says and leaves the garage finally while I lower my head inside the tub to wash my head, maybe commit suicide but it was impossible and immature.
My sister is still with goons and I have to breathe until she is rescued, so I follow orders and do as told.




Hope

It’s scary to describe where I am and with whom. Dark, dirty, and smelly, I won’t call this place a barn, and it’s not a prison either but the best description would be a prison with wooden walls and floor. There is a small window above me but it’s so high I can’t reach to see what’s outside, infact, I can’t stand it at all. My hands are tied to the ceiling and my legs are wrapped in such a way that I can only kneel. There is sun outside and although disrobed, I feel kind of ok here, warm, atleast better than how I spent my day yesterday, tied to the tree and mud pelted all over me, but even though these closed walls aren’t darker than what I have at Dirk palace, there is something creepier here that’s scaring the hell out of me.


I am not alone but there’s a girl beside me, same age, naked with tied hands-on celling, just a couple of meters away and she lies in the same condition as me. Likewise me, her hands are tied the same way and her body has similar marks of fresh lashes. I bet she too has been beaten and it must be ruthless but unlike me, she has red marks on her body.
‘Boner 101’ is what I can see written in her chest, I guess with a red marker, and ‘Garage’ with an arrow pointed down is in her belly, which points to her bottom. It’s so sad to see her like this, abused, ashamed, and broken and I know I am next in line.
Both of us can’t stand with kneeled wrapped legs and our mouths are also sealed with a big gag. I have no idea what’s wrong with her left leg because there is an adhesive bandage wrapped around her lower thighs. Maybe she got an injury and I can only wonder if that was the result of some accident or harsh torment. Fresh marks of whips are clearly visible on her bare body, especially on her thighs, chest, and she also has some worm-shaped marks on her private parts. They are dusty black is visible in her breast, thighs, shoulders, and even bottom. I have no idea what those marks represent, maybe she was subjected to a cattle prod or some shocking device. My bones have gone numb after seeing her like this, broken and tired of torment.
Help me God, help this poor soul. We both are your child, have mercy.
She must have had a rough night, something that’s common for girls like me. From the time I have been locked here with her, about an hour ago, she’s been weeping without a break and it’s so sad and scary to see her broken to this extent. Somehow I have a belief that I am going to end the same as her, and I have no way to save myself.
Every couple of minutes, she looks at me and I do the same and even though we want to share so much, we can even greet with a gagged mouth.  
‘Amy?’ I suddenly hear a whisper and all of a sudden I slow my breath to focus.
Even the helpless girl beside me looks scared because the voice came somewhere from the window I can’t reach.
‘Amy….are you inside?’ I hear a familiar voice and immediately know who it is.
It’s Harry, my friend, my savior, and from the moment I am brought here, at Dave training place, I was searching for him. It’s so uncomforting to be gagged, to be deprived to speak. It’s like a coma, lost independence, but I need to answer Harry before he’s gone. He’s my last hope and I am not letting him go.
Struggling to pull the gag out of me, I use all my might to push it aside and create some space in my tongue to speak. It’s tight and big but my little effort has shifted it far enough for me to speak.
‘Harry? Is this really you?’ I ask while, ’Yes, it’s me’ he replied back.
Yes, am having trouble speaking but it's manageable.
‘Please take me out, harry, please, I beg’ I shed a few drops in desperation but soon realise my childish stubbornness.
I know he’s here just to rescue me and I have to corporate with whatever he must have planned. Hurrying and unplanned operations would only bring more trouble.
‘I will take you out of this, I assure you, but I’ll be needing some time, Amy’ he says while I take a deep breath and calm my pacing nerves.
My sister is still with them and no matter how unguarded I am, I still can’t run, but I don’t know why I have a feeling that Harry will make everything right. I can’t tell how carefree I feel whenever he is beside me.
‘I care not for me, Harry. It’s just Ira’ I say while the girl beside me looks at me mysteriously, with questionable eyes, meanwhile, Harry is quiet for a few seconds.
Well, even though he looks helpless, I have a belief that he’ll save me.
‘How are you doing? Can you stand?’ he asks after a while, and I feel silence inside me.
He didn’t say anything about my sister and it isn’t a good sign. I can’t run without her, else she’ll have to pay the price.
‘No harry, my legs, hands, everything is tied’ I say in a slow voice while silence follows for a few seconds.
‘Oh. Sorry, but don’t worry, it won’t be long, I promise’ he tells and without any certain clarity I still believe him.
A smile pops in my dry lips and my face tickles. Somehow I see hope in my future and I have a feeling he’s is trying to get my sister saved. He had already saved me once, maybe he could do it again. With a penny smile on my face, I shake my legs and look at the girl beside me who looks at me with pitiful eyes. Even she is a pet and looking at her condition I can tell that she is even more broken than me. From the time I am brought here, an hour or so, she’s been crying without a break. There must be something that’s troubling her and a sad story must be there that brought her here.
I feel selfish leaving her alone. Even she needs to be saved, needs to be rescued. Afterall she’s also a girl with wear shoulders and soft skin.
‘Harry, I am not alone’ I say while I hear him struggling to reach the window above me.
‘I know, and don’t worry. I have plans’ he tells but doesn’t expose details, and I don’t poke either.
Their walls may have ears so I want to keep his plan a secret. Well, it’s so good to see the girl beside me relaxing. She takes a deep breath after hearing what Harry said and then looks at me with hopeful eyes.
I nod, smile at her, just to convince her that she’ll be rescued.
‘Are you ok? Did Dave do something?’ Harry asks.
‘No, not yet but I don’t have much time’ I say.
There’s a silence that follows for a few seconds like he is sad about something.
‘I fear you’ll have to spend a night here, atleast one’ Harry tells and I feel a cold wave erupting.
A night here at this barn with Dave playing with me?
It’s scarier than it sounds. Dave is crueler than anyone I have met in this life of misery, and I know how desperate he is to get me in his foot. I know I am not here to be trained but to be tormented, to be played in dark, painful ways. He isn’t a normal sadist like Dirk, Bob, but is creative in developing ways to make girls beg for mercy.
I can only wonder what plans he has for me and I see at tough night, toughest to be precise which is about to come, and the evidence is the girl beside me, the lashes on her body and the unstoppable tears on her eyes. I may end the same way and may be her after tonight.
I look at the girl beside me, look at her pathetic condition and then close my eyes to take a deep breath. Hopefully it’s a question of one night and if that’s true, I am strong to live it. 




Merciless Dave

I have no idea where to start, what to describe. The things that happened before me, the things that Dave did to that poor girl are out of the world, darker than darkest, uglier than ugliest things a girl can take. Each day of this life shows me dirty, embarrassing things but this?


This is just inhuman, a work of the devil.
It’s just minutes after Dave came in and went for the girl before me, and now she is exhausted after minutes of breathless, painful shouts. The intensity of her screams, the torment was so much that I had to close my eyes, look another side. Without greet or casual inquiry of how she was doing, the first thing he targeted was her breast which already looked sore and hurt. Pulling, twisting it ruthlessly like a rubber ball, Dave instantly started biting her on it, and the language of the bite was not at all friendly, but his only intent was to make her suffer, cry of pain. It was harsh, hard, and untidy, to the level beyond expectation. Choosing the weakest spots as his weapons, he mercilessly bites, even chewed her fair and black chest spots, making her cry like animals, and by the time he was over with her chest, both left and right, fresh black worm-shaped marks popped out in her and then the mystery of black spots on her entire body got reveled. It wasn’t the result of prod, but the patches of teeth which got deep into her soft skin. She was bitten immensely all over her body with hurting intent and her sufferance was visible on her eyes which are blood red, cheeks which look pale.  
Once the heartless devil was tired of biting her callously, he did the same thing to her that he did to me in our first meet. Starting with two fingers as a trailer, he was successful in fisting her bottom with four fingers, and the result was the same as mine. Without a pause, she kept on screaming in an animal voice, kept on shaking herself to get over the pain but one can’t do too much with handcuffed wrist and suspended legs above the floor.
This all was so weird and abnormal but what’s even weirder is me watching all this as some audience. He was doing all these crazy things to her before my eyes and I have no idea why.
Did he forget about me tied in a few meters, else all this is part of his plan?
Why on earth will anyone let anybody see how heartless, merciless he is?
Is he doing all this to scare me, or perhaps make me ready to face the same?
This is too crazy to understand and too hard to digest, but he sure is successful in shaking my bones. I can’t tell how frightened I am, like I am tied in prison with a hungry tiger. My legs are shaking and I am losing my mind to that girl, thinking about the things he will do to me in a few minutes.
Well, he kept on rolling fingers inside her, playing, testing her limit, showing her hell in real, while without a break she kept on screaming, begging for mercy but he didn’t stop, not until she herself lost energy to shout and surrendered herself completely before his savage thirst of sadism.
Lastly, she unwillingly loosened herself to the torture and her eyes started to close but before she could have lost consciousness, he pulled his fingers out and pulling her hairs unmannerly in a random direction, he slapped her hard, twice on her cheeks to bring her back, while scared and tired of irresistible pain, she opened eyes to follow.
‘Help me God, please, he’ll kill me’ the desperation prays already started as he left her and started coming towards me. 
While I childishly caved my body away from him in order to save myself, he came closer to touch my belly button. Rolling his pinky softly on my belly, he pinched softly on my waist, maybe to test my skin and then inspected my chest with thirsty eyes.
‘You’ve no idea how long I waited for this moment when you’re alone, naked and tied, ready to be played, wasted, punished for your ego’ he tells and I take a deep uncomfortable breath.
It’s like am breathing in fright. So much is going inside me that’s unexplainable and am dying of the scare. My hands, legs and everything needs rest but for now I am trembling with fear, shaking pitilessly.
For once he lays lips on my belly and rolls it down to my bottom to taste my other lips. It was scarily exciting but I still pull myself away, unready to be touched or played by someone who just broke an innocent face mercilessly. He smiles at my behavior but I got to mention that his face hides everything he is not. By gesture, he looks gentle but he’s just the opposite of what he seems, a devil in a human vessel, an animal with lost mind and heart.
‘You know what I like about you the most?’ he asks and I ponder helplessly.
For once he touches my chest and then lays fingers on one of my hurt parts.
‘It’s not your body, or your face, J. It’s your attitude, ego and you’ve no idea how rare it is’ he tells while deep down I agree with his perception.
Yes, I love myself and there’s nothing bad in that.
‘I meet pets like you every other day. They all are here to be trained, to be taught, and believe me, they all are pretty, young, appetite to men like me but you?’ he tells and then unexpectedly pulls my chest abruptly.
While I shout with pain, he comes in my back to pull my hair.
‘You, like none other, still ride on your self-respect, and that’s the reason why you’re brought here’ he tells and goes to my other front, while I scream with terror, pain.
I am already too nervous to be used, too innocent to break.
‘I am not here to teach you positions, rules. That you already know, but here I’ll teach you to be obedient, mindless, and how to stay surrendered, no matter where, and with whom he torments me further to pull me up via my chest only.
Clenching my teeth I scream of misery. I sure am hearing but it’s impossible to focus with so sharp pain in my weakest spots he’s targeting. There’s a flow of numbness all over me and it’s inescapable.
‘By the time you’re ready, you won’t be yourself, you won’t be thinking much, but will be a soul with a clear mind, whose purpose is to obey orders’ he tells and slaps my butts so hard that I jump in my spot.
He is choosing only those spots which have marks of lashes and it pains immensely.
‘Yes, I’ll break you for good, and in a way that you won’t rise to shine, but will rise to obey’ he tells and leaves me for a minute to relax, while I take fast breaths to regain energy.
I shake in a random direction, lamenting with leaking eyes to believe the cruelty of my fate, the irony of reality. My head is paining unexplainably hard and my entire body is coldly numb. It’s just seconds of torment and I think I am losing my mind again.
While I stretch myself to let my bones relax, he once again comes in back and rolls arms in my belly, now in a friendly manner.
‘You know who she is and why is she in such healthy condition?’ he comments about the girl beside me who is in such pathetic, hurt condition.
She is standing with hands suspended, legs tied, and her eyes are open but she’s constantly raising legs, swinging in a random direction to find peace, a comfortable position.
‘She misbehaved with her owner, just like you, and so we celebrated her birthday yesterday he tells and it sounds so wired.
She is in such a miserable condition that it’s hard to tell if she is even listing to us, or maybe her senses have lost the ability to focus her mind on what’s happening or where she is. She is just busy taking care of her pain, uncomfortable position, regardless of what’s happening with the other girl in the room, me, who is being played by Dave.
‘You must be wondering about birthday and our way to celebrate it, isn’t it?’ Dave asks while I was wondering about it.
‘Let’s say we celebrate a pet birthday in our own ways, by inviting a few people like me to party. We play, dance, and do everything to her that she deserves, and don’t ask about the birthday bash. You must have heard about birthday bash right?’ he asks while I start to cry, not with pain but what he’s describing to me.
I, no universe, could face bash from so many people.
‘Well, our ways of birthday bash are a little different than normal. Here we tie the pet in the middle and subject her altogether with every possible cane and whips for like fifteen-twenty minutes’ he describes in detail and I could feel my thighs shaking with increased frequency.
My eyes have stopped leaking and now I am trembling with fear. It’s impossible to imagine what he just explained.
‘You look those marks in her body? Well, that’s the souvenir of bash, all those black spots and whip marks. She was screaming so beautifully for all those minutes and at the end, she slept peacefully, for like two hours’ he tells of how she lost consciousness after so many people beat her altogether.
I am finding it difficult to breathe. I am not sure if I was so scared at any time of my life. It’s just too hard to hear him, and even harder to picture me in that place.
‘By the way, when is your birthday?’ he asks and now I am out of words, out of energy.
I bet I was proud of birthdays but now I am trembling like animals going to be slaughtered.
‘You dare not lie, else I’ll celebrate it today, with more people and with deadlier devices’ before I could answer, he wants and, ‘February 2, sir’ I tell which he nods, thinks something.
‘Too many days, well, I’ll see what I can do’ he tells and comes forward to kiss hard on my chest.
At first, the kiss was tender but then it turned wild. The roll of lips started the smooch which soon turned into the game of teeth, and I am finding it very uneasy to hold it in my weakest spot of my body, which is already in a miserable condition. I close my eyes and shout with might as he bites me like animals, and by the time he leave me, I see the same worm-type black spots on myself, the same which covers almost the entire body of the girl beside me.
While I shake myself to get over pain, Dave smiles at my misery, happy, proud of what he did to me. His eyes look ecstatic and desperate for more and I can’t tell how uncomfortable I am in satisfying his weird thirst.
‘I bet you liked it’ he tells but even before I could have responded, he pulls my left breast and goes for the second bite, the same as first, and now clenching my teeth hard, I squeeze my eyes to shout with discomfort.
It burns unexplainably hard and pains like a cut of skin while he bites on my innocent grey parts of the top, and in reply, I stretch, bawl and do every possible activity to unstick him out of my body. Sadly he doesn’t leave me before making yet another spot on my other front.
‘You’ve no idea how much I love your screams. It’s like jingles to my ears’ he compares and I shake in every direction to collect myself.
Without any reply I bend myself to surrender it all, to ask for mercy but it’s useless as always. He too bends the same way and pats my head for a moment, he sits to target something that’s even delicate than my top.
‘It’s time for these cuties and you dare not flick legs at me else I’ll rip it apart’ he warns before going for my bottom and an unknown discomforting tickle rises on my thighs, right where his palms rest.
To imagine his teeth in my pit is beyond belief but I know what he’ll do to me if I resist or misbehave, so I try to stay strong, try to follow what he told.
‘Open your legs, J’ he tells, slaps me hard on my inner things while I do as asked and unmannerly widen my legs to create space for his head.
It’s such a shameful act, a horrible thing indeed. I feel like a slut, a prostitute but in reality, I am even worse, a pet, and my feelings, dignity, and self-respect died the day I was brought here to serve the men without heart.
‘Again, if you flick legs, I’ll tie you upside down and paint you black’ he warns the second time and now my entire focus is to control myself, control the incoming misery but wait.
‘Ahh…………ouch…….stop’ I scream like animals as he goes for my inner things, something that’s too soft to bite.
It’s like dozens of stink bees on my legs and the pain is immensely miserable. I am pulling my nerves, bawling like crazy while he sticks teeth deep in my thighs. My heart is pacing dangerously, my breath is uneven, and with unclear blurry vision, I am stretched to my fullest.
‘Stop….sir……please…..’ I beg for mercy as the limit to resistance has been broken long ago and now I feel I may pee without notice.
While he stops with the bites after a minute, I lose my body to the ropes and bend down to be reborn. Yes, I think I died for a moment else why do my breaths feel so new, so full of grace.
‘You’re taking this so peacefully, I am surprised’ he tells about my control, my disciple while my entire focus is on my things which now has a large black mark.
It’s still paining, burning and there is an aching numbness in the thigh that was subjected to jaw and teeth. He’s an animal, literally, else why would he love biting girls who are helplessly tied. I am sure he has lost his mind long ago, else why would one enjoy in someone’s pain.
Well, he did it to one of my thighs, now it’s time for another and we both know it. I am still shaking, trembling with fear but now I feel my body heat like I just completed a marathon. I am sweaty and wet on all sides, on all parts.
While I get myself ready for the fourth bite, I see the girl beside me standing still without a movement, like she’s been frozen in her spot. Her legs are apart, hands, open to ropes and her eyes are open and red, but she isn’t crying, nor is she happy. She is just like a mannequin, something without mind, activity, or expression.
‘Now to unmarked leg’ he says rubbing my other thigh as a doctor does before injection and I squeeze my buttocks to the face the dagger.
‘Ahhh…………….God’ I shout the loudest as he clenches teeth on my inner thighs, right on the spot where I was already lashed yesterday by my owner.
Although Dave isn’t biting me with anger, I feel he’s upset with me for something and is punishing me hard as a lesson. My eyes are blurry again and I feel a force building inside my chest like something is sticking to explode. My butts press each other strongly, and my brain seems to have gained extra weight. This pain is irresistible, more than every other bite, bore than my delicate breast took and now I can’t take it anymore.
While I help myself to comfort, I do something I have been avoiding since I was brought here. Sadly, on way to save me, I flicked a leg on the person who hates me the most, who loves me to torment and punish, and now I can see rage building in his eyes. He looks unhappy, angry perhaps, and I could sense a dirty punishment incoming. I am seeing myself in a pitiless condition with shouts, screams, and eyes leaking red.
‘That’s improper, J’ he immediately slaps my cheeks twice, hard and I get misbalanced for the sudden momentum on my soft skin.
Grabbing my hair he pulls me up to the position, while I lament with pain in the head, and my face which still has a sense of his palms on my cheeks.
‘You’ll pay this by tears’ he says pulling me close while I cry for mercy.
‘I am sorry from my heart, sir. It was a reflex’ I say but he pulls my left ear ruthlessly and twists it down to bend me.
While I start with shouts again, he saps me the hardest on my other cheeks, whose impact is felt till my teeth. My face gets numb, as like my other hurt parts of my body, and I scream, bawl at my pathetic helplessness.
‘You have a few minutes to relax’ he says and surprisingly lets my wrists go off the ceiling, but doesn’t untie my hands.
I am in such helpless condition, in such mental abnormality, I lie myself to the floor and roll a few rounds to defocus myself from pain and misery, while I see the other girl gazing helplessly on me. Dave leaves the room to plan something for my disobedience, and I gaze first at the girl beside me for help, and then up in the ceiling to search for my star. Sadly there is nothing but emptiness and I once gain cry to release pressure.




Merciless Suzan

‘Mom please, no, I can’t take it’ I cried with dripping eyes while she chuckles sarcastically, lowers eyes, and ignores me completely.


While the nurse holds my wrists, resisting my movement, and denies, the compounder presses my nose to open my mouth so he could drop a few drops. I am being vaccinated and the medicine tastes like some expired curd. It smells, stinks, and tastes like piss but a kid can’t do anything if she’s held by a man who is twenty years older.
As I get a taste of the vaccine, I close my eyes, clench my teeth, while the nurse frees my hands. In response, I immediately flick my hands to get off the people trapping me to do something I don’t want to. It feels so ugly to be compelled, to be forced but that vaccine tasted even uglier, like a cow’s piss.
Well, what’s the dirtiest thing you’ve done?
Vomit, poop in pants, or maybe uglier but pissing on myself was the worst for me till now but I just did something that won’t let me sleep for nights. Yes, it’s so disgusting that I hate myself, hate me breathing.
‘Come on, now, slut. Show some energy’ shouts Suzan landing a powerful leather whip on my back thighs, while I squeeze teeth, touch my lips on Kami’s bottom.
Yes, I discovered the name of the helpless bound girl beside me, Kami, whose legs are now open but tied, just as her wrists, the same as me, and I am being compelled to lick her bottom, lick it clean, but I am finding it pathetically disgusting. It’s rough, smelly and sweaty, but is smooth as cheeks. She must have had gone through a clean bottom shave, but I could feel some rashes at the same time, maybe the whip marks which looks painful.
‘I bet I’ll slice this ass if you won’t stop this stubbornness’ Suzan warns and lands yet another powerful whip, now on my loin.
It’s painful but also in my area of resistance. I’ve been whipped so much with so many things that I can take these whips without much problem, although now, after a dozen whips in the same area of my buttocks, I feel restless.
I can take it, and if not, I can certainly act.
Well, seeing me resisting, holding on to my intent, she shakes her head with a dirty look, and then leaves the room without troubling me anymore, although I know that she won’t lose to someone like me. She mustn’t have left for good, but to bring more pain, more misery for me.
While Kami takes a deep breath to relax, I pull my head back from her bottom and spit her dirt out of my mouth. I am never fond of blowjobs but this, a girl’s bottom, it’s even more disgusting, something I never expected but this life is full of surprises, dirty, filthy, and disgusting ones. My ass burns after the whips and my wrists, the foot has a sharp pain after hours of bondage. My headache is still live while I feel like am about to vomit. It’s just because of my mouth which was stuck to her bottom, a few minutes ago.
To summarise the last few minutes with the bitch Suzan, she barged in just a few minutes after Dave left pissed at me. She gave me a very unfriendly look the moment she came in, maybe Dave told her all about me and my ego problem. The sudden smash of the door broke my laziness and I stood attentive while she entered. After observing me and my bare body for a while she went for Kami before me and unkindly greeted her with a few lashes of whips on her legs. In response the poor soul shouted like animals, begging for mercy, unaware of why she is being beaten instead of me, but Suzan is a heartless woman, just like everyone here. She is not too older but she is professional, and the lament of pets doesn’t hamper her focus. She kept on beating her till she was satisfied, till she broke Kami. It’s so sad to see her tears, too scary to hear her shouts.
It’s hard to explain the feeling of seeing someone getting beaten in front of you, and it scares the hell to know you’re the next. Kami soon started to lament painfully, started to swing in random directions after getting whipped, while a cold wave started to shake my entire body. Although the whip Kami was subjected wasn’t so brutal, but with the intensity it was swung at her soft skin, I must say it was more than painful.
The sooner Suzan was done with Kami, she turned towards me and my heart bumped.
‘You’re next, bitch’ she said pointing a finger at me and my bones started to shake.
Taking the same whip in a hand she came in my back, and carefully inspected my buttocks but before she could beat me, she took a lipstick out of her pocket and started to write something in my body.
Alike Kami, my chest too has ‘boner 101’ encrypted, and then she goes for my lower belly and writes ‘Garage’, the same as Kami.
I can’t tell how ashamed and embarrassed I am. I am being used as a thing than a being, and I have no idea what’s the limit of pain and humiliation I’ll have to go through. Even sluts have some self-respect, some value but for me?
For them, I am just a puppet without a soul, a human without feelings.
Well after writing and drawing circles in my body, Suzan carefully observed my back and searched for marks.
‘There are already full, where should I beat you?’ she asked a silly question and looked at my thighs, the front part.
She touched it for a while and thought something. Then, without notice, she landed a whip on me, right in my lower thighs, while I clenched teeth, closed my eyes, and stretched myself to resist the pain, but even before I could’ve relaxed, she landed another, now on my belly, while I caved in to stretch to the other side. I wasn’t hit with much force but the belly is a delicate part and it hurts a lot.
No sooner than I was regaining myself, regaining my position, there came the third whip, right in my chest, between my breasts and now I was scared to be beaten on the face. It hurt a lot and I hopped in my position, rolled myself in the air.
‘Please, mam, mercy’ I begged and for the first time my voice saved me.
‘Ok but I want something in return she said and I immediately nodded without a second thought.
She, at first, went towards Kami, who was already broken. Her tears were still wetting her cheeks and the moment Suzan approached her, she started to cry, started to shake, but Suzan didn’t beat her. She loosed her hands which were suspended in the air and made her sit on butts, but didn’t free her wrists. It was still tied in her back. Making her sit, she then widened her legs and tied them in a way that she couldn’t close them no matter how much she wanted.
It was so strange to see what she was doing to her and what her plan was. Her bottom was exposed and Kami looked extremely scared. We both were unable to understand what Suzan had in mind. Maybe she planned for a dildo, a vibrator. It was just too crazy to guess.
‘Perfect’ Suzan commented on Kami’s open legs position and then approached me.
There was a strange tickle that owned my body. I was nervous and scared of what was about to happen and why Kami was tied like that, with her bottom open.
Grabbing my hair to pull me towards Kami, ‘I’ve heard you suck well’ Suzan said and dragged me towards that girl.
Using her muscles, she pressed my head down to make me kneel, and then dragged me towards the girl, bringing my head right on Kami’s bottom. It was now clear of what Suzan wanted. She wanted me to lick Kami’s bottom, a girl’s bottom, and that was the last thing I expected.
Blowjobs, although shameful but a girl’s bottom?
In no universe, I could have done that but Suzan was eager to make me do the shameful thing. She even started to drag my head on her while I started to freeze in my position, unwilling to do what was asked.
‘Come on, bitch. You dare not disobey’ she warned but it was ineffective.
I was embarrassed as hell and so was Kami who didn’t even have the strength to look into my eyes. She was busy pulling herself back, bust closing her legs but with tied hands and legs she was as helpless as me.
‘Ok. I know what language you understand’ Suzan finally gave up the formal compulsion and then lifted the whip off the floor.
A cold wave erupted as I saw her swinging arms and then I shouted painfully as the whip made a mark in my loin, a spot that didn’t had many marks. The whips didn’t finish on me completely, but the tail also landed on kami’s legs, and even she shouted with pain.
‘Yes, you worthless bitch, you deserve this’ she said and landed yet another lash on my legs, while without a second thought I leaned forward to do what she asked.
I took my mouth between Kami’s legs and nervously tasted her bottom.
‘Yuck!’ I pulled myself immediately as a foul dirty smell struck me but soon got interpreted.
‘Lick it, bitch’ I got multiple slaps in my cheeks and I once again tried for another time.
It smelled like piss and I bet I would have lost control if I was a couple of minutes more near her bottom, but with Suzan pushing me, beating my legs, I had no option but to bring my tongue in action.
‘Ouch….ahhhhhh’ sobbed Kami as I uncaringly licked her bottom cheeks enthusiastically.
She looked so uncomfortably embarrassed in getting her pit licked by a girl pet, and me on the other hand, I lost respect for myself entirely in getting her dirt in my tongue. It tasted salty, foul, even worse than the vaccine I took years ago, and soon I was on the verge to vomit. Even Suzan was pressing my head, nose in such an ill-mannered way that I was finding it hard to breathe freely.
‘Taste it, you unworthy piece of shit’ she commented, rubbed my entire face on her and I closed my eyes, resisting to save myself.
‘Come on, now, slut. Show some energy’ shouted Suzan landing a powerful leather whip on my back thighs, while I squeeze teeth, touch my lips on Kami’s bottom.
It was rough, smelly, and sweaty, but is smooth as cheeks. She must have had gone through a clean bottom shave, but I could feel some rashes at the same time, maybe the whip marks which looks painful.
‘I bet I’ll slice this ass if you won’t stop this stubbornness’ Suzan warned and landed yet another powerful whip, now on my loin.
It was painful but also in my area of resistance. I’ve been whipped so much with so many things that I can take these whips without much problem, although now, after a dozen whips in the same area of my buttocks, I feel restless.
Well, seeing me resisting, holding on to my intent, she shook her head with a dirty look and then left the room without troubling me anymore, although I know that she won’t lose to someone like me. She mustn’t have left for good, but to bring more pain, more misery for me.
While Kami took a deep breath to relax, I pulled my head back off her bottom and spit her dirt out of my mouth. I am never fond of blowjobs but this, a girl’s bottom, it’s even more disgusting, something I never expected but this life is full of surprises, dirty, filthy, and disgusting ones. My ass burns after the whips and my wrists, the foot has a sharp pain after hours of bondage. My headache is still live while I feel like am about to vomit. It’s just because of my mouth which was stuck to her bottom, a few minutes ago.




The other pet

This world has two kinds of people, the innocents and the people with power, money, and innocent people are always compelled to serve under power. Kami and I have a similar version of misery. Alike me, she too was dragged into this ugly life without choice. She used to be a free girl but then she was prisoned in this country for drug smuggling, a serious crime, and so she had to barter three years of enslavement in place of ten years in prison. 


An unofficial contract was signed and she was auctioned and sold to the highest bidder, who paid almost thirty thousand dollars to tie a belt on her neck to enslave her for 36 months. Untrained, inexperienced and unaware of this life, she tried her best to comply, to follow, and obey but no one is perfect without knowing rules, positions and punishment. After several days of pain, torture by her owner, he finally called up Dave to train her as a pet. It’s just her third day here but she looks like she’s been tortured, played for months. Her body is covered with marks of canes, whips while her face looks musty, full of dirt. With her cheeks covered with slap marks, her nose is flowing nonstop. She doesn’t look alive, and she isn’t dead either, but looks like a typical zombie who has lost mind and body to people who find pleasure in pain.
‘I can understand, sister, but you’ve to hold your patience’ I say while she tries to laugh.
It’s weird to see someone trying to laugh with such a helpless condition.
‘Patience? For three years?’ she smirks and I support her.
It’s just weeks in this life and I am already losing myself, even though I am thankful that my owners are not as cunning as hers. Atleast I get food, clothes, and a place to sleep, something that she’s deprived in her pet place. It’s sad to hear her story and I now feel lucky to be enslaved under men who atleast care about me being alive.
Last few minutes while I heard her, I came to know what worst can happen to a pet like me and compared to the rest, how nice owners I have.
‘It’s just tomorrows night you’ll face hell, rest everything is bearable, don’t worry’ she says as I look scared about the future.
‘Tomorrow night?’ I ask nervously and feel a cold wave erupting.
‘Yes, the birthday. Didn’t Dave tell?’ she asked while I am scared till bones.
‘But how do you know?’ I ask and she signaled in my unclothed chest.
‘Boner 101, it means you’ll be ganged publicly, by so many men’ she tells and my heart bumps.
A strange tickle starts in my legs and my stomach starts to churn. My brain isn’t ready to accept what my ear heard, and I am shaking nervously.
‘Was he telling the truth, about pet’s birthday and all?’ I ask and she nods.
‘Indeed. Why will he lie? He did to me, yesterday and it was the worst couple of hours of my life’ she tells.
I am unable to breathe properly. I am so fucking scared, I may pee.
‘Garage in your belly and boner in the chest, I have the marks’ she tells and correlates the marks with the ruthless birthday bash she faced.
Gulping mouthful of air inside I look at her with nervousness, unable to think, unable to accept the truth.
‘But what did I do. I was so obedient’ I say to myself and lower my eyes.
Words can’t describe how terrible I feel, how nervous I am. My thighs, buttocks, and almost every part of my body is hurt, either it's front or my bottom and I have no idea how I’ll survive with so many men molesting, playing, and ripping me a doll. I wonder if I’ll get out of it without losing my breath.
‘It’s not a punishment for disobedience, dear, it’s a part of training and you have to go through it’ Kami tells but before she finishes, I see a shadow in the ventilator.
‘Amy? Are you there?’ asks someone, and this someone is Harry, my friend.
While the other girl looks suspicious, ‘Harry?’ I respond while he struggles to climb up to see me.
‘I’m ok, Harry but won’t be well for long. Please take me out today itself’ I say crying, dripping tears as always.
While Harry is silent for a few seconds, I see Kami looking at us mysteriously. Clearly, she has no idea of what’s going on and who is outside to help.
‘Who is that?’ she whispers nervously.
I just reply with a chuckle.
‘You’ll get in so much trouble if caught’ she tells and I laugh at her.
She is absolutely right and I know it, but am willing to take that risk.
‘Arrangements have been made, Amy, trust me, but we’ll have to wait for the perfect moment, else everything will be ruined’ he says while I get out of patience.
‘I am dying here, Harry, please save me. Only if I could show myself, you would’ve known my misery’ I say, weep at myself.
‘Believe me, Amy. I know everything he says and keeps quiet for a few moments.
‘And what about my sister? Is she ok?’ I ask as I remember why am I here and for whom.
After a minute of silence, ‘She is ok, and will live’ he tells but quickly drops himself off the ventilator as I hear footsteps.
Someone is at the door and the opening of the gate lock can be heard easily.
‘Hold yourself, Amy. I’ll be back very soon’ Harry tells the last words and jumps down while I get into proper position before getting played again.




Trouble couple

This is the most uncomfortable position I am ever bond. With a few clamps in my chest, belly, and thighs, my legs have been tied open like arms, but the saddest part is I am tied upside down, exactly like how Dave warned, and with gagged mouth am unable to even beg for pity. With a little support of palms on the floor, my wrists are still handcuffed with a heavy weight hung in a way that I can’t lift my hands, and I can certainly not use to touch myself. 


With my head pressing against the floor, the entire pressure of my body is in my face and I could feel the flow of blood in my head. It’s irritable and painful, and I can’t find a comfortable position. My ankles hurt in hanging my body down and my stomach pains weirdly for the uneven position.
It’s so difficult to focus, to stay still, and to obey and I have no idea why I am being tied like this, with my legs opened wide. With Suzan and Dave doing something in the corner, I am sure my bottom is due for torture and I am fumbling with fright. Even Kami is nervously surprised by what Dave has planned for me and why he has tied me in such an awkward state. I see multiple torturing devices lying on a table, which am sure will be used on me shortly, but what’s scarier is a few electrical devices like a cattle prod, shock Tasers which are used on animals for control. I can’t even imagine how irritably irresistible it would impact on girls like me when torched with so many volts of current.  
Well, it’s happening and I see Dave approaching with a cattle prod in hand, a cunning chuckle in the face, but he isn’t coming towards me, but towards the other girl in the room whose hands are bond in her back.
She looks terribly scared, just like me. The cattle prod is too much to take, too hard to resist.
‘So Kami, how good are you at sucking?’ Dave asks her while she looks speechless, but Dave is too impatient for her answer.
Without a delay she pulls her up via hairs and drags towards me, pushing her head right in my bottom, the same as Suzan did a few minutes ago but then it was my mouth and Kami’s bottom, while now it’s vice versa.
It’s clear what he wants her to do, but the question is, is she willing to do what is asked?
Will she lick my bottom as I unsuccessfully tried minutes ago?
Well looking at her reaction, I highly doubt it. She is nervous, lazy, and too bashed in following what Dave wishes, and I can see Dave's eyes getting impatient and pissed but wait, what?
She almost jumps while sitting, shouts loudly as he touches the cattle prod in her bareback, right on her lower back thighs. A small spark was visible at impact and she falls down with tied hands. He has torched her in her delicate skin while now she is nervously shaking her head.
While he brings the prod near her back for the second torch, she helplessly tries to run but even her legs are tied as hands and she couldn’t get afar.
‘I…I…. beg you, sir, please, no’ she pleads with shouts, stretching her level best to avoid another touch of the deadly torch, but merciless Dave is too cruel for her pleading.
He once again torches her back, now in between her buttocks and she once again throws herself forwards and falls. I see her getting hurt, I see her getting torched and even upside down, now my legs are shaking like anything. Well, it’s not just my legs, it’s my entire body that is trembling with fright. I, unlike Kami, am bond upside down and if that prods touches me anywhere, I won’t be able to touch myself.
As Kami shouts, cries nervously, I see smiles in the faces of Suzan and Dave. They are enjoying the show as a circus and it’s terrible to see demons in a human body.
‘Come on now, Kami. You know what to do else this time I’ll go for your garage’ Dave warns about the unimaginable, and now I see Kami behaving like a robot.
Torching bottom is the last thing any girl would expect, the most painful thing anyone could take. Walking like a dog, she hurries towards me and without even looking at me for once, she takes her tongue out and starts licking my wet sweaty bottom.
‘Ahh…………’ I start to make low unknown noises as her tongue first massages my lower lips and then my G-strings.
Her touch although hard, but is also tender, and regardless of my position and condition, I am enjoying, getting excited. My bottom isn’t just sweaty now, but is also excitingly wet. As she goes deeper, I feel a force building inside which is tickling my thighs, churning my belly. My eyes are now closed, my legs have opened even wider.
‘Harder, Kami’ I hear a voice and all of a sudden I shout, using all my strength to swing myself back as the tenderness changes to torture.
She used teeth in reflex to what Dave did to her ass and now we both are in pain. While he unmannerly torched her again, right on her delicate back thighs, she kind of bites me in reflex, right on the most sensitive part of my body, and it’s irresistible.
‘Would you like to be torched in your crack?’ warns Dave to stop my screams and I am scared like hell.
Nervously shaking myself, I feel drops of tears through my eyes towards my head. I am so helpless that I can’t even cry, can’t even move to resist the pain.
‘Who told you to stop, bitch’ shouts Dave looking at Kami, who was pitilessly gazing at me after what she did mistakenly but she instantly lays her lips again in my bottom, and I once again close my eyes nervously.
It’s like crossing a thorny path in dark. One mistake and my bottom could be bitten, torched. I need to hold myself, hold myself tight. I need to behave, follow and stay still no matter what pain is given to me. It’s the only way to escape, the only thing for survival.
‘Harder, Kami, harder, else I’ll go for your bottom. I hope you didn’t forget what I did to you yesterday’ Dave commemorates and I could feel the change in force in Kami’s lick.
Previously she was very tender, cautious about her tongue in me but now she is doing just the opposite. It’s like a cat’s lick, hard and rough, irritating and uncomfortable. My teeth are clenched, my eyes are shut and I am doing my best to cave my bottom away but my best is the least resistance for saving me.
‘Ok enough, you are just pleasuring her instead of punishing. I expected more’ says Dave and pulls her hair back off me, while she sobs of pain.
Slapping her hard twice on her both cheeks, she even kicks on her ass. The poor helpless girl is just too tired, scared to shout, so she freezes on the floor and starts sobbing noiselessly.
‘Cane her, Suzan. Kick her ass’ orders Dave while Suzan takes her to the corner to suspend her hands and follow what Dave said.
While Suzan picks a small cane to beat the tied helpless girl, Kami looks to be losing her mind. She isn’t shouting or begging for mercy but is shaking without tears and mumbling something to herself, like having a conversation. It’s crazy, weird, and the last level of mental torture. Even though she is being beaten, she isn’t moving at all, like the canes isn’t strong enough.
I am shocked, frightened to see her losing to pain and torment but what?
No sooner than one of the pets has lost mind, Dave comes for me and ruthlessly sticks his mouth in my bottom and now it’s me who’s started to lose mind, because it’s not the tongue, but the teeth he’s using to torment. The pain is almost out of my limit as a girl’s bottom isn’t made for bites, but licks, and I can’t describe what places he’s choosing to bite me down. I would’ve been lucky he finished with just my lower lips, but he is just too cruel, a pervert.
‘Ahhhhhh………….no…’ I shout with all my might as I experience sudden unimaginable pain in my bottom.
Something that should be tenderly touched has now been bitten, and I could see stars before my eyes. It’s painful than a stab, miserable than bone crack and I use all my glucose to shake my body in every random direction. I cry, shout, bawl, and even bad mouth the heartless demon before me who stands and chuckles at my misery. I am unable to think, unable to touch and if my hands were open, I surely would have punched him in balls.
Even Suzan has stopped caning Kami and now they both are looking at me with unknown expressions. There sure is a shock in everyone’s face, but also sympathy at the same time. Everyone knows what Dave did was wrong and beyond human behavior. I still can’t see my bottom, the exact spot where he had bitten me. I hope there isn’t blood.
‘Ok enough, J. Stop else I’ll do it again’ he warns but I am not in a mood to follow.
It’s still paining, still burning, so I shake myself helplessly while I see Suzan leaving Kami and approaching for me. She still has a cane in hand and I also see Dave picking a whip from the table. It’s going worse, and now I know I am due for some spanking but I don’t know where. My entire body has rashes, marks of lashes. I have no idea where these cruel people will thrash me.
Half of my body is burning and half have gone numb since I am bond upside down. My bottom pains like hell and my chest have marks of whips which is still fresh, painful. I can hardly imagine myself after being beaten, whipped again, and that too by the cane.
While I see Dave taking the position for my front, I also see Suzan going on my back. They both have chosen a side and now my back would be caned, and my front would be whipped simultaneously.
‘Don’t do it, please. Have some pity’ I shout helplessly shaking my entire body but they start the dirty work without bothering.
First comes the whip, right on my chest, and then follows the cane on my thighs, while I nervously shake myself to and fro to resist the ruthless whacks. I am in no condition to exercise and my entire energy is already drained, so I am finding it very hard to shake myself, to resist the lashes on me. Like a full body massage they both are choosing different spots to torment me, and I, on the other hand, am sometimes crying, shouting, and sometimes surrendering my numb body to the ropes. I am just hanging, swinging, and being beaten by trainers, while the world before me looks blurry, dark. As the sounds of whips, canes, echo the room, but I am silent, numb, and surrendered to the pain. It’s like my body has now accepted the pain and is no longer resisting, and neither am I.
‘Has she lost it already?’ asks Dave to my motionless resist, while Suzan checks on me to see if I am still conscious.
She nods to confirm my condition and the couple continues the lashes on my hung body. Helpless, hopeless, and surrendered, I let my body swing accordingly without my control, taking marks all over me, while the heatless people kept on swinging arms on me for another few minutes. Now after so much torment, my eyes are fixed on an iron clip on the ceiling, and I lie upside down without any motion, like meditation. With a numb body and open arms, legs, I forget all about me, all about the current scenario, and my entire focus drifts towards the hook on the ceiling and its structure. It’s like am out of body because now the cane doesn’t pain, neither the whip hurts. It’s like am dead already.
‘Get me that’ I hear something but couldn’t focus to hear the rest.
Even my ears seem to lose the ability to hear, or maybe my brain is on a holiday. Everything around me is just hazy and a ringing sound is all I can hear. I feel my body getting cold, my legs numb and my stomach losing muscles.
‘Ouch…achhhh’ there is a sudden flow of adrenaline as I feel a spark in my low thighs and it’s enough to kick my senses.
I have been torched on my thighs and now my uneasiness is waking. I am now able to feel a sharp pain in my boded ankles, and could also feel the whips that hit my naked body just a few minutes before. My head is aching like fuck and my eyes have once again started to drip. It took me a minute to regain myself completely, to believe in the irony of reality and the moment I regained my vision, I see both Dave and Suzan waiting for me to wake.
Fuck! I lost it again. I was unconscious again.
‘You’re so weak, J. I feel like beating you all night nonstop’ Dave says the first words and I am now feeling hard to breathe.
It’s like something is stuck in my throat and I am finding it hard to swallow, and then there is so terrible uneasiness in being hung upside down. If there is a hell, it’s here and I am in it but wait. All of a sudden there is this immense discomfort & I cave in my belly, stretch my body, and clench my teeth hardest as Dave torches me in the belly. All my laziness, numbness is has vanished in a jiffy and I swing like before but what?
‘Ahh….please..no’ I shout with discomfort, shaking legs as I get another shock, right in my left thigh.
I am trembling, shaking, and doing everything I can but all is a waste. With my legs tied above me, all I can do is hurt myself more and cunning Dave isn’t stopping. His intentions are dark & clear and all he wants is to torment me and make me suffer. While I am crying of misery, his lips have a chuckle and he looks happy like there’s peace in my helpless laments.
As he brings the prod once again towards me, I hold my ears for an apology, although I don’t know my guilt. I am unaware of what wrong I did and why am I punished so ruthlessly.
‘I am sorry sir, please, don’t do this’ I scream as the tip of the prod nears my chest.
For once he pauses, then chuckles again, as if laughing at my helplessness. It’s silly to apologize as I am not here for punishment, but for training.
Without anymore words, he replies with an unfriendly gesture, and then comes the most terrible pain as he torches my chest, right on my delicate grey spot. The impact is so unexplainable, I am getting out of words. It’s like getting electrocuted, and I feel a sharp burn in my grey area, something that’s too sensitive to the torch. I swing the hardest but soon I get out of energy as before, I leave my body loose and focus on my torched spot which has now started to ache weirdly. My eyes are closed and my breath is paced like anything. I am sobbing without voice and once again my body has gone cold but what?
‘Why should one boobie have all the fun?’ I just hear a voice and then feel a sharp, immense pain in my other grey spot.
He just torched me again, now on my other breast and once again I have no words for the impact and how terrible I feel. In reflex, there is a shake of the body but that’s it. I don’t have the energy to resist or to show how bad I am feeling, how terrible how painful the torches impacted me. My whole body is numb and now I can feel my blood flowing into my veins. Weirdly it’s cold, unnatural and I have no fucking idea of what’s going on.
The ceiling before me seems to be in motion like it’s rotating and my head seems to be moving on its own. Is there an earthquake or something, or my mind has lost it again. My vision is still blurry and my tongue has loosened grip inside my open mouth.    
I feel some pressure in my upper head like it's being pressed but wait. I think I am being untied down. Yes, they are bringing me down and although I can’t feel my entire body, I feel a flow of blood in my foot as I am brought down on the floor. Rest everything looks blurry and now I see darkness, star-like things before my eyes.




Kami’s tears

Ahhh…..where am I? What is this place? I ask myself lying around an unknown empty field full of bushes, grasses.


I have no clothes and no shelter either, while I can see myself covered with unknown rashes all around my body. I am tired, thirsty, and out of energy. There is darkness, sounds of crickets and all I could see is large thorny bushes surrounding me. I am alone, naked and out of breath & feel cold and scared but wait.
What the fuck is that? What is that growling sound I hear?
It’s coming from bushes and whatever it is, it’s not human.
I held my mouth tight and try hide under big a rock nearby but still, I can sense it’s nearing me. It’s so scary and I am so fucking scared. It may be an animal or maybe worse, a ghost, a monster, who knows?
This maybe my last night and I see no way to run, no place to hide.
Help me God, please, help me out!
Now I can even smell the beast, hear its footsteps. It’s too near now and it must have smelled me, must have smelled my meat.
I must run, run for my life else I’ll be eaten.
While I run for my life, sprinting, hiding under the big grasses in the open field which looks like a lost graveyard, I hear the beast following me. It’s too fast and now I think it’s just a couple of meters behind me but wait.
I can’t hear it anymore. It’s like it’s gone, vanished. There are no grows, nor there are any footsteps. Did it lose me?
I guess no, and now I am living a nightmare as I hear its growl again, now from the other side.
Fuck, it has found me.
As I slowly turn back towards my right, I see two big yellow eyes in bushes and then, ‘…..Ahhhh……..‘ I shout nervously and close my eyes before getting eaten.
‘Sir please, don’t….’ a girl’s painful scream wakes me up while I take a deep breath to collect myself and see what’s going on and where I am.
I have an annoying headache and am weirdly low. With my hands still tied behind me, I’m still lying naked on the floor without a cover but looking at what they are doing to that girl, helpless Kami, I am scared to my bones.
Her legs are open and tied with her wrist suspended up in the ceiling. Disrobed and helpless, she’s screaming with fright but worst of all, her breasts, both of them is pierced with multiple needles and then there is this man, muscular and cruel, with another needle in hand, and a woman who’s grabbing the poor girl’s hair so hard that she is unable to move face. She is wailing, crying, screaming of pain and torment. Her eyes are red, cheeks sore. She must have been slapped ruthlessly and I see her butt and area below her wet. Alike me, she must have peed with scare and that’s likely when the torment is beyond the limit. From the time I am awake she’s screaming nonstop, like using all her strength to escape what Dave intends to do. 
‘If you don’t keep quiet, I bet I will sew that’ Dave warns Kami, pointing towards her bottom and a cold wave runs in my entire body.
Seriously? Sewing her bottom? Is this real? Is this the place where humans reside?
I can’t describe what trauma, what mental torture Kami is in, and how fucking scared I am. Even a pinch, a gentle pull pain so much, I can’t even imagine getting pierced in my private part, especially my bottom. There can’t be anything worse than that, nothing painful. Well, as Kami gets warned for the worst, she closes her eyes with force and bends her head as total surrender.
A girl’s chest is too sensitive for wild things but needles? It’s simply inhuman, I can’t find another word for it. 
‘Good girl’ Dave chuckles, rubs, massages her right breast and I see her sobbing, closing eyes.
This is too hard to see and I too close eyes before she could be pierced, and then comes a painful angry shout, a voice that tells the story of misery she’s living every day. Well, I am not brave enough to open my eyes and see what they’re doing to her and what makes her shout so much. Yes, needles are too painful to resist but this scream is different. There isn’t just one shout but she’s screaming continuously, non-stop, like she’s being pierced again and again.
What the fuck is wrong with this guy? How can he do this to her?
‘I’ll die………………, please, leave me’ I hear one more sobbing beg, and open my eyes slightly but the sooner I do so, there’s a shock that has broken my every limit of imagination.
What I am seeing right now is out of imagination, out of human thought. Kami’s breast now has a pin, an electric pin that is connected to some kind of stabilizer and she is being torched with AC current, right on one of the most sensitive parts of her skin, the grey zone. She’s shaking weirdly hard, stretching, jumping, and doing every possible thing to get that pin out of her body but it’s too professionally attached to her nipple. It’s an impossible escape and irresistible torture. She is just shaking like crazy, like mentally unstable people react when subjected to electric therapy. In the midst of crazy moves she’s also blabbing something hard to understand, and I can yet again see the satisfaction in Dave’s face. He’s happy, excited and it looks like he wants more, wants to make her suffer even more.
This goes on for a few seconds and the sooner she starts to freeze like some statue, Dave switch offs the device while she loses herself with some deep breaths. Her body gets loose and stretched, while her eyes are closed, mouth shut. This isn’t training but a torture technique used on terrorists to get information, and to do the same on some girl is just cruel.
I am unsure if she could take another shot because she looks to have loosened every bit of energy, courage, and patience. It’s just too much to take but what?
‘Ahhhhhhh………………..no…………why don’t you understand’ she wails, weeps, as Dave starts the play again even before she could’ve regained strength.
There’s a pain in her fumbling screams that’s could melt even rocks but I don’t know what Dave is, a human or monster of my dreams, and how can someone be so merciless, cruel on a girl whose only guilt is the fate which made her a pet. No one deserves this pain regardless of whatever they did. This pain, the system of enslavement is a curse and is surely the worst sin.
Well, I was right about her, and just after a few seconds of the second torch, Kami has lost herself, lost consciousness. Her body lies motionless and there are no more screams or resistance. She, like me, has lost it completely and hangs unconsciously.
The session has ended and now Dave, Suzan unties her hands, legs and lets her lie in peace. Well, this is scary because I see Dave looking at me for once, like checking if I’m awake, but I close my eyes and pretend to be asleep. He must be desperate for me to wake because Kami is no more conscious and he needs someone to play with, and I am that someone. It creeps the hell out of me and I try my best to lie motionless. I know this is a useless attempt and I will have to go through abuse and torture some time or later but what should I do?
I am sure I can’t take what Kami had gone through. Needles, torches?
I am weak and helpless, like every other pet and I need help. I need to be rescued and I need it now, before Dave comes and checks for me.
Oh Harry! Where are you?
I need you, I need you now.




23 Minutes  

Sometimes you wish to disappear so hard that even your own breath feels unfriendly. Yes, we all want peace, respect, and satisfaction but sometimes life gets so rude that your own existence itself is a curse and your life, a punishment.


Have you seen dogs fighting for a piece of meat?
I am sure you have but before I tell where I am and in what condition, let me elaborate the story of meat with dogs.
There’s a piece of forgotten, abandoned meat separated from others, lying alone in the darkness waiting to be served but then comes a group of hungry dogs. That meat needed to be washed, cooked and served in the plate but the cruel dogs tear it apart in multiple pieces, and the identity of meat vanishes within a couple of seconds.
Now imagine the dogs as men without a heart, and the piece of meat as me. Abused, fucked, groped, molested and now I am out of words what I had to go through in the last few minutes. Lying disrobed on the floor of the farm, I am dirty with half of my naked body covered with men's saliva, cum, and half with my own sweat. There are fresh marks of bites, hickey on my entire body and private parts, and my entire body feels weirdly tired and cold. It’s like I am in anesthesia and even after sincere attempts, I am finding it very hard to move. What happened to me is an insult to mankind, an insult to our species but now after seeing so much, nothing surprises me. It’s just another day.
To recap the last few minutes, it was almost a couple of hours since Dave left Kami on the floor after piercing, torching her private parts. It was so hard, painful that she lost herself, stopped fighting, and surrendered at the end, while I was so fucking frightened that I pretended to be unconscious, the same as I was after getting beaten both by Dave and Suzan. I was still cold & numb, lying in my piss, searching for peace, a comfortable position but with fresh marks of lashes in my front and back, it was very annoying to sit or to even lie down. I was radiating heat & a strange scare was ruling my heart. I wasn’t prepared for what was coming and I wasn’t ready for anymore torture or punishment. Two hours passed in silence but no one came in to ask for food or even water. My throat was dry and my cheeks were frozen with tears. Kami was still motionless and Sun was about to dive for the afternoon.
It was all cool and quiet but then I heard the door getting opened and with wrists still tied on my back, I somehow crawled back towards a clean corner. I knew whoever it was in the door wasn’t friendly and was coming for me. The time for rest was over I was up for some torment.
‘Oh, you’re awake. Thank God’ Suzan said with a deep breath and came to me.
While I lowered my eyes with scare, she touched my cheeks then my breast, just to examine my condition. After my top, she went for my back and checked my buttocks, thighs, and then the bottom.
‘Yuck, what’s that smell?’ she asked and immediately knew it was my piss.
‘You are one dirty bitch’ she held her nose and searched for something.
Soon she saw a bucket in a corner and she went for cleaning foam. I am so embarrassed to tell what she did next. Like an infant, I was washed with foam and detergent. Yes, you heard it right, detergent. Without untying my wrists she bathed me on her own, rubbing all over me carefully, cleaning even my private parts, even my butthole. It was so unnecessarily abusing, and I could’ve done that without help, without extra hands. Her palms rubbed my entire unclothed body & I felt undesirably uncomfortable as she ticked my lips, my bottom lips, and then played with my crack in a teasing way. 
She never left a part untouched, never left a hole unattended and somewhere in between I too felt a build of force inside me but I soon regained my senses and controlled my emotions. I maybe a pet but I am straight. The thing she did to me wasn’t appealing but an abuse, a humiliation and I, in no universe, am not a lesbian. It was all good and peaceful but soon she whispered something in my ear that made me shake my legs with scare.
‘Come on darling, the men are here’ she whispered the moment she fished touching, playing with my youth and my eyes went big.
‘Who?’ I asked back and she smiled.
‘Happy birthday’ she whispered, smiled and that was the answer to all my questions.
I knew it was coming but I didn’t knew it was now, today itself. It’s just my first day and I am already so hurt, disturbed and so unready to be played with so many men, but I also knew that my mental or physical condition had nothing to do with Dave's plans.
If he wanted to celebrate my birthday now, it will be now.
‘Come on now, you’re fresh to be served’ said Suzan and helped me lift myself off the floor and walk outside the room where I was brought almost six hours before.
Kami, who was still unconscious, already told me how she was played, tormented, and molested a day before and now it was my turn. It was weird and although I should have been shaking with fright, I wasn’t, rather, I was in control, not normal but ok. Yes my thighs were shaking and my body still felt numb, but my breaths were ok and my brain was in control.
The sun struck my eyes & my naked body the sooner I stepped out of the room and placed my legs on the farm. It was warm and noisy outside, a relief, but then there were approximately a dozen hungry men waiting for food, and the moment I walked outside bare body, there was silence all around. No one spoke a word or commented on a girl walking without any clothes, but every eye was gazing at my curves, my uncovered body. Every soul was desperate to get me.
‘Welcome J, welcome back to reality’ commented someone on my lazy legs and I knew that voice pretty well.
It was Dave and he’s too was eager to serve me to hungry people. He was hiding between other men and my eyes were searching for him from the very beginning. It was so scary to see him approaching and my legs stopped on my own the sooner my eyes saw him but Suzan was still there and she once again grabbed my hair to push me near him. As I somehow walked towards Dave, people gathered around me and I was taken to a table that had a large cake. My pet name was engraved in it and a few magic candles were installed.
‘I hope you’re ready, J’ asked Dave and now other men started to chit-chat, mostly about my nakedness, my curves.
Most of them were the same as Dave, muscular, tall, and old but few were young, three-four years older than me and I could see their thing up behind their pants. Their eyes were frozen on everything other than my face and I could feel the upcoming gang-bang.
‘You must have had a habit of wearing fancy clothes on your birthday but here we celebrate a pet’s birthday nude, just the way you were born’ he told and unmannerly smacked my curved butts while others laughed.
I was so abusing to get laughed at and beaten at the same time. I could also feel a few fingers that were already in my back, touching my butts, my thighs, and loin. It was dirty and lusty but I was there just for that, for entertainment, and there was no point resisting, as it would only bring me pain.
‘By the way, how old are you?’ asked Dave and I waited for a moment as Suzan forced me to kneel in between everyone, taking my hairs in clutch.
’23, sir’ the moment I told my age, I hear a weird wooing sound, like everyone was happily surprised.
’23 is a big number’ said some and others laughed, felt excited.
I had no idea what was the relation between my age and laughs. Why were they excited to know my age?
Well, like old tradition, twenty-three candles were placed on the cake and I was asked to puff but the moment I bent to blow, someone slapped my butts and I had to stretch up. It was so hard & perfectly hit, I almost jumped on my spot. For a moment my butt felt burning and then numb.
It was an old man and he had a smile for what he did.
‘What, we can’t let you blow just like that’ he chuckled and the message was clear.
I would be slapped in the back, almost everywhere until I blow all the candles and the scary it sounds, it was more. With tied hands I couldn’t even touch myself so the best option was to struggle and blow off every last candle the fastest I can, but it wasn’t a piece of cake. Magic candles are very hard to blow.
Well, as I started the struggle, I felt rough palms of muscular men swinging arms in my hurt buttocks, and it was too painful to sustain. I hate the magic candle which is too hard to blow, and when the number is 23, it’s a superhero job. Being bent to blow, there were uncountable slaps in my butts, loin, and my thighs and along with that I could also feel some going for my bottom and butthole. It was annoying, irritable, and also irresistible. My eyes were dripping again and I was crying of misery, weeping of disgrace, disgust, and by then only half of the candles were blown.
‘Come on J, your ass is already red. Try harder’ Dave said looking at my tears and lamenting like crazy, I used all my might to blow remaining and I was successful.
It was not more than two-three minutes of bash but my back, my butt was already as numb as a lifeless table and I can still feel the slaps in my back even till now.
‘Good girl’ appreciated Dave while others clapped at my success.
It was all so shameful and humiliating, tied and beaten by so many strangers. I just knelt again and sobbed at my situation, knowing it was just a start. The main play was about to come and I was so scared to be wasted in hands of multiple crazy men.
‘Come on boys, tie her up’ said Dave and without any more commands, two of the younger men picked me up like a bag and then tied me to the table with my hands and legs roped to either end of the table.
My legs were opened and so were my arms and I was laid the same way a patient is laid on a surgery table. I had no fucking idea of what was going on why I was tied in such a weird position.
Will I be played one by one?
Will I be beaten in sequence?
I had no idea but then I saw some men coming towards me with a big piece of cake in hand. First they put a part in my mouth, forcing me to eat, then they wasted the big part by rubbing, greasing my naked body with it. It was so weird because all that cake was being rubbed in almost all my body parts, especially my sex organs and I still had no idea the motto behind it. By the time they finished, I was painted with cake and it was so irritating to lie naked in Sun with all these men gazing upon me.
‘Gentlemen, before we start, let’s thank our brother Dirk for agreeing/arranging this intimidating pet for party’ Dave said and then I saw the person entirely responsible for my condition.
Dirk, my owner was also here but was hiding somewhere behind unknown faces.
Well a laud of clap followed for Dirk and he had the same cunning chuckle as always. He was actually proud to hand a girl in hands of Dave, proud for my sufferance.
‘Before we start, why not you cut a slice of cake yourself, brother’ Dave offered and Dirk was happy to accept.
Opening his zip, he took his thing out which was already up and hard, and soon got inside me swinging in and out. Abused and humiliated, I closed my eyes and shouted in pain but he got deeper, harder, and stared tormenting me with powerful jerks.
Although I was addicted to his moves & jerks, I don’t know why he seemed different, uneasy. Maybe he wanted others to show how cruel, cunning he is. Maybe there was hidden pride in making me shout. I just looked into his eyes and asked for mercy, asked for help but he chuckled instead, giving a clear message of what he wanted. He wanted me to suffer, wanted me to be played publicly. He wanted me to be the meat for dogs but I was too weak.
There sure was a force building inside me but before I could get to the climax, I felt him shooting inside. His eyes were closed and his body stretched.
‘All yours, gentlemen’ I heard the last words and saw everyone approaching.
The sun above me started to hide between men with open zips and soon I could feel teeth, tongues rolling all over my body. The cake in my body started to get licked and my private parts were being explored all together simultaneously by multiple things. Some were playing, some were testing my limit. My legs, chest and almost my every body part were being played, molested and I kept on shouting for help, kept on begging for mercy but with my legs and hands it was once again an inescapable struggle. My chest was being sucked, beaten, and licked, and so was my bottom and back, & all I remember is my inability to resist, my struggle, and the tears written in my fate. I lost count of time, lost the count of things in my every hole. I just shouted and shouted and at last, as always, I surrendered to the beasts that didn’t leave me before every gram of cake was licked off my entire body.
Sometimes you wish to disappear so hard that even your own breaths feel unfriendly. Yes, we all want peace, respect, and satisfaction but sometimes life gets so rude that your own existence itself is a curse and your life, a punishment.
Abused, fucked, groped, molested and now I am out of words what I had to go through in the last few minutes. Lying disrobed on the floor of the farm, I am dirty with half of my naked body covered with men's saliva, cum and half with my own sweat. There are fresh marks of bites, hickey on my entire body and private parts, and my entire body feels weirdly tired and cold. It’s like I am in anesthesia and even after sincere attempts, I am finding it very hard to move. What happened with me is an insult to mankind, an insult to our species but now after seeing so much, nothing surprises me. It’s just another day.
It’s been quite a few minutes when I was left alone after the public disgrace, but I am still finding it very hard to move myself, even turn to the other side. The men responsible for this are sitting afar with beer and food but no one has asked me for anything, not even water. Even Dirk is unaware of my condition, careless of his pet’s health while I am just losing tears from the last few minutes, or maybe an hour, and I am still sure it isn’t over yet, not before I am beaten or punished for nothing.
‘You want some water?’ someone asks and now I see a shadow in me.
It’s a random face and he has a bottle in hand. While I try to get up, he helps me up to take in some liquid. It feels so nice to get my throat wet. I was thirsty for God knows how long.
‘Thank you, sir’ I whisper breathlessly finishing the bottle in a go and he smiles.
This smile feels good and I don’t know why but he looks friendly. I didn’t see him before when everyone was on me.
‘You want more? Some food maybe?’ he asks and I answer without a word.
Yes, I need food but who knows who he is and what he’ll do. He might get his thing in my mouth as food, so I kept quiet.
‘Don’t worry, Amy. Your misery will end soon’ he says to me by name and in a jiffy I know who he is.
He must be a friend of Harry and I am so happy that help has arrived, finally.
‘Where’s Harry?’ I ask and he nods.
‘Ira’ he says, smiles and that’s enough.
I understood my sister is in the process to be saved and it’s such a relief. Once she’s saved, I too will be free. I have full trust in Harry and his men.
‘Well well well. Look who’s up’ comments Dave and I see people approaching towards me with the same disrespectful intent.
‘Hold yourself, Amy. Harry is on way, we all are’ the man says and leaves me alone while I cross my legs to save myself from the second wave of insult.
I close my legs, turn to my back. It’s so embarrassing to lie shamelessly naked between retarded drunk men, whose only intent is to bring me trouble. I think a pet life is full of it and the girl who spends a long time serving is used to such things, the same as Kami, and maybe me. Without many words, signals are exchanged and I am being picked up again by the same young men. Dirk is also here but as like everyone else, he’s just enjoying the game, enjoying whatever is happening to me. Previously I thoughts pets are meant to serve only one man, the owner but this training, or whatever this is, has changed my perception drastically. I am no more a private property but a public entertainment.
Well, my hands are being tied again and suspended above in ceiling and my legs are wrapped. I know what’s going to happen. I will be beaten publicly and this will be the toughest, I don’t know how but it will be else how will the spectators enjoy. Now I know the louder I shout, the painful I lament, the more the sadists are satisfied. My misery, tears, and scream is food, peace to them and this world is full of weird things after vampires. It has monsters who own girls, pets and they feed on our pain, suffering.
I see a table full of whips of all kinds, canes of every length and I still have no idea what’s going to happen, how and who will beat me.
‘So J, here are rules. You’ve turned 23 today and so you have two choices, either to get lashes from 23 men or to get lashed for 23 minutes. It’s simple and your choice’ Dave tells and my heart punches my chest as I hear the bloody rules.
23 minutes of beating sounds scary but getting beaten by 23 men sounds even scarier. I can only wonder and question my survival if 23 persons beat me one by one.
‘You have five seconds, J, else we’ll do both’ says Dave after waiting for me like ten seconds, and out of option I shout, ’23 minutes, sir’.
Dave chuckle at me and I bet it’s sarcastic. I answered too quickly without knowing the rules but hey, I am a pet & there are no rules for my owners.
‘You hear her brothers, let’s get started’ Dave claps and calls everyone while I feel a cold wave erupting, my entire body muscles getting clenched.
I didn’t knew I’ll be beaten for 23 minutes by everyone and now I think I made a huge mistake. It could be five lashes per second, maybe more and I will be tied, screaming all time. My stomach churns and there are butterflies in my entire body. This is what Kami was talking about and her body was proof of it. I feel like I am about to be hanged and no one is asking about my last wish.
There is no escape, no mercy so for once I close my eyes to pray for life but soon I feel a whip storming in my loin with incredible force. It was Dirk with the first shot and it was painful as usual. I bent, stretch and move my body but before I could breathe again, there comes the second shot right on my belly. It’s from a stranger and it hit me across my bellybutton. It’s painful and it hurts like hell. As I stretch back to resist I feel the same pain, now in my thigh by some random person and my eyes get closed, start leaking. I shout but before I can complete, another similar whip ends in my chest, right on my grey zone, as he aimed for it. I bet it felt like a cut with a knife and I shout with all my might.
‘Yes, you hit her in spot’ says some, claps on his victory while I shake myself incredibly hard, shout like animals.
One after another the whips, canes are aimed at me and sadly everyone’s primary target is my private parts. I jump, stretch and do every possible move to save myself but with tied hands and legs I am open to limited space. Some are successful in hitting me on spot, some are not, while I am the only one who suffers in every shot, either in the spot or in some other part. One after another lashes are landed in me and soon my voice deems and my legs get tired of continuous stretches and jumps.
Even the voice of people cheering deems and there’s a darkness that lies in my eyes. I have no sense of time or space, or where I am hit, but I feel like I am flying. It’s so beautiful out here. I see a bright light and can hear birds chirping. This looks beautiful, different.
Am I dreaming, or am I dead?  




Train to freedom

A low growl is audible and a cold breeze blows.
I see the plants shaking but there’s no one around. Everyone is inside their room and there is a weird silence, darkness outside. Moon is playing hide & seek with clouds, and I am so scared inside my blanket. I can even hear footsteps outside my window, there must be the monster who visits my garden everyday. I am just lucky not to be seen till now, not to be heard. It comes here daily at the same time, 11:30, and it’s just the right time.
I am so scared, so alone but wait.
Where is it gone? Did it leave already?
There is a pin drop silence outside my house and I can neither hear growls, nor its footsteps. Even the bushes have stopped shaking and the moon is also peeking outside the clouds to see what has happened.
Did the monster actually leave?
Wait, I don’t think so. A low growl is once again audible and now it isn’t coming from outside but from my room, right under my bed.
Oh God! Help me out
It’s going louder, scarier and I slip the whole blanket over me. I could also feel someone touching the blanket from outside. I can even feel its palms scrolling the cover and I don’t know what to do.
‘Emily?’ I hear a low whisper.
How the hell does it know my name?
‘Emily? Are you scared again?’ someone asks and this sounds friendly.
It’s my father and finally I feel brave, kind of ecstatic. My father is here, finally and now no monster can scare me, because he can fight anything. Happy of his presence I finally come out of the blanket but what?
There is no one here and I think I have been tricked by the monster of magic. I think he’s just behind me waiting to turn or maybe he's somewhere above me. Yes, he must be above me as I can feel drops of its saliva in my shoulders.
I close my eyes tight and hug my blanket while feel it’s approaching me slowly and steadily.
‘Leave me alone, please’ I say without opening my eyes and feel his touch in my body.
It’s soft and warm but I am still scared to death.
‘Wake up, Emily, wake up’ all of a sudden I hear its voice and somehow this voice feels familiar.
‘You’re dreaming, sister, wake up’ I hear it again and slowly open my eyes to see a face I missed for so long.
‘Ira? Is it really you?’ I ask touching her smiling face, and snuggle my beloved little sister.
She feels warm, feels like me, and she too grips me tight like old times while a drop of tear sneaks through my eyes and travel all across my cheek.
‘Oh sister! How’re you? I missed you so much’ I kiss her multiple times in multiple locations and she does the same.
There’s no light and I guess we’re in some train which is rumbling across a forest in dark. I have no idea how I ended up here.
‘I am fine, I too missed you’ she replies sobbing at my arms and holding each other to feel her presence, to feel love.
‘Hold on, how am I here? Who saved me?’ I ask as all of a sudden I remember the last time when my eyes were open.
The last I remember, I was tied to the ceiling and was being beaten by multiple men, and then I lost consciousness.
‘Harry. He saved us both’ she tells, smiles, while I look around us to search for the love of my life who risked his life time after again to save me on multiple occasions.
‘He isn’t around. He left’ she tells and shows a bag which has some food, money for our escape.
‘Didn’t he tell anything?’ I ask while she shakes head.
‘He just left and asked us to never return’ she tells the same thing Harry told me last time he rescued me from Dirk’s palace.
‘Well, how did he save me? How did he get me out between so many men?’ I ask while Ira looks at me with surprise.
‘So many men? Sister, I am really sorry you had to go through so much just to save me’ she says, sobs and snuggles me again while I pat her hair softly.
Clearly she has no idea of how I was saved and even I would never know how Harry rescued me from hell. Well, I feel thirsty, I feel sad. I wish I had something to pay him back, something to thank.
‘By the way, where are we going? Airport?’ I ask while she shakes her head.
‘No, definitely not. Dirk’s men would be around the suspected places. We need to go as far as we can without getting exposed’ she tells giving me a long gown with a hood, something similar like she’s wearing.
Yes I need it, I need the gown. I have marks of lashes in my body, the remains of slap marks in my cheeks and I guess it won’t vanish sometime soon. I need lone time, I need alone time where I can collect myself to regain my identity, reclaim my freedom.
This is me, Emily, signing off for a new life.
 




Epilogue

I know that after finishing this part you will be left with a lot of questions related to the truthfulness and veracity of the story.


After all, why will anyone chose a life full of pain, humiliation and amusement, but before we can judge, we need to know that this world is a place of identities and individuals. Every mind is different and everyone is unique. 


Democracy is not just a thing in the book of laws but is a God-given gift. Some find pleasure in domination and some enjoy getting dominated, and it’s pointless to find the reason for either of their choices. 


Yes, there lies a world of domination & submission, which is still hidden for people who believe in true love and that sort of thing. It can only be seen if you’re part of it and if not, you’ll figure it out as soon as you see Santa.
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Getting myself exposed to pen erotica will only make my life worse, but I promise to entertain my readers in this and every future projects.

I hope you can cope up with my complication of being anonymous. If my story touched you or if you like to know me in person, you can always show your love by dropping a mail at s.m.kira98@gmail.com

S.M. Kira





Books In This Series

Emily's

I never thought of losing my virginity like this, bound and suspended, in hands of a dark master. I never imagined getting played and used by goons of the village. My life was beautiful. I used to dream, set goals but then came a loan that can’t be paid. It’s even more than my youth, bigger than my life and so here I am now, enslaved under the agreement, lying in chains without anything to cover myself. 

He owes me now, owns everything I have and I am compelled to comply, else my family will be troubled. I am breathing but there is nothing left to live. I am alive but enslaved by force. I can't recall the time when I was happy, when I used to smile. Now all I have here is darkness and chastity, and all I remember is punishment and maltreatment. I am on the edge of losing my mind, on the verge of losing myself forever. 

Warning: Strictly 18+ This Dark Obsession novel is full of violence and women torture scenes. 

This is NOT a romance. Read-only if you like these genera.
The Debt Payback
 
My life was beautiful. I used to dream, set goals but then came a loan that can’t be paid. It’s even more than my life and dignity so here I am now, compelled to comply with the agreement.

I belong to him now and he owes me now, owns everything I have and I have to cooperate else my family will be troubled.

I am breathing but there is nothing left to live. I am alive but my independence is lost. I can't recall the time when I was happy, when I used to smile. Now all I have here is darkness and locked emotions, and all I remember is rules & punishment. I am on the edge of losing my mind, on the verge of losing myself forever.
Prisoner of the Goons
 
Do you know what’s the heaviest burden for a girl like me?

A debt that cannot be paid by money, but by surrendering my life in hands of a man without a heart. It was my mom who unknowingly took a loan from a person whose passion is to trap girls like me to make them his pet for life.

Yes, I am a victim and was taken by his men for entertainment but luckily I somehow managed to run off his palace with help of my childhood friend Harry but now, after four years of peace, my troubles have returned.

Now they have taken Ira, my little sister, who was running/hiding for all these years but was finally caught by Dirk’s men. Now I am being called to resume my service and with my sister in the hands of goons, I don’t have a second option.

My life is about to fall again in hands of those heartless men and I don’t know how long I’ll serve them.




Books By This Author

Compelled to Serve: K Diaries Trilogy
 
You know what's the worst day of my life?

It wasn’t the day when I lost my mom, or when I was abandoned by my own father, but it was the day when I was sold to a man.

People often are unhappy due to a shortage of wealth and love but for me?

I don’t even have freedom, my will, my independence. Yes, I am being owned and I lost it all the day I was sold to my master. Now the only thing left in my life is to obey, to follow commands and I am bond to do it, and the times I care about anything other than my master, I get punished.

Here is my story of how I turned my beautiful life into a living hell. How I got myself into a slave’s life, just for the sake of a few hundred dollars.
Punished Schoolgirl: Punishment and Submission
 
A teacher-student relationship gets very complicated term if either of them is willing to cross the limit.

Allison is a high school girl and previously she has been detained promotion for failing in two subjects. She must pass this year else she will be expelled for failing twice in the same standard. Tomorrow is her Biology exams but due to some complications, she is unable to prepare well for the exam and ultimately screws it all over again.

Now the only option left for her to pass is to please Mr. Kamper, her Biology teacher, in any way he wants. It’s her choice that will decide her future.

What will she do? Will she choose her career over dignity or will she fail and get expelled?

Later, after spending 24 hours with his Biology teacher, she comes to know that she hasn’t done god in her Mathematics Exams, so now she has to spend another 24 hours with her Mathematics teacher.

As told by Mr. Kamper, her biology teacher, Mr. Smith is a man with a different taste, a lover of dark desires so she knows that she will be dominated and may also be punished.

What will she do? Will she choose her career over dignity or will she fail and get expelled?
Billionaire's Lustpuppet
 
18+ only

Do you have a dark secret?

Well, I do.

For the world, I am a simple girl with an innocent face, but deep down I have sold my soul to a person who owns half of this city, a billionaire. Yes, even though I still love my dignity and independence above everything, I still did a big mistake in bargaining my youth in return for money.

Well, I am not proud of what I did, neither I regret it, but only now I have discovered that the crazy rich bastard isn’t a lover of regular sex, but is sadistic who enjoys other's sufferance. He finds pleasure in my pain and now I am busted. He is above law and no matter what I do, I am bound to submit to him.

My choice no longer matters and the only thing that can save me from trouble is to obey, to surrender.

This book contains extreme scenes of torment and torture, so people offended by such genera must avoid reading it.
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