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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’
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What's inside









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 heartless man. 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. 








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




Rope and cane

Where am I? I ask opening my eyes in a dark unknown location.
There’s a headache and the world before me looks a kind of blurry.
Is it a dream? Is it real?
What place is this?
I am naked in a field with nobody around. There are gigantic grasses all around me tickling my bare body. The leaves rustle as a soft breeze passes through the field, making the place even more weird, kind of scary. With so little light around, I could barely see. The sounds of beetles and grasshoppers make the place even weirder, kind of haunted.
I want to shout for help but who knows what could I awaken. The moon is up in the skies but it’s dark and quiet. God knows where I am. It’s so cold out here, and I have nothing to wear. I am shivering and scared. The moonlight striking my nude body is making me bluish and visible.
It’s so uncomfortable to be naked and alone.
I place one of my arms around my chest to cover my bare breast and another to cover my bottom. I fear to be seen like this, nude, so I bend myself to hide under the grasses.
I don’t know how I came here and what this place is. I can’t even recall where I was last, maybe at my apartment. It’s getting awkward and scary. Neither I know a way out from here, nor can I see anyone around. My heart is pacing, my hair is erect. I am stuck, lost & I must find a way out soon, else I will die of cold.
Help me, God!
Clearing the grasses off my way, I slowly move forward, and walk a few steps towards a random direction, trying to find some light in the dark, but no sooner than I walked a dozen steps, I feel like something is following me.
It’s so creepy. I can even hear its footsteps. I quickly stop to concentrate on the scary sound following me, but as I stopped, it also has stopped, like it doesn’t want to be seen, just like me.
‘Oh Fuck! What is that?’ I ask myself and hold my breath, trying to be as silent as I can.
Is it some animal, some ghost?
I don’t know and I can’t even run, not forever. I am so busted.
As I hide in the grass, I hear a breath, and it’s not humanly. It’s not even an animal breath. Now it has started to walk like it has lost me and is eager to find me again. I can hear it passing through the grasses around me, searching for me with the least noise.
Ahh…it’s so scary. I can hear the growls now, like a huge dog, a wolf maybe, but why is he following me?
I must be its food. Oh, God! I goona die.
Ahhh…I’ll have to run off this place as soon as I can, but I fear I’ll be followed and caught because I can’t be as fast as that animal, or whatever it is.
As I hear it passing by my left without seeing me hiding, I quietly slip myself to the opposite side, making the least noise but wait. I think I can’t hear its footsteps anymore.
Has it run away or has it heard me walking? I don’t know and I am so confusingly nervous.
‘Help me God’ I whisper and lie in the grass again, trying to sneak through it but now I can see nothing.
Maybe it has gone but wait. What’s in my legs?
My heart pounds as I feel someone touching the back of my right leg.  It’s so scary, it has found me. I close my eyes and quickly jerk my legs to get over it and then sat on my back, trying to defend myself.
Touching my toes softly, this creepy animal is now sniffing on my waist. I am so fucking scared, I can’t even open my eyes.
‘Wake up, girl. Wake up’ said someone while it’s hard for me to follow.
Well, atleast it’s a human voice.
‘Open eyes, girl. Wakeup’ someone says and I slowly opened my eyes, trying to differentiate between dream and reality.
# Dream ends and now I am lying naked inside the palace.
It’s Bob and he is smiling. I still have no clothes in my body and my wrists are still tied to my back.
All I remember before passing out is the brutal whips on my back, uncountable, unbearable, and then my screams and shouts to make him stop. I am a strong girl and I never remember losing myself to pain but everyone has a limit. The torment was too much to resist and I lost consciousness the moment I shouted the loudest.
Well Bob chuckles at my marks and I feel a headache, a big one, but with tied hands, I can’t even touch myself.
Dehydrated, tormented, ‘Water….I need some water’ I bawl first words with dry throat but he’s least interested in my pain and sufferings.
‘You’ve been gone a long time’ he tells and I look around myself.
I am all alone at the same place where I was kept captive the last time, inside the smelly dark room in the palace. I must have been brought here after I lost consciousness.
I don’t know what time is it, probably midnight, or maybe evening, and I also don’t know how I will get over this trouble. I am hungry, thirsty, and broken. It’s cold out here and neither do I have anything to cover my body nor do I have a source of heat to warm myself. My buttocks ache, my legs pain and I feel a burning sensation in my bottom.
Only if my hands weren’t tied, I could have massaged my bottom but I know he won’t agree to free me.
Sex is a beautiful act, a thing to enjoy but only if it’s done with a mutual will. There is no greater mental, physical abuse than getting played forcefully but in my case it wasn’t a just play. I was also humiliated and beaten.
‘Water…please…I need water’ I whisper without much energy while Bob signals me towards a tap in the corner.
That tap looks old and dirty but I need drinking water. For a second I look into Bob’s eyes helplessly but he signals me to manage and obey. Well, it’s better to drink dirty than to die thirsty. Using all my energy I try crawling my mucky bare body towards the old rusty tap on the corner.
‘Well Dirk will be coming in few minutes, so be ready with some energy’ says Bob while I crawl towards the tap.
After what was done to me in the last few hours, I desperately need a bath. Other than my body, even my face is dirty.
I never thought I will be ever back here again, in this dungeon, my hell, my prison. Well, I can’t recall much of it but I do remember the first few hours when I was brought here again the second time. After Bob molesting me in the truck, I was finally inside the palace premises and I remember the cold shiver in my entire body.
# A few hours back after I was taken
‘Welcome back, bitch’ whispered Bob the sooner we entered through the iron gates of the palace.
Although I was already trying to get off the truck on my own, he somehow pushed me outside. I didn’t fell, not completely, but the unexpected jerk made me lie on the muddy floor. Before I could’ve stood, Bob too jumped off the truck and placed his butts on me, resisting me to stand.
It was so mean and rude. I had no idea what he was trying to do because he had already done so much to me in the truck.
‘I was waiting for this for so long’ he whispered in my ears and after pinching my chest twice, he started tying my wrists on my back.
It was sunny but I was shaking. I remember what he did to me the last time and I also knew this would be worse. Tying my hands on my back meant I wasn’t meant to be played but was up to abuse, punishment, and I know what animals held me captive.
‘I’m sorry, Bob. Please don’t do this to me’ I urged for mercy although I knew it was useless.
He chuckled in reaction to confirm my doubt.
I was so scared because now I was surrounded by almost a dozen men, all gazing at me in a very disrespectful way, like yearn to taste my youth. It was so embarrassing to lie in front of so many horny goons whose eyes were at my private parts.
Tying my wrists on my back, he once again pinched harshly on my chest, and in reaction, I shouted. It was hard and mean. Nipples are too sensitive to be pinched with a hurting intent.
‘You’ve no idea how yearn I was to do this to you’ he said and before I could beg for mercy, he started tearing my clothes one by one.
Well, I did expect this, the strip and humiliation, but I didn’t expect it to happen before so many persons. It was like a show, a kind of public humiliation. First my top and then my skirt. Slowly I was being stripped forcefully. Although it was obvious, I started crying, and believe me, I am not that weak.
‘I beg of you Bob, please, not here’ I pleaded but it was useless as always.
My voice wasn’t strong, neither were my tears. I couldn’t see myself naked in front of so many men so I closed my eyes while Bob continued what he started. In mere few seconds, he took off all of my clothes including my undergarments, and pinched me again in both of my breasts.
I shouted with all my energy but my voice wasn’t audible between such noisy men who were making comments about a naked lady lying between them, me, who had no courage to open eyes and face humiliation in public.
‘Open your eyes, bitch. I want you to see this’ Bob shouted, slapping my cheek and then grabbed my hair to pull me up.
I have no words to describe how painful it was when I got pulled through my hair. It was like living hell. I almost blacked out for a moment.
Well, I did just as he asked and stood in my legs. My head was down and my eyes were on the floor. With my hand-tied on my butt, I didn’t even had my palms to cover my private parts. Every eye was on me, moving across my body up and down to check my sensitive parts which were now exposed in public.
‘Fuck! Look at her, look at her bottom’ someone said.
I can’t tell how paced my heart was. Humiliation cannot have a worse face than what I was facing.
‘All I need is an hour’ someone commented and I gulped a mouthful of abuse.
‘I will get her for sure’ I heard a desire, ‘fuck! dying to eat her’ I heard another.
Standing naked between so many men and getting comments on my situation was making me feel like a real slut, a prostitute.
While I was holding my position with shattered self-respect and womanhood, I saw Bob tying his truck’s back with a rope. I had no idea what was in his mind. He tightened one of the rope’s ends from his truck and brought another towards me.
I was shaking all body. God knows what he was about to do.
‘Kneel’ he shouted and I put my knees on the floor while he took a small pet belt out of his pocket and wrapped it around my neck.
I knew what was happening. I saw it in movies, read it in books. Slave owners use to tie belts in slaves’ necks as a sign of ownership. Belts in my neck meant I was a pet now, a private entertainment.
He had a smile the sooner he tied the knot and I was wet with humiliation. That one belt on my neck crushed all my self-respect, my ego, attitude in a jiffy. I was low, down to earth, kneeling before a goon without any clothes. It’s indescribable of how I felt, how distressed, how humiliated. All my rights, my identity was gone and I now was a pet of a man.
Well after the belt, he made my hair to a pony. It was so weird to sit in the silence between so many noisy men. He also tied the other end of the rope to my neck, the one which was attached to the truck, and even by then I had no idea why he did so but soon I knew.
‘Let’s get you a tour of our place’ he said laughing and left for the truck.
My heart started to race the sooner I heard him starting the truck.
What will he do? Will he drag around the palace? Will I die here?
A thousand scary thoughts hindered me all at once, scaring me to bones, but before I could confirm my doubts, he accelerated the truck.
‘Fuck! No’ I shouted as the tension rose on the rope, pulling me towards the truck.
With my hands tied on my back and my neck to the truck, there was no choice but to run along with the truck so I did what was required to stay alive. With eyes full of tears and my body shrouded with mud, I ran to follow the truck, ran to save my life.
It was so humiliating to hear claps and laughs all around. I felt like a joker, an entertainer, but in a horny, humiliating way. A helpless naked lady was running to save her life and with people enjoying the drama, it felt I wasn’t on earth but in some place where humanity didn’t exist.
Yes, I did a mistake to run off the palace but this?
This was not a human deed. Bob indeed has a heart of a devil.
I didn’t remember if it was two rounds or three rounds of the palace but at the end, my legs gave up and I fell. There was a sharp pain in my back and then a blackout of few seconds and I remember losing myself to the situation. I couldn’t hear voices neither I saw who were near me. It was all black and peaceful.
‘Not so soon, bitch’ said Bob, sprinkling drops of water before I could’ve passed out completely and I somehow opened my eyes.
I was hurt and broken with my entire body aching. Sweaty and dirty, I felt like a human version of a pig. It was so harassing and hurting, it’s difficult to describe in words.
‘Get up…get up’ shouted Bob at my lethargic movements but before I could stand on my own, ‘Ouch….ahhhhh’ I shouted as he once again pulled my hair to get me on legs.
‘Follow me’ he ordered and started pulling the belt wrapped in my neck.
It’s hard to say if he mistook me as some real animal. He forgot I was sensible enough to understand his words or maybe he was enjoying treating me like an animal. Well with aching legs and back, I tried to maintain his speed but he almost dragged me towards the entrance of the palace near a large tree. There was a long straight branch right above us and I knew exactly what he had in his mind.
‘I beg you, Bob, I can’t take it. Have mercy’ I tried again but the result was the same.
Without listening to my plea, he tied my hands with the same rope and flung the other end of it to the branch above us, suspending both of my hands tightly above me to the tree. With my entire weight on my tip toes, it was very hard to resist the position. As the rope wasn’t much thick, I could feel the weight on my wrists.
It was uneasy and painful but what I saw next made me lose my mind. I saw a man with a long scary whip but before I could understand the situation,
Whoop……….he swung it on my butt with an unimaginable force and in reply ‘ahhhh………………’ I screamed in a man’s voice.
With sharp pain burning like hot rods, it felt like I’ve been stabled on my back. I never felt so much pain, not even when I fractured my bone when I was young. In a moment I forgot all about where I was and in what condition. I forgot all about my nakedness, humiliation, and the men around me. That one shot off the whip was enough to make me scream with all my might, but before I could grab myself, here it was again, the second swing, in almost the same place in my buttocks.
‘Ahhhh…..noooooooooo…….please’ I stretched to my fullest and shouted again with all my power and now I could see black spots before me.
Now my both bottom cheeks were burning like someone poured hot oil on them. There was a hurricane inside me of how to get myself off this painful time. Even though it was pointless but I jumped, stretched, and did every possible move to get off the rope but I wasn’t successful.
The limit a human can resist pain was lone gone and with suspended wrists, I was just sprawling mindlessly to comfort my aching back but without much delay, another strong whip landed on me, this time not in my butts, but on my thighs.
‘Ahhhhh……’ I lamented in a low voice since most of my energy was wasted in the first two shots and now it was hard for me to speak or shout.
I never knew thighs could hurt more than the butt. This shot was as displeasingly painful as a cut of flesh. I almost blacked out and felt myself hanging on the tree. Shaking my head with closed eyes and not knowing what to do next, I could’ve sold my soul to get over that deadly beating.
For a moment I looked around towards other men for mercy, for someone who could come forward and rescue me but all I saw is smiling lips and happy faces. It was like people there were enjoying the show, relishing how a girl was being beaten so harshly. There were unknown but demon faces that were eager to play with me and then there was Bob who still didn’t look satisfied with what he did to me.
‘Please, I beg, I surrender. Please’ I once again babbled but he laughed instead, pointing towards my bottom.
As he pointed towards my bottom, I saw chuckles all around me. Well, this is humiliating but I didn’t realize when I peed in midst of whips. Like some baby, my leg and toes were wet and smelt bad, foully.
Drowning with pain and embarrassment, ‘Please, Bob. I can’t take more’ I lamented with streaming eyes but it was useless as always.
In reply a man out of the crowd came forward to brace my mouth with a tight strap, resisting me to speak any more words. I knew my pleas and begging were useless but what I didn’t know was when it would stop.
Home much more do I have to suffer?
Will he beat me to death?
Well before I could’ve thought more, there came the fourth and most powerful whip on my back. It landed on my upper back, just below my neck and I stretched, jumped like some athlete. There were no shouts from me but it was like a quiet moan. I could almost felt the pain in my swine and although my eyes were widely open, the world before me blurred.
‘Such a funny position’ someone commented as I was fully stretched forward with suspended hands but I didn’t care of whom it was or how I looked.
Each whip on my soft skin felt like bone-crushing/stabbing, and the irony was there wasn’t a count or limit. I had no idea of when it will stop and by whom. It kept on coming and coming, & I kept on screaming in alien voices, stretching sometimes and losing myself in some.
I shouted, begged, yelled and did everything else but Bob didn’t stop, neither did the man who was beating me. I lost count, lost hope, and finally, it was my body that gave up and the last I remember is a hard whip on my bottom, my animal shout, and then a blurry blackout. 
# Present time
Some opens the door and barges in, while with pacing heartbeat, I open my eyes. It’s Bob again and I am scared. God knows what he’ll do to me.
‘Come on, bitch. Dirk asks for you’ he tells and pulls me up holding my shoulders.
‘Atleast open my hands, please’ I beg, but it’s useless.
He disagrees and grabs my hair to drag me outside the prison towards the main hall of the palace where Dirk must be waiting for me. While walking naked in the palace again, I can remember the last time when I was brought here. This is no different and I hope I can still manage to get myself out of this.




Dirk’s plan

While Bob drags me into the big hall, I can see the dark owner waiting for me with desperate eyes. It’s the person who made my life a living hell and I pull myself back the sooner I saw him but Bob pushes me towards him.


Helpless and bond, I somehow balance myself but not before I fall in front of Dirk, right on his foot. While I lie in his legs, he looks at my hurt bare body covered with smell and pisses.
He smiles at me in the same cunning way while I feel ashamed of myself.
‘Welcome back’ he says while trying to cover my bottom with my legs, I lower my eyes in shame.
I wonder when I will get something to cover myself. It’s more than six hours when my clothes were stripped.
Well Bob leaves the halls and closes the door, leaving me alone with this heartless rich dog whose intentions are as clear as water.
Surprisingly it's dark outside and I wonder how long was I out. It must have been later noon when I passed from pain and now it’s almost the end of dusk. I must be gone for like three-four hours. Look at the brutality of my life. I am still naked and these bastards have not even untied my wrist, even when I was hurt and unconscious. With my sister with them, I can’t even think of escaping.
‘I hope my boys did well to welcome you here again’ Dirk comments, chuckles, laying his fingers on the painful whips marks on my thighs.
I am back in the palace’s hall but there’s no one here other than me and Dirk. There’s the fire in the corner so it’s warm inside but my wrists are still tied and am finding it difficult to stand or even lie on floors. My legs still ache and my buttocks still hurt. I have a terrible headache after passing out, and I am hungry and dehydrated, but even after getting beaten so badly, now I feel less scared. Now that I have seen so much pain, I feel kind of stronger than before.
‘Where is my sister, Dirk? Where is Ira?’ a sudden question pops in my head and I ask it instantly.
It’s because of her why I am here. All this game of humiliation and pain is because I love her and would do anything to save her.
Dirk smiles, ignores, and sniffs my hair.
‘You’re still so young and sexy, like the last time’ he comments while there’s a fire inside me.
Pulling myself forwards, I somehow sat on my knees & resting my buttocks on my legs, I got my head on the floor. In other words, I was kneeling naked like a pet while Dirk kept me gazing for few seconds and now I can see his thing up after seeing delicious food served before him.
‘What have you done to her? Where is she?’ I ask again while Dirk starts to run his lips on my shoulders.
Ignoring my question, he scrolls fingers first on my neck, and then towards my breast. A little squash on my sensitive part, he then moves to inspect my bottom.
Though it’s forced, I still have Goosebumps.
It’s crazily exciting to get his fingers on my pit again, just like the last time, but now I am no more virgin. There is no pain but just feelings, sweet and irresistible, something that’s out of the world.
‘Ahh….’ I moan quietly and closed my eyes while his fingers get deep inside me, touching something that’s making me wet, both from inside and outside.
‘Piercing, really?’ he murmurs at my pierced bellybutton while I took a deep breath.
I remember something important, something that has forced me to get into this filthy place. Even after asking twice about Ira, I still didn’t get my answer
Dragging myself from seventh heaven, ‘you wanted me here, now I am here. Now please tell me where my sister is’ I repeat.
He chuckles and laying his palms on my head, he grabs my hair. Then in a mean way he plucks one of my ears and tries to give me pain by shaking my head without letting my ears go. Well although it was painful, I held on to it without shouting or even blinking, trying to prove how strong and rough I am.
‘Don’t you realize you aren’t in trading terms’ he reminds and then, like some teacher, slaps me in my cheek.
‘Ouch…..’ I shout but say nothing more.
It wasn’t hard, but was intended more for abuse than pain but hey. I’ve been abused so much that this won’t make a difference, not even a little.
‘Let’s say she is ok and will be fine if you behave and follow’ he tells but it’s hard to believe what he said.
Disagreeing with his words I react in an unfriendly look and the sooner he comes forward to touch me again, I lower my head to save myself.
‘Stand up, spread legs, now. I wanna see whole of you’ he says, shouts, more like an order, but disagreeing to him again, I disobey again and sat still in my position.
In reaction I could see him getting irritated and I don’t know why but I think that disobeying him is a wrong idea, and I’ll suffer for it.
‘See, here is your problem. Even bond and naked, you won’t let your attitude go, just like the last time’ he summarises and not ready to surrender, I maintain eye contact, just to prove that I am stronger than he thinks.
‘It would’ve been much easier for you if you had agreed to get played with will, and not by force’ he analyzed and although true, I am not ready to agree.
I was his choice and it wasn’t vice versa. Why would I sleep with someone who is a bad character, bad personality, and is a bad person?
Just because he has the money doesn’t mean he can buy everything.
‘It’s just your ego that has brought so much pain and humiliation, both for you and your virgin sister’ he says and my heart pounds as he brings my sister in between.
What have he done to her? Is she ok?
Well, I doubt it and I’m scared like hell. There is a fire inside me, raging to erupt but my wrists are bond.
‘But don’t worry darling. I already told you that I’m a doctor. I know how to break you and your ego’ he says, laughs, and now I am scared.
I remember the last time when my unfriendly behavior brought me so much torment, and I know this won’t be different. He surely would use violence to get me in clutch.
Well, he goes towards the table and picks his phone.
‘Believe me, after this call you’ll agree to even suck my dick’ he says with the same cunning chuckle and dialed a number.
Taking the cell phone in palms, he brings it near me to let me see who is on the line. It’s a video call and I can see a muscular bulky black man with a strap in his head. The man on the phone is looking like some prisoner with big shoulders.
‘Joe, how’s the virgin doing?’ Dirk asks while I can feel my breath pacing.
Is Ira with this man, the prisoner? He looks even crueler than Bob. I hope my sister is alive.
I can see Joe chuckling in a mean way and in reply Dirk chuckles cunningly. My heart is beating very fast. That one chuckle means so much. Now I feel really scared about Ira and what she’s been going through. I hope she’s in one peace.
‘Where’s she?’ Dirk asks and I can see Joe going towards some dark room.
The walls are unpainted and the ceiling doesn’t have much height. It’s like an old abandoned building with some broken furniture on way, and finally comes a door which is old and scratched. I guess my sister is inside but wait, what?
I can’t describe how scared I am to see what my eyes are watching.
‘Fuck! Is that Ira?’ I ask myself and a cold shiver runs through my entire body.
There’s a fair girl without any clothes, hands suspended on the ceiling, legs spread, and her head is hanging down like she’s unconscious or drugged, but that isn’t the worst thing. Her entire back, upper and lower, is full of black marks, whip marks. 
She’s been beaten very inhumanly.
Her face isn’t clear though but she looks like my little sister. I wonder if she’s breathing but wait, she’s moving, meaning she’s alive, but she isn’t in a healthy condition. It’s clear how brutally she’s been beaten, what torment and torture she has gone through that had made her slip consciousness.
My hairs are erect and my heart is beating like some generator. I haven’t seen so much brutality in my entire life, not even in movies. I wonder how my sister is still alive after going through so much torment.
‘No….no…’ I weep,’…what did you do to her?’ I started crying with tears dripping down my cheek.
I feel horrible. I don’t know what to do, how to save her. I am under so much mental stress, I feel like my head would explode.
As expected, Dirk laughs at my misery.
‘Joe, not her, the virgin’ Dirk says and now I see Joe going towards the other corner.
I take a sigh of relief. That unconscious girl wasn’t my sister.
Well Joe come across another naked girl in the corner which sure is my sister, and similar to that another girl I saw, Ira’s hands are also suspended and tied on the ceiling but her back looks cleaner, although she does have some black marks, but just in buttocks and nowhere else.
She’s been beaten but not much. I can see her crying once Joe approaches her.
‘Wake up, girl, wake up’ Joe nods weeping Ira and with painful lament, she opens her eyes.
As our eyes met, there is a flow of tears for both of us. Even she is crying after seeing me in such bad condition, naked and beaten. We aren’t able to speak, not even a word, but we could feel each other’s pain like our own. She sure hasn’t been through much physical torment but what about mental torture.
She’s been humiliated and harassed and God knows if she’s been molested and played because she’s tied naked in front of a man whose only job is to molest and abuse little girls. I wonder if he had left an innocent virgin untouched.
‘Are you ok? Ira?’ I ask a simple question after regaining my strength but in reply, there’s nothing but weeps and tears.
She nods, just a little, and then Joe takes the mobile outside.
‘You’re keeping her in good health, right Joe?’ asks Dirk while he chuckles in the same sarcastic way.
‘Joe, do me a favor and cane her five times’ all of a sudden Dirk says and my heart palpitates.
‘What? Why?’ I cry with nervousness but before I could do anything, Joe picks up a large cane and smashes in my little sister's butts.
Unaware of the sudden impulse, she screams, just like some newborn kid, but that scream isn’t enough to melt hearts. He keeps on banging her delicate butt cheeks till five counts, and she keeps on jumping, stretching, and trying to get away from the cane.
Finally, after completion, newly red-black marks are visible on her buttocks with her childish wail echoing the dark place where she is kept captive.
My eyes are full of tears and my body has gone numb. I’ve never seen my sister beaten, never saw her in pain, and now this. God knows what wrong I did that has brought me such miseries.
‘Why the hell do you have to do this?’ I yell at Dirk the sooner he cuts the line.
In reply he bents down to see me in eyes. He grabs my hair and comes closer to my face.
‘Just because you didn’t follow my orders’ he reminds me of my behavior when he asked me to stand but I didn’t obey.
‘But why my sister, why not me?’ I yell again to which he giggles.
‘To let you know that you aren’t alone in this. Your behavior will affect your sister aswell, so be obedient, and follow my orders’ he tells and that was enough for me to understand everything I need.
It’s no longer compelling but blackmail instead, and I am forced to serve. My choices, will, and resistance died the sooner my sister was taken.
‘From now onwards you are my slave pet and will obey me in every situation’ he tells.
Taking inside mouthful air, I closed my eyes to believe in the irony of reality. I am so broken now, shattered to my heart.
It took few seconds for me to realize that now I really don’t have a choice. By will or other, I’ll have to obey and follow everything that has been asked of me else not only me, my sister would also have to pay the price of my mistakes.
‘Tell me, Emily, do you agree to take me as your master?’ he asks and with slow breaths, I nod.
He smiles at it and I could easily see a big satisfaction on his face. He won, finally. He is successful in breaking me, successful in bending me in the way he always wanted. I can’t tell how broken, how low I feel.
He then turns the light off and left the room, leaving me alone in the darkness. My eyes have once again started to leak tears. I feel alone, scared, and helpless. It’s a black day for me, the time when I lost my independence.




Pet food

Independence is a gift, one should respect it till we have it. We may not be born free but if we die the same, it’s because of our deeds. Sometimes for a job, sometimes for love, almost all of us are bond to some kind of affair that only turns our lives sad. It’s our past, our stubbornness that leads us to some kind of bondage.


Well for me, I not only lost my freedom but also my life. With my sister in their hands, I am no more than a puppet in hands of goons. They’ll play dirty games, will harass and abuse me and I’ll have to cooperate without any resistance. I maybe strong from inside but I am no hero. I still am a girl with weak arms and a delicate body and I too have a limit to resist abuse and pain. I am scared of beating and molestation and with chains in my neck, almost every day I’ll have to face the same routine. Last time it was Harry but now I don’t know how I can get me and my sister out of this ugly situation.
I open my eyes as someone lightens the room. He’s back after just a few minutes, but now he is accompanied by the worst person in my life, my hell, Bob.
‘Look who’s in her knees’ comments Bob at my kneeling and they greeted me with a dirty gaze.
In reply, I lower my eyes with shame and sat in silence. I wonder when my wrists will be free again & when I get to wear anything again. Bob has something in hand, a kind of bowl, but it looks old and wet.
‘You look dirty, bitch’ comments Bob at my unwashed muddy body.
‘Don’t call her that. She’s a pet now, we need to name her something’ interrupts Dirk while Bob keeps the bowl in front of me.
There is a combination of some soaked uncooked nuts and beans, mixed with mashed cabbage and potato but I am unable to understand what’s this and for what purpose. With a confused face I looked towards the men for an explanation but got a chuckle in reply. I know this chuckle, something is weird.
‘You must be hungry I guess’ says Dirk and signaled me to towards the bowl while a wave of cold blood passed my chest.
Are you kidding me? Is this my food? I asked myself making a helpless face
Yes I am hungry but this? I’d rather opt to die than to eat this.
‘What? You weren’t expecting pizza and cakes, right?’ chuckles Dirk looking at Bob, and they laugh at my expression.
My body has gone partially numb and my brain is finding it hard to process what my eyes are seeing. All my hunger and weakness is gone and I am unable to understand what to do next. Even dogs get better food than this.
‘You must be thankful for this. It’s fresh and full of energy’ says Bob and sat beside me.
Dirk did the same as if waiting for me to start eating but I didn’t move a limb. The last few months when I was in a job, I was addicted to butter and cheesy foods, delicious and costly, and now this?
I couldn’t even think of eating something like this.
‘See I told you we need to make her eat. She won’t do it on her own’ comments Bob at my behavior while Dirk nods, looks at my face.
‘Why do you have to do everything the hard way? Is pain the only language you understand?’ says Dirk while Bob got up and took a cane out of the shelf.
Seeing the thin killer cane approaching me, my breaths has started to pace. It was like an hour ago when I was so badly beaten. I could still feel the marks of whips on my buttocks and legs.
‘No, please, Dirk. Not again’ I whisper and my eyes turn wet, red.
‘Then eat it, else I won’t help you’ he was saying but before he could’ve completed, Bob comes in my back and whoooopp….
He lands a powerful shot right in the middle of my both buttocks, while with tied wrists and broken will, I stretch myself forward, screaming my lungs out of my body. I can’t describe how hard it was, like he used all his muscles in that very shot, like he wanted to cut my flesh off my buttock.
It was so ugly and I am so much stressed, but before getting another cane on my back, I managed my balance and lowered my mouth towards the bowl on the floor. Initially, I thought they would open my hands to let me eat freely but I was wrong. Since I am a pet, I have to eat this shit like real dogs.
‘Good girl!’ applauds Dirk, laying his fingers in my head, while Bob stops the cane.
I would use four words for the taste, Y U C K.
It isn’t even properly socked, nor its properly washed. I could feel mud in food but worst of all, there isn’t even a pinch of salt in my food. It’s tasteless and uncooked, just like the calves love to eat.
‘Obviously some pets understand just the language of whips’ says Bob and starts searching for the mark of shot he just landed on my back.
Harassed and humiliated, I ignore his touch on my buttocks and focused on the thing I was forced to do.
With my hand in the back, it’s difficult to balance myself or maintain this awkward eating position, and I am finding it very hard in taking this shit into my mouth. It’s tasteless and odorless, and I have no experience eating something like this in this horrible body posture.
The thing I am compelled to do is such abuse for every woman around the world, but I don’t know how these two men are smiling. They look happy & satisfied in hurting and making me do things that are forbidden in God’s world.
‘Good girl’ Dirk comments, again, and slowly moves his fingers towards my back, as if trying the feel my skin’s softness.
It’s a lusty touch and I know what he would do to me after I eat. He would surely ruin me for hours, just like the last time, and I would be played afterward by his men.
‘Come on, girl, finish it now’ he says looking at me stopping towards the end.
The food I was eating was bad but the cane on my buttocks tasted even worse, so I was compelling myself to avoid getting beaten again, but my mouth was tired of chewing and my tongue was sick of passing tasteless food. The last few parts of it was like waking in hot rods.
With helpless eyes I pleaded Dirk to pity me but instead he signaled me to finish what I started. With Bob still there holding the deadly cane, eager to smack me again, I have no other way than to follow orders.
With tired mouth and aching swine, I once again bend myself towards the bowl and started finishing the job while I saw Bob and Dirk talking something in eye language. It must be a plan to torture, abuse me more since I was here for the same.
‘The water too’ Dirk says after I ate all the solid things and all that was left was green liquid.
It’s the toughest thing to finish because in that uncomfortable position, I could only lick it than gulp or sip. It is more kind of cat’s way to drink milk was another plan to humiliate me but hey, I am already humiliated beyond the limit of humiliation.
Without much question or doubt, I started licking the last few drops of liquid off the bowl and soon swept the bowl clean.
‘Very good, girl. Nicely done’ applauds Dirk with a smile, but even after knowing that what I did was a shameful act for any woman, for any human, I feel somehow happy, excited to see my owner satisfied.
What the fuck!
Am I really turning as he wants?
Am I really a pet?
I jerked my head and closed my eyes to the hardest to get myself out of that place. I couldn’t afford to live like this. Freedom is my birth right and I would have it. The men before me are demons inside a human vessel and I must find a way to run off this ugly place.
A thousand thoughts hindered me to keep motivated and I replied Dirk with an unfriendly look. In reply he chuckled at my meaningless stare and looked towards Bob.
‘She’s smelling greasy. Get her to poop and bath’ he tells while nodding to him, Bob came forward to take me somewhere.
My knees are aching, a lot, but still I got on my legs and stayed strong. Holding on to my hair unmannerly, Bob almost dragged me towards a dark room while with hands tied, I kept on moaning to the pains written on my fate.




Dirty wash

‘I would’ve asked you to open clothes but you’re already naked’ comments Bob, laughs, after he dragged me to a big garage in the backyard of the palace.


It’s dirty, stinky, with a couple of bikes, a cycle, two cars, and a truck that brought me here. The walls aren’t painted and it smells greasy, foul, just like some old vehicle. With darkness and emptiness all around, the place looks kind of scary.
My body starts to churn as I am supposed to take a bath here.
Taking me towards a corner, he makes me kneel and surprisingly starts to unwrap the rope to free my hands. There’s a tickle in my legs and I could feel my stomach making funny noise. 
Oh! Finally…I took a deep breath after Bob untied my hands from my back and I was able to touch myself again. The marks on my back are still visible and are painful when touched. My hair has gone crazy after hours of uncountable abuse and harassment. I am looking ugly and terrible.
‘Stay here, stay kneel’ ordered Bob, while he moved towards another corner of the garage where some iron chains are hanging on the walls.
I wonder the purpose of it, maybe it’s used to operate vehicles, but with Bob checking their strength, he must have something in mind related to me. He unfolds a couple of lengthy chains off the wall and checks its length while I kneel in silence.
‘You can poop if you need’ he shouts signaling towards the washroom and without a second thought I rush towards it.
‘You must not close the door’ he shouts before I could enter and at instant I had to hold my nose to stay inside that stinky place.
It smells so bad, I had to breathe through my mouth but there’s so much pressure in my butts.
What’s next?
Why am I brought here?
Will he forcefully play with me here?
Will I have to sleep in this scary place, or he’ll make me sleep at that prison, where I was kept the last time?
A thousand thoughts pop in my head the moment I rest my aching butts on the litter panel. I never thought I could go through such abuse and pain. I thought I was weak but the only positive thing that came out of this ugly day is to make me realize how brave, how strong I am.
‘Done?’ asks Bob without a knock on door.
I nod and he takes me towards the walls where a couple of long chains are hung from the ceiling. At the very next moment, he starts to handcuff my wrists again and then suspends them above me pointing to the ceiling.
It made me understand the purpose of chains. He’s in no mood to let me bath on my own. It’s so offensive to get washed by some man like him, a goon. I have goosebumps on my entire body.
‘You didn’t expect hot tub, did you?’ he asks sarcastically at my abused expression and then rolled his fingers in my lower belly.
I could do nothing but lower my head with shame.
He then unfolds a long plastic pipe and connects it to the tap in a corner, just outside the washroom. The pipe has a pressure gauge on its end, used to wash the dirt off vehicles with high-pressure water spray. It’s commonly used in every vehicle servicing center and now I am terrified to be washed the same way as automobiles.
It would ruin the softness of my skin. It isn’t made to wash human body, but metal surfaces.
‘Bob no, please’ I blab nervously and start moving my legs randomly to get myself free but that’s impossible.
It’s so scary to take that much pressure. I could feel cold to my bones. I wonder what my skin would become once I go through it.
Bob has a smile at my childish behavior. He even starts to check for pressure by spraying water in random directions and my heart starts to pace. Tied in chains, I shook my body and made weird expressions to ask him for mercy but it was useless.
‘Don’t worry. You’ll live’ he says at last and then starts his dirty work.
Pointing the gun at me he sprays water bullets on my naked body, right on my belly, and ‘No…..please’ I yell in response with closed eyes.
I could feel my body getting numb.
The water is too cold to bath, and it aches when it touches my skin. I jumped, stretched, and tilted myself to take the spray on my back rather than my frontal part but I wasn’t much successful. I still took a large part of pressurized water on my lower belly. It’s cold and sharp enough to irritate me and soon I’ve started to lament and dance like crazy. I’m shouting like some mad person and also shaking my entire body to run off the torment.
‘Ok enough. No need to overact’ yells Bob at my shouts and paused the spray.
Taking a sigh of relief, I tried to breathe properly but before I could do that, his rude fingers grabbed the most sensitive part of my chest and twisted them in a very uncivilized way.
It’s painful and irresistible.
‘Ouchhhhh……stop….please’ I beg, yell and after a while he stops, but not before twisting it two-three times.
It’s immense pain, smoldering, but I was in the same shoe for the last few hours. I closed my eyes and somehow keeping myself strong, I managed the pain. It took few seconds for me to gain strength and by the time I opened my eyes, I saw Bob holding a bucket in hand and a brush broom at another. These are the same things used to wash cars and I never thought I would be washed someday the same way.
Humiliated and mishandled, I took a deep breath. There’s nothing more to ask as everything is as clear as a mirror. To keep me captive was ok but to make me live like animals is ugly. I’m still a human with working heart and brain.
‘I bet you didn’t had such a beautiful bath before’ he comments at my downcast red eyes, and then starts to rub me with some detergent.
I am sure this isn’t a detergent for human washing. It smells and it also burns on my whipped back.
My throat seems to have gained extra weight and my eyes are continuously dripping. I’m naked, tied with aching legs and back, but worst of all, I’m being washed by a man who considers me as some animal.
My hope died long ago and so was the will.
I’m broken to pieces and am ready to die. Even hell would be better than this.
Bob took extra time in rubbing my private parts, especially my bottom. It is so uncomfortable when his dirty fingers rub inside my pit time and again. With his hands socked with detergent, it burns, pains when his index gets in my delicate shaft and I had to pull myself back to get myself comfortable.
‘What, you don’t like it?’ he chuckles at my resistance, playing with my innocent youth.
With me lamenting with discomfort, it looks like he’s living a dream in torturing a naked helpless maiden. My girlish shouts are giving him satisfaction, a pleasure that no food or money could give. I am his puppet, a doll and I feel horrible to get played without rules.
‘You’re wet, girl’ he examines after pushing his index inside me while although I try to save myself but wasn’t successful.
The more I try to get my bottom away from him, the deeper he goes inside, leaving me with irritation and itch. It’s very hard to resist painful prickle on the part of the body that shouldn’t be touched, on the area that’s too sensitive to be played.
‘You’re making such funny poses’ he comments at my stretches, resists while I amin no condition to worry about my body position.
My entire focus is on the thing he is doing to my exposed helpless bottom.
I never had such a weird experience in my past so I am making alien sounds to what I’m subjected to, while Bob is enjoying every bit of it. Sometimes tickle, sometimes pinch, he is using best of his creativity to make me uncomfortable on every minute of that long bath.  
I begged, yelled, shouted, and did everything I could to make him stop but call his professionalism or cruelty, he didn’t even pause in between to let me regain my strength.
I wasn’t a bath, it wasn’t a torment either. I don’t know what it was. There was pain, tickle, and also feelings when his fingers played with my bottom. I was subjected to pressurized water but I was rather wet from inside, horny, and also scared of what was coming next.
This was just a trailer and the real picture was due to arrive. Dirk must be waiting for me with all his bonding and torturing gadgets.
‘Help me God’ I close my eyes as Bob finished his dirty work and rubbed the towel in my wet naked body.
‘Come on, bitch, time to serve your owner’ Bob says once he finished his job while I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the next hurdle.
He then again tied my wrists on my back, the same way as he brought me here, and once again grabbed my hair to drag me towards Dirk’s room.




Dirty play

There are times in our lives when we know what fate has planned for us, but what we don’t know is the way to it. It’s up to us to decide whether to move forward in an easy way or the hard way.


The place where I am, it’s pretty clear what I will have to go through and how my night would be spent. I am going to be his entertainment, every time, all day and night, all places, for who knows how many months or years, but it is up to me to choose how to walk the path. Either willingly or forced, my fate is full of sexual and mental abuse, but only if I would cooperate, I could save myself from little pain and torment.
‘So what it would be, girl? Play or torture?’ ask Dirk again while I am as confused as fuck.
He sure will play with me but the question is how. I don’t know how but I can see some pity in his eyes.
Is it real or a drama?
Maybe it’s my screams and whip marks that have made him think like a human, or is he just playing mind games. Maybe there is a storm after the silence.
‘You look terrible and I wonder how you’re still in your legs’ he said laying palms carefully on my whip marks.
It looks like he’s concerned about my pain but this doesn’t make sense. If it was true, he wouldn’t have pushed Bob to torment me in the first place.
I close my eyes in response as the marks still hurt.
It’s an hour after Bob handed me to him, but till now I am neither sexually harassed, nor beaten. My wrists are no longer tied and he not even used slang to abuse me but surprisingly gave me some time to rest and relax.
I feel much better now, free and relaxed and now my eyes aren’t burning.
After I slept for like half an hour, he woke me up with a slight push. Now I can see his thing standing tall. He yearns to get me, ready to play with my youth but he doesn’t want to do it in a tough way. Just like the last time, he wants me to enjoy the game. Frankly, I am so excited to corporate but then I remember my last few hours in this place, the torment, and the torture. It’s hard to differentiate between drama and truth. Maybe he’s bluffing and will beat me again, abuse and humiliate me more.  
While I look at his eyes to know his intent, all I can see is a mask hiding the truth. He was so mean before and he can be worse but it’s pointless to disagree when you can save yourself from misery and torture.
Who doesn’t want sex to be a pleasure? Who doesn’t want to be played tenderly?
‘Dirk please, have some mercy?’ I requested with desperate eyes, but he replies with some serious gesture as if thinking of something else.
In a jiffy, I realize my mistake. He isn’t my lover, but my owner, and calling him by name ma piss him off.
‘Please, sir. Make love to me, I beg off you’ I say and now I can see the same cunning chuckle in his face.
He looks happy and satisfied.
‘I don’t make love, girl, I fuck, hard’ he quotes a movie dialogue and I feel my heart pounding.
It wasn’t a cheesy line but a truth and I know it. After all he is the one who broke my seal in the first place but now?
I am ready for anything, even for rape. After Bob played with my bottom, I am desperate, horny, and just want to be fucked, no matter what ways, what intent, I just want it.
‘Kneel properly, girl, now’ he orders and approaches towards my undressed heated vessel, while in reply I close my eyes and took my hand on my back, surrendering him my bare body completely.
He comes closer and drags me close by pulling my nipples towards himself.
‘Ouch…’ I shout with pain, while he twists my areola tenderly and although it’s painful, I still love it.
‘Come here, girl, come to daddy’ he says with a changed tone, slapping just above my right nipples and I moan with pleasure.
I know what he wants. He wants me to suffer. He wants me to submit. He wants me as his submissive who obeys, surrenders and follows his commands.
‘Yes sir’ I reply and lose myself to him.
Well I am in a condition to accept every pain for pleasure, and I don’t know how, but I always find BDSM a kind of adventure. Yes I have been beaten so much but rough sex?
Yes, I find it sexy.
I love the way he played with me last time when I was here and seriously speaking, I searched for the same pleasure in so many men but I wasn’t successful. It was always on my bucket list but now I have a chance to relive it again.
How lucky and unlucky am I.
Well, I follow orders and come near him while he grabs my hair and pulls me down to make me kneel on his foot.
While I keel, he passionately slides his fingers on my hair and pushes me down. While I behave and comply, he takes a handcuff out of his pocket and wraps both my wrists again, restraining me to use my hands against his will.
Yes, I was waiting for it. I am so excited, my heart is pumping like a generator.
This is not the first time when I have been dominated in such a way, when my hands are tied on my back. I am no longer scared. I am rather happy to be used.
Well after tying my hands, he unwraps his belt and garbs my hair again, this time tightly.
‘Ouch,’ I whisper as I can feel pain.
‘From now on you are my pet, is it clear?’ he asks, and I look upwards with respect.
‘Yes sir’ I say and he nods.
‘Good girl’ he says, patting me as a pet.
I lower my head with fear and respect. This is awkward but I feel happiness in getting appreciated. It’s like I was born to serve him.
‘On your legs, girl’ he says pulling me up, giving a little support as I stand as ordered.
Without leaving my hair, he almost drags me towards the bed. I am in a little pain as my hairs are being pulled, but I think I can take this. I wanted it anyways, it was always a dream.
Well as we come to the bed, he suspends my hands to the ceiling and I stand tall with my legs apart. It’s tight and professionally bond, and no matter how hard I shake, I won’t get free.
He’s so confident and determined like he has done it hundreds of times. I am not the first girlhe’s dominating.
‘Now behave else I’ll punish you’ he tells in a manly voice and with my eyes down, I nod.
Seeing me calm and composed, the dirty play starts in a wild way. First it’s just my body which he inspects physically by his fingers and lips, smooching, tickling, kissing, and even biting me on various random locations. It makes me laugh, moan and even shout as he goes through my trigger points. It’s hard to say how I feel right now.
This session is undoubtedly amazing so far and even pleasurable than my first time.
Well the smooches and tickles were just a trailer of what came next. Pulling my nipples in a mean way, he starts to squash them without caring about their sensitivity, delicateness. Twisting and twirling my sensitive chest, I feel he’s trying to reshape my delicate beasts, and the result of it is pain.
I close my eyes and moan quietly. Although I am in pleasure, the intensity of pain supersedes. I think I overestimated myself, else I may have underestimated him. In these years he has gone stronger and wilder.
Well torturing my nipple wasn’t enough and now he has started to make use of the belt he’s holding. One after another he lands half a dozen whips on my thighs.
‘Ouch..’ I shout, and I shout repeatedly.
I wasn’t expecting him to whip me, not now. It’s hard, sharp and I could feel pain in my thigh, but no sooner than I took another breath, there it is again, the second series of whips, now in my belly and above.
‘Ouch…ahhhh’ I shout again, closing my eyes because this really hurts.
This isn’t a play anymore. I think am being punished. I am being tortured & I am under a lot of stress.
‘Ahhh……please, sir’ I shout with much more intensity as he lands the hardest whip in the most sensitive part of my body, my pelvis, right near my vagina, and this pains a lot.
There is no more pleasure and I don’t know what’s going on. Why the sudden change, why the rage, why the beast mode?
I didn’t make a mistake, I didn’t disobey but I can’t ask questions. I am not entitled to resist, but to comply and follow.
‘This is for what you did last time’ he tells and lands another couple of very powerful shots on my buttocks to make me jump with torment.
This is no more a play, but torture, a punishment session. I am being penalized for something I did years back. I have even started to whimper and feel my eyes getting blurry, but it looks like he has no care for me or my pain.
‘You didn’t even apologize, not till now’ he shouts and lands another couple of shots now on my thighs, just below my belly.
How may I describe the last few belts when they hit my bottom?
It’s like hot oil, like a hot rod inside me. I try to bear the pain for few more seconds, waiting for him to stop, but he looks lost.
‘Sir, please. I am sorry. I beg for mercy’ I shout before he could go for next, but he doesn’t stop, not before whipping me for another couple of times.
Finally he stops and looks at me with compassionate eyes while I take a deep breath and close my eyes.
He looks satisfied by my sufferance, my tears sink eyes, and I think it’s over, but I can still feel his whips in my body, his fingers in my chest. It’s burning and radiating heat. Although it wasn’t long, the intensity, the momentum of whips was unbearable, even more than what I went through sometime before.
The women who haven’t felt it for real will never know how painful and irresistible the torture is when a heartless man intends to play rough with a woman’s private parts. It looks so exciting in porn but is so painful in real.
‘Ahhhh….’ I shout again as all of a sudden I feel something in my bottom.
It’s his fingers, two of them, that slides on my bottom lips, wiping it to make it dry, and then after, massaging it for a moment, he slips both of them inside my garage.
‘Ahhhhh…’ I moan with pleasure, reclosing my eyes again, as I feel a sudden heat wave erupting over my entire body.
As I stretch myself and widen my legs for ease, the in and out game starts, but he’s also slapping, twisting my nipples with his other hand. It’s a mixture of pain & pleasure and feels weirdly beautiful as he goes deep inside me. I whimper with torment but also shout with pleasure.
‘You can’t let it go, not now, else I’ll restart’ he says while I feel a build of force inside me.
I don’t know how long can I hold but I’ll try my best because if I don’t, he do it again.
‘Please, sir, have pity’ I beg but he chuckles instead.
I pled, I beg for a break but he isn’t ready for it. He just wants to play in his own wild ways. Now my breasts are aching again, and it has again started to radiate heat, while I feel my bottom dripping. I am shouting, moaning, and requesting him to stop but he continues the play. It’s so great to be a part of it and I wish to do it regularly. It’s so comforting and I feel so peaceful in getting dominated roughly.
As his finger strokes me with larger intensity, puncturing me even deeper to my limits, now I can feel the first climax building.
I can’t describe where his fingers are and how deep. I haven’t been explored so deeply. This is painfully beautiful but now I don’t think I have enough glucose to stop what’s ready to burst out.
‘Permission sir. I can’t fight now…not anymore’ I whisper, request while with a chuckle, he permits.
‘Ouch……fuck…..ahhhhh’ I shout as now I feel a stream of joy ejecting.
The first wave of juice is here, finally, I am at top of the world.  Even with my hands ties, it’s so good, so indescribable. I can feel butterflies all over my body. I close my eyes and let it go, let me drip, while he digs deeper for perfection.
Well I know he isn’t stopping until he himself is satisfied. My situation doesn’t matter and all he wants is to make me beg again. As I shoot the first wave, he doesn’t even give me a moment to relax, but unties my hands and makes me lean on the cozy bed, and without restraining my hands again, it's the time for his beast, his gun.
It’s so beautiful, I love it. Climbing on me for once, he comes to my face to bite my neck while I moan with happiness.
Ignoring my top, he once again goes down towards my pit. For a moment he rubs fingers in my bottom again, just to make it clean, and then spreading my legs apart, he straddles on me.
‘I hope you are a woman now’ he comments at my lower lips while I lower my eyes with shame.
I take a deep breath. Finally, it’s the time I was waiting for so long. I have goosebumps on my entire body. Leaning over me like a crossbow, he finally unleashes his excited beast into my den.
‘Ahhhh….ouch….’ I moan as he gets inside.
I feel pain, maybe because there is less lubrication, but soon pleasure takes over the pain.
Once after getting inside me, he pulls me close, and the hide and seek game starts.
Oh, God! How can I forget? How can someone not love him?
He makes love in his own way, wildly, better than last time, meanwhile, he has again started squashing my breasts softly with his hands, and instantly my nipples springs to attention for that tender touch.
I am yet again wet, it’s not even fifteen minutes. I wonder about my stamina. After few seconds of strokes, he leans forward and gets his tongue to lick my neck.
It was electrifying. I am again in seventh heaven with all my private parts riding along with me.
‘Ahhh…..’ I shout again while the stroke restarts with even more passion.

Now I feel his strokes getting stronger, while I spread my legs even wider to create some more space. My legs are aching, my breast is still in pain but I am ready to be wasted. The pleasure is above my every pain. 
As I open my eyes and look at him, I see him making weird faces, crazy expressions for sliding in and out on me. Even he is trying his best.
I smile in reaction but in reply, he increases the intensity of strokes, forcing me to closes my eyes again. Strokes have now increased to their maximum intensity, and the same is my screams. I can now sense his cum shooting inside me. I know he’s close but I think I am closer. I can feel him wetting me from inside but I can also feel my own climax.
Yes, it’s the moment I was waiting for so long is finally here, the second and the final wave, and now the world looks blurry, colorful. It’s so beautiful and I feel like floating in the lake.




His puppet

All my life I’ve dreamed for a house like this, a big house with a fireplace in the hall, large bedrooms, garden, farm, and servants all around me. I’ve also worked day and night to make money but the hard truth is you need to be born with a silver spoon to own something like this. Job or anything related to it can buy you expensive cars, but not a palace like this. It’s pure luck and not struggle. Another hard truth of my life is the way I am living now, where I sure am in a palace, but not as an owner, but as a slave.


I’m not here to order but to obey. This’s more like a living prison, hell and no matter how much I hate it, I can’t run from it. I don’t know how long my life is meant for pain, struggles, and torment. Initially, it was the debt that compelled me to serve but now things have changed. My one mistake, the escape, has put my sister in so much trouble that I already feel horrible for what I did. Maybe if I had cooperated last time, maybe if I’ve had requested Dirk for freedom, I wouldn’t be here like this, in such a misery and pitiful situation.
Now after a night in this place I am out of options of what to do and how to save myself. It’s worse than living in a real prison where no one would’ve molested or punished me for any mistakes.
This place where I’ve spent the night is the worst version of prison with nothing on the floor & nothing on the walls. It’s empty with just a ventilator and a gate and is the same place where I was held captive last time, but now there is a new five by five feet cell with three sides made of walls and one bar. I guess it was built for someone like me, pet, to confine her dreams within iron bars. I don’t even have matt or something where I can lie for sleep, neither I have anything to wrap around my naked body. It’s cold and dark here without any attendant or guard and even though I die here, nobody would listen. It’s more like a torture cell and all I have here is a bucket and a bottle of water. A bottle of water is for drinking and a bucket for peeing.
I can also see additions of torture equipment, gadgets, and furniture lying all around the large hall outside my cell and I fear myself to be tested in them. God knows how I’ll survive if I am subjected to those electronic gadgets whose only purpose is to torture humans. It’s only a day here and I am so broken, so out of energy. I hope better days await but it’s just a wish and wishes never comply with reality.
‘Ahh……’ I moan, stretch my legs but it’s hard to do it completely as the cell is just five feet long and I am five-four.
I am lying diagonally in the cell just to stretch my bones to the fullest.    
My first day here started with pain, harassment, and ended the same, although I thought I would be given time to rest after Dirk’s play, I was eventually wrong. There’s also Bob who is obsessed with me, and I wonder why he has grudges with my peace. He doesn’t like if I am not crying, if I am somehow comfortable. It’s like he’s born to make me suffer and I am still searching for an answer to why he hates me so much.
Well to revive what happened after Dirk’s play, I was immediately hosted by Bob after my owner left me wet and sweaty. It was so beautiful to finally get played by him but there are rules in this life, the pet life. I can never sleep with my owner after play, never hug him, and can not lie beside him in his bed. Permission is a must for touching, speaking, and even ejecting, else there would be consequences, and believe me, consequences are painful. 
After Dirk was satisfied with my service, he called Bob to host me to my room, this cell, where I was supposed to spend the night but Bob had his own plans, plans to play with me in his own style. I knew his intentions the moment he touched me after Dirk. It was mean and improper. All way while walking from Dirk’s room to this place, his fingers kept on sliding up and down on my entire naked body, touching, pinching my sensitive private parts, and even though I didn’t had clothes on me, I was still offended by his dirty intentions. The sooner we entered this dirty dark place, he closed the door from inside as if he didn’t wanted any disturbance, not even Dirk. 
No words were exchanged and within few seconds he quickly handcuffed me on my back, resisting me to do anything on my own. After so much abuse and play it was obvious and expected, and till then I already understood that pets are always played with restrained wrists.
‘I can’t tell how long my general was craving for it’ he said immediately unhooking his sleepers to expose his thing to my naked eyes while I took in a gasp of air as I saw a big bold banana standing tall to get inside me.
It was scary not because of its size but intent. Normally in sex, people use mutual understanding to give and take pleasure but here the intent was only to take me down, to break me sexually.
Also, after so long of abuse and play, I was too tired to perform or even participate. My legs, wrists, and almost every body part were aching and I can’t describe my private parts. There was constant pain and burning feeling in my bottom and inside, like I was in periods but I also knew that none of it matters.
He’ll do what he wants to do and there’s no stopping him.
‘Come on girl, come to daddy’ said Bob and without a delay, pulled me closer holding my legs.
I moaned with slight friction in my butts that were already hurt.
‘Save it’ he replied spreading my legs apart to create some space.
I couldn’t fight with what was happening to me, neither physically, not mentally, so the only option left was to surrender, a complete surrender.
‘You’re still wet’ he examined my bottom with two of his fingers and also played with my G-spot.
Well, I wasn’t exactly wet but it was a remnant of Dirk but I stayed quiet and closed my eyes. With his fingers doodling in my trigger points, I was again out of breath, weirdly excited and close to building a force but what?
‘Ouch……..ahh……’ I involuntarily shouted as I felt slight pain in my lower lips.
It was his teeth which were now on my gate and tongue trying to barge inside, and even though I hate this person so much, that very feeling made me forget where I was and with whom. There was an eruption of horny sensitive waves & I was slowly sinking into my womanhood.
Somehow that felt different than Dirk and even though my heart wasn’t ready to accept it, my body already did. It was beautiful and now I was already wet.
‘Ahhh…….’ I made the first uncontrollable shout without opening my eyes as Bob’s tongue licked me deep to make me loose.
There was a crazy tickle in my entire body and I felt drugged. I was warm but restless and could feel my muscles stretching. Who knew the person I hated the most had such talents. To confirm I opened my eyes for once and our eyes met. With wet mouth, he was waiting for me to take my reaction, and the way I was breathing, bending myself was the answer he needed.
‘Ahhhh…..no’ I moaned, now with little pain as he bit my bottom in a little mean way.
It wasn’t meant to hurt me but I was somehow uncomfortable. It was the result of his paced passion which acted as a Viagra. He was excited as fuck and, I was pleasingly hurt.
Using his tongue as medic he immediately rubbed it on my delicate portion where he bit.
In reaction, I requested him to free my wrists but he shook his head instead. Ashamed and helpless, I took a deep breath to regain my strength. For a moment I forgot that afterall I was a pet who had no right to participate in the play. My only job was to comply with where I was subjected to.
Closing my eyes I got into my role and once again loosened my body to surrender myself.
‘Come close, bitch’ whispered Bob pulling me closer via my breast and now I could feel his passion changing to agony.
For a moment he too forgot that I was his pet and not his babe, so he changed roles and started molesting, abusing me by harder touches, bites, and pinches on my soft skin. I was depressed, kind of sad because it was going so well with the last person I expected, but now the play had turned to torture. Yes, he wasn’t beating me, but now I felt he was using his muscles, manhood to show me my position. My hairs were pulled and my breasts were twisted, all in a rude way to make me suffer, and even though out of energy, I was now lamenting for what he was doing to me.
Well, it wasn’t long and the sooner my eyes started dripping, I could see a smile on his face. He was now satisfied to win over my spirit, and I, once again, was humiliated, hurt and broken.
‘Bob, sir, please. I can’t take it’ I moaned with eyes streaming with tears and for the first time I felt his heart-melting.
Yes, he too has a heart and it isn’t made of stone.
He stopped, immediately but it wasn’t over, the climax was yet to arrive. Pulling me close again, he widened my legs and rubbing fingers against my bottom for few seconds, he finally brought his little general into play.
‘Ahhhhhhhh……………’ I moaned with a mixed feeling of pain and pleasure, while felt my body tickling.
There was some itch in my bottom due to the prolonged session but with tied hands all I could do is to wish Bob to finish it soon. Even he started to make weird noises in dawdling into me. The time and space started to slow as his thing explored me deep, while out of energy and enthusiasm, I was now on the verge to explode.
A strong force was already built inside me and with his big fat gun teasing my pit, the force was growing stronger than ever. I was ready and about to eject but I was still holding. I knew I couldn’t have leaked before him because it would only irritate him. I was using all my reserved energy, my experience to hold the incredible force build in my pit while Bob was still struggling to accomplish victory.
‘Ahhhh…….ahhhh’ finally I heard a sound that made me happy, relaxed.
He got it eventually and I could feel him shooting inside. His dawdling pace started to slow and his breath calmed for a while. Now it was my turn to lead and also I was on the verge to lose control so I let it go.
I could feel butterflies on my entire body as I let the force take over my control. It was all sweaty and wet when we both lost ourselves in midst of lust, satisfying each other with indescribable pleasure. No words were exchanged but the smiles on our lips rated each other performances and I got to say, the play was a success for both of us.
Nevertheless the pain and abuse I had to face at the start, it ended well and all’s good that ends well.
‘Come on now, into your room’ he said and forced me to enter in my five-by-five feet cell, while with desperate eyes I urged for some space and comfort to spend the night.
The cell didn’t had any mattress or covers to make me warm, neither it had a washroom where I could lighten myself. All I could see was a bottle of drinking water and a plastic bucked which was supposed to be my litter place. It was so humiliating to pee, I felt like some animal but it didn’t matter. I am afterall a pet and I am supposed to live like it.
Locking the small iron gate of my cell from outside, he didn’t even care to ask about my pain or suffering but had a quick look at my entire body, just to see if I suffered enough on my very first day. In response, I folded my legs and lowered my eyes. I was helpless and broken, and my eyes never stopped dripping.
‘I’ll see you at morning, bitch’ Bob said the final goodbye and without turning towards me again, he left the large scary hall locking it from outside, leaving me alone to suffer in the dark close cell.
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Rules of submission

How may I describe my first night here which was long and scary?
Sometimes I shouted, and sometimes I wept without much noise. Depressed & sad, I was scared of this empty place. With absolute quietness all around and so little light, I started to see things that weren’t real. I wonder if it was a hallucination or real but there was a time when I felt a presence in the dark empty hall, like someone was watching me. There wasn’t a footstep or noise but it felt real, maybe I was half asleep.
Anyways, the night is over, the light is here and my misery is about to begin. It's morning already and I can hear footsteps outside the hall. The heartless men must be awake and I could already feel my heart pacing, infact, someone is opening the door right now.
‘Hey, naked girl’ comments Bob on my bare body the sooner he opens the door and enters inside.
I lower my eyes and sat cross-legged, trying to hide my chest and bottom from my arms but I’m not much successful. It’s impossible to cover yourself completely when you have absolutely nothing in your body.
‘So, how was your night?’ he asks without lifting his dirty eyes from my waist bottom while although ashamed, I don’t care to hide much of myself.
‘It was ok’ I respond in a low voice and tried to bring my palms to rescue my privacy.
‘I hope you slept well, because today is going to be very busy’ he tells and my heart bumps momentarily.
I know what he means by busy. It means more torment and humiliation. I could only imagine what I’ll have to walk through today. Anyways I nod in reply like I am ready to take in anything.
‘Let you get out of your room first’ he says opening the gate of my cell and finally after six hours of detainment, I step my legs outside from my five-by-five cell.
It feels so good to stretch my body again in whatever direction I want. Freedom may have multiple versions but for me, this is it.
‘Tell me, girl, what do you know about enslavement?’ he asks after signaling me to sit.
My mind is as empty as the sky but I am frightened. Yes, I know its meaning but that’s it, nothing more. I just sit in a kneeling position with hands covering my private parts.
‘Have you heard of Gor? The rules of submission, positions?’ he asks sitting beside me, just an inch away from me.
I feel he’s trying to sniff so I pull myself a little far, just to keep some distance, and I shake my head as a no. I know nothing of Gor. I never heard the word.
He chuckles at my reply and my bash.
‘I feel pity, but you must learn about the life you’re entitled to live’ he says and there it is again, the second bump in my heart.
I may not know the rules of submission but I know about enslavement, and I definitely know what slaves are and what they do. They just follow orders without a second thought, and their life doesn’t matter at all.
Am I entitled for the same? Will I be serving these men for the rest of my life?
I thought I’ll be freed once they are satisfied with my misery but what Bob means has changed everything. I have goosebumps in my entire body. I have no idea what to do and where to run. They still have my sister.
‘When will I get to go home?’ I ask one simple question in low voice and could see Bob laughing in reply.
‘Home?’ he asks me back and caresses in my back.
‘This, my doll, is your new home, and this cell, is your new room’ he says touching the iron bars of the puny cell where I spent my night.
Well the answer is as expected but still, I can feel a cold wave running my entire body. I am scared and nervous.
Is my life over? Is all that’s left for me is pain and humiliation?
‘My home? This?’ I cry before completing and once again tears leak out of me.
I knew I’ll be played and punished but I never thought I’ll be subjected to enslavement for the rest of my life. I can’t do it, I am not strong enough. I too have dreams, goals. I too want to wander places, eat things, and get wasted.
‘But Dirk said….’ I was saying but Bob interrupts.
‘Dirk said what you needed to hear. Now that you’re here, you can’t go, not unless we want’ Bob says and more tears stream through me.
I wasn’t this much broken when I was so badly beaten yesterday. I feel restless and my body is shaking with fear.
How can he do this to me?
How can anyone do this to anybody?
‘Easy, girl. Take it easy. I am not the decision-maker here, Dirk is’ Bob says with a naughty chuckle and rubs my back for comfort.
It’s hard to stop my tears now I also have hiccups. I don’t know the last time when I cried so passionately. My cheeks are completely wet and my eyes feel heavy.
‘Relax and calm yourself. He may spare your life if you obey and follow, atleast for a few days’ Bob says but I am finding it difficult to speak.
‘You yourself are the culprit of this. Why did you run?’ he asks but I am answerless.
He’s true and we both know it. Last time I left this palace without notice but what more I could’ve done?
I was molested and tortured like animals. Any human would’ve run if they were in my place. No one wants to live a life of humiliation. Well while Bob waited for my answer, I just moan and cry more. After few moments he pats my back again.
‘Don’t worry, if you behave this time, you won’t be subjected to pain and abuse. You just need to act like a pet, play by rules, pet rules’ he assures and I look at him to ask about submission rules.
‘What rules?’ I ask.
‘Well I am no master but I know few, as how to stand, sit. How to speak and what to speak before your owner’ he says.
I am very new to this so I know nothing. Yes, I know about BDSM and all but nothing about rules or positions.
‘See, now for example. You’re kneeling like a pet, exactly like one wants but at the same time your palms are on way. This shows disobedience’ he tells and I feel ashamed of myself.
‘Keep your hands on back of your head and lower your eyes. Always know that you and your entire body belong to your owner’ he says and I follow to place my palms on the back of my head.
‘Good girl. Now keep your back straight and spread your legs’ he says and before I can do anything, he himself spreads my legs apart by his foot.
I feel ashamed and humiliated in being treated as a kid, but what can I do?
My resistance will only bring me pain so it’s better to obey.
‘See? It’s easy, isn’t it? This is called kneel position. Pets always stay like this whenever the owner is near. It’s a position of obedience’ he tells.
I can feel a drop of sweat on my cheek rolling down towards my belly and bottom, but I don’t move from the position I’ve been taught. Bob gazes at me for seconds, getting his eyes into my woman parts, and then comes closer to touch my chest. For a couple of times his fingers roll on my belly and then on my bottom.
I neither resist, nor move, but maintain my position of obedience. It’s weirdly satisfying to let myself go, to surrender completely while he plays with me.
‘Good girl’ he pats my shoulders and somehow I feel happy in appreciation.
‘Now get up and stand straight. Hands in your back and eyes on the floor’ he says and I comply.
‘Let there be some space between your legs. Keep your back straight and head firm, but never look in your owner’s eyes’ he says and I do exactly as told.
‘Excellent pet. Now, this is an inspection position. This will always make your owner lusty and he’ll never punish you after this. You’ll rather be played’ he tells and I nod.
Bob knows so much about these, no wonder I am not the first girl here who is held captive and compelled to serve. These men may have an addiction to trap innocent girls and then force them for enslavement. The thing that’s done to me and girls like me, it’s a planned sin and God must be watching.
For few seconds he once again stares at my naked body, my private parts, and then comes close to touch me lustily. The story remains the same and I am once again abused, played but there wasn’t any violence as I hold my inspection position as told.
At last he twirls my hair to make me a pony and kisses in my back head as a reward.
‘You're doing it so well. I didn’t know you’re so good at this’ he says and then signals me to relax.
‘Let’s go now. Dirk must be waiting’ he says and we move outside the palace’s prison.
I am now more calm and composed. I just need to follow rules and I think I can do it.




The daily job

I feel a tempting shiver as rays of the sun touch my uncovered back. It’s warm and comforting, something I desperately need after staying nude since yesterday. With hands in the back of my head, I’m kneeling and waiting for Dirk, my owner, who is in the washroom.


Bob, after potty and brush, took me to the same place where he washed me yesterday, the garage, but since I am much more behaved now, he didn’t tie my wrists, rather permitted me to bathe on my own. It’s still very early and the water was still cold so he told me to wait here for Dirk, and meanwhile get warm in fresh sunlight.
‘You remember what I taught you, right?’ asks Bob as I hear Dirk getting out of the washroom.
I nod but I feel restless. I’ve never done anything like this in my entire life. It’s like the first day of school, the first day at job and I am scared as well nervous.
Well, the sooner Dirk comes out of his room, I lower my eyes as taught. Walking on all four (hand and legs like animals) I approached for his feet and without using my hands, I bowed before him to kiss his ankles.
I could feel him smiling. He’s happy.
‘Oh, nice! Where did you learn that?’ he asks and then looks at Bob who also has a smile.
In response, he touches my back and plays, pats my hair. I can still feel my heart beating. I am so nervous and I hope not to do anything bad that could bring me pain.
‘Good girl’ he appreciates and pulls me up to make me stand while remembering what Bob taught, I stand with legs apart and place my hands on back, on top of my buttocks, the inspection position.
With my head firm, I lower my eyes as obedience while his fingers start to roll on my uncovered skin.
First it’s my bellybutton where he digs deep and then my breast which gets squashed and twisted but in a tempting way.
‘Such sexy curves you have, J!’ he calls me by a different name and Bob immediately looks at us.
‘It’s a good name’ Bob appreciates and I learn my first pet name.
He then opens my legs more and gets inside my bottom tenderly, but with washed body and absolutely no lubrication inside, I could feel friction, burn as he gets deeper. I even close my eyes to make a helpless expression, but I dare not to move or resist.
Well my painful expressions didn’t had any effect on him and he digs me deeper, wider with two of his fingers leading the role, while thumb playing with my G-spot. I even made few noiseless moans in answer to his fingers torment but he kept on going for almost five minutes.
‘Ok, now get on your knees and relax’ he finally ends the awkward session and pulls his fingers off me while in a jiffy I get in my knees and took the kneeling position.
I could still feel my bottom burning, my paced blood pressure. The thing he did inside me wasn’t torture but wasn’t a play either. It was mix feeling and was getting me uncomfortable. I don’t know how long I could’ve held it, but I’m happy I didn’t move or resist.
‘You’re a quick learner, J. You didn’t let your position go’ he says and pats me again.
Somehow I feel happy with his palm patting my head. It’s like getting an appreciation letter from my boss.
Immediately I look towards Bob who has a smile. Even he’s happy at me and why he wouldn’t be?
It was him who taught me all of this. He, in other words, is my teacher.
‘So how many positions did she learn?’ asks Dirk and leaves me there to sit beside Bob.
‘Not much but she is good at this’ he tells.
Dirk nods, thinks of something.
‘Do we need Dave?’ he asks while Bob nods.
They communicate something in eyes language while I wonder who Dave is and why do they need him. It is definitely related to me and now I am again nervous about whom they are calling and for what purpose. Dave must not be any kind person else why he’s being called for me, a pet. I fear bitter times are yet to arrive.
While both men look at me with doubtful eyes, I lower my head to show my manners.
‘She’ll be better once Dave trains her’ Bob says and my heart bumps.
Did I hear train her? Train me for what?
There’s a cold wave running inside me and my stomach churns.
Is there a trainer for this?
I wonder how dark this world is and where the hell I ended my journey.
‘Well give him a call and explain her job’ says Dirk and once again comes towards me to have a conversation.
Without much movement, I straight my back and lower my eyes.
‘You’re doing well, J, and I want you to perform well in whatever job you’re given. I have big hopes on you’ he says.
Without understanding much, I nod. I don’t know what job he’s talking about.
‘I’ll see you in evening, have fun’ he says patting my head again and goes inside his room while Bob signals me to come along with him.
It was all ok while I was inside the closed door with no one seeing me, but the sooner we walk towards the main gate, towards the exit of the palace, my legs stop on my own. I am still naked and I can’t walk outside like this. It’s so embarrassing and full of humiliation.
Well, Bob understands exactly what I feel but he replies to me with a dirty look.
‘You want me to do this in a hard way?’ he asks and holds my arms tightly while I take a deep breath to grasp what was going to happen.
Hard way or easy, I am going to be exposed in the open air before other men and even naked, I am all sweaty of scare. Canes and whips can only strike your body but humiliation strikes right in the centre of your heart.
I thought I was doing well as a pet, but I was wrong. Abuse is written in my fate and I shall get it.
Without caring about my respect and esteem, he drags me outside the palace towards the farm where I see two big men sitting on Sun. For a moment my eyes met them and the sooner they see a nude girl out in public, they stood up to get a clear picture.
It is so shameful, I can hear my heart beating.
To be naked in front of Bob or Dirk is sad but to be naked in front of strangers is a straight hit in my personality and self-respect. From now on I won’t be the same girl I used to be, brave and smart. From now on I will always disgust myself.
‘Come on now, ignore them. They are just workers’ Bob tells and without looking at me even for once, he walks me through the farm towards a small wooden room at the end of the place.
Well, I missed this room when I was brought here. It’s old, dirty and is made of wood. It must be a storage room and I wonder why he has brought me here when I am supposed to live in my cell, the place inside the palace.
While Bob leaves me outside to open the locks of the room, I look around myself to get a map of the place I was held captive. Other than the gigantic palace, there is a huge farm on the back with crops and flowers on fences. There’s also a small pond covered with wire but it’s muddy and dirty. This place is great but it’s very casually maintained. The flower plants need to be shredded and the grass needs to be cut. Even the palace is dirty with spider nets and dust around windows and doors.  
‘Come here, J’ says Bob, and I immediately enter the storage room.
It’s even dirtier than the garage where I took bath. With dirt and old furniture lying all around, I can see a few farming tools in a corner. It smells so bad that one cannot survive an hour here.
‘This is your job for the day’ Bob tells and my eyes got big.
I am surprised by the task I’m given. I wonder how a girl like me can clean this filthy place. Also, I am no professional with no experience either. I even don’t know how I’ll breathe while cleaning.
‘Get the dirt out, clean the ceiling and corners. Make it liveable and arrange the tools in one side’ Bob tells while I wander my sight all around the dirty room.
It’s impossible to get the job done by a single person without external help. I will definitely fail in this task and I know what happens next.
‘But how?’ I ask in a low voice and he nods, showing me a bucket, broom, and a piece of torn cloth at the corner.
I bet it’s even tougher than getting whips in my back. With such foul smell, I feel I’ll vomit very soon. Also I am still naked and I am very conscious about my skin getting exposed to dirt and bacteria.
‘Get it done within an hour, before breakfast’ he tells and pushes me inside the hut.
Oh, Fuck! What the hell is this place? I ask myself and roll my eyes in every direction.
Well job is a job, no matter tough or easy and it can’t be done mentally. One has to work hard to finish it and in my case, it’s a compulsion to complete my task else I’ll be subjected to pain and torture again. Swooping sweat off my forehead, I moved towards the corner and held a broom in my hands like some gun. Without thinking much, I started cleaning the room first.
I must do what’s needs to be done and I’ll fight for my respect. Let’s see how cruel these men are, let’s not give them any more chances to abuse me.




Dirty and wet

‘This is incredible!’ I exclaimed happily while a smile popped on Harry’s face.
It’s like he was waiting for my reaction. He, as like me, is excited about the paper boat competition but I am too dumb to make one. Well, I am standard two, just four years old and I can’t be smarter than him who is in standard four, almost two years elder than me. 
Thankfully I have Harry who now has a habit of helping me with every big and small thing.
‘You like it?’ he asked to which I nodded.
‘I love it’ I replied with the same excitement.
It’s been raining for the last two hours and we’re stuck at our school for the last one hour after the last bell. It’s frustrating but I am not the only one here. Almost my every classmate is here and what’s better to do in the rains than a paper boat competition.
‘I’ll win, I guarantee’ said Sara looking at her big boat.
Her boat is bigger and looks better than mine. While she looked confident to win, I looked at Harry with questionable eyes. In reply, he chuckled at me and Sara’s confidence.
‘Don’t worry, big boats aren’t fastest’ he whispered in my ears.
I may be a little out of spirit but his smiling face is enough. He sure is clever and skilled than all of us here, and I trust him more than anyone. He must have made my boat smaller for a purpose.
‘Shall we?’ asked Sara, placing her boat in a small stream near our building while all other girls including me, placed our paper boats in the water.
GET SET GO……..and the driverless boats sail in the stream, competing to get ahead of each other.
‘YESSSSSSS…….’ I screamed with excitement hugging Harry as my boat leads every other.
While Sara looks scared, I jump looking at my boat taking a big lead.
‘Big boats aren’t fastest’ I repeated Harry's words looking at her, trying to make her jealous and I think I am successful.
She looked ashamed and worried. She is too dumb to understand that heavy boats are lazy. She isn’t just losing with me, but with everyone.
‘I’ll win, I guarantee’ I repeated her words and looked at Harry with thankful eyes.
Now that my boat had made a big lead, no one can stop me but wait, what? There is some twig in-stream & my boat is stuck in it. Although it hasn’t drowned, it’s not moving and I am losing my lead. This way I sure will lose, even to Sara, and I can’t afford it. She will kill me just by her words.
I must get the twig out of the way but it’s still raining. Well, I do have an umbrella in my bag.
‘Harry wait’ I shouted as I saw Harry jumping outside the school’s premises to rescue my boat.
He didn’t even wait for me to get an umbrella and ran across the street to clear the twig out of the stream. It’s raining so hard, he sure will be wet and sick afterward. I do have my umbrella, I must stop him.
Without many thoughts, I opened my umbrella and as like Harry, I too jumped out of school premises to get him safe. There is so much water in the road, I can almost feel my socks wet inside my shoes but I am also happy as I see my boat back on track with increasing lead.   
‘Emily wait’ shouted Harry but it doesn’t matter.
I am conscious, young, and brave. I think I can cross one little street by myself.
‘It’s too slippery’ Harry warned, again, but I ignored, and as like my boat I thought I could run in water but not for long.
‘Careful!’ I heard his last words before my wet shoes betrayed me.
Although I am not hurt, now my shoes are not the only thing that’s wet. It's me, all of me and I feel ashamed to lie wet and dirty before my entire class. My skirt, shirt, and even my hair are dirty with muddy street water and I feel so dumb for not listening to Harry.
As I lie on the ground with the worst version of myself, I could hear laughs all around. I don’t even have courage to look around at who’s laughing and who’s not, while I see Harry running towards me.
‘Are you all right?’ he asked knelling a leg to come in my level but I am unable to open my eyes.
Also, his voice is less audible and I think my toe is hurt. The world looks darker all of a sudden, or am I losing consciousness.
‘Are you ok, Amy?’ someone asked but I am still finding it hard to answer.
‘Wake up, J’ I hear an unknown voice again and wonder who J is.
‘Wake girl, come on, wake up’ I hear the same voice again and open my eyes with fear.
In a moment my world of dreams ends and I fall into the irony of reality. It’s Bob and his hands are in my belly. I wonder how long I slept.
‘Collect yourself, J. Dirk wishes to see you’ he tells and I am in a phase where a person is awake but his mind is still snoring.
Bob smiles at my lost state.
‘Take some time and wash your face. I’m waiting for you in the palace’ he says while I sit in my naked butts.
‘Also wear your clothes’ he says and I look at him with surprise.
When did I get clothes?
I have no idea.
Did I miss something?
I look at him with questionable eyes and he points towards the dirty cloth hung outside this storage room. It’s the same piece of old junk I used to sweep floors of this place. Luckily I washed it else it would be too dirty to wear but still I have doubts if I’ll fit in it.
‘What? This?’ I ask with depressed surprised eyes and he nods.
‘Yes, unless you want to be naked always’ he chuckles while I shake my head and accept what’s given to me.
Being a girl I’m too conscious of what I wear. I choose my clothes very wisely and am specific in what I choose but now things have changed. I am a pet before a girl so I don’t get to choose. Even that piece of shit is better than being nude all time. I don’t want to be naked all day and night, it’s so embarrassing.
Well, the thing I’m given is not exactly a dress one can wear. It’s just a piece of a long torn piece of some thin curtain, but it’s still large enough to cover atleast my women parts that need to be hidden. I am happy to get something to cover myself after staying naked for more than 24 hours in a row.
While Bob leaves for the palace, I immediately barge outside to cover my bare body. Luckily there is no one outside so it’s easy for me to walk naked.
It’s evening already and Sun has hidden into the horizon. To summarise my day in short, I had to work an entire day for hours to convert this filthy place into a place someone can live. I even arranged the tools and furniture, all by myself. It took my entire morning, noon to complete the task and by the time when I was done, I started to feel an irritating ache on my waist and almost my entire body. My body gave up to tiredness and I lost myself to sleep.




An old friend

Life is too unpredictable to spent in a routine. People have a habit to live either in the past or future but the only reality is today. We never know what awaits tomorrow so the key to happiness is to live in present. While student I never wasted myself, never lived or roamed cities but focused only on my career, and even after I was brought here for the first time, I only cared about my saving and all. I saved more and more for a better tomorrow and look where life has dragged me into.


I have to live in a cell with a dirty curtain wrapping my body. All my respect, ego, and esteem are shattered into pieces. I am a pet now. Only if I would have spent my last four years without caring about the future, I would’ve seen places which I can never see now.
Who the fuck is that and why is he gazing upon me?
There’s a skinny man outside the palace in a white shirt and dark jeans, standing just ahead of a car right in the entry of the palace. It’s dusk so it’s difficult to see his face, and also I’m not comfortable in making eye contact with strangers, and that too in these torn drapes wrapped around me which is just enough to cover my private parts. I am still semi-naked.
There’s a constant gaze as I walk from the storage room towards the palace and now I feel offended. He must be one of Dirk’s workers and hence the lusty gaze on my half-covered body. Well, I should rather stop caring about the eyes gazing upon me else I’ll be offended numerous times on a daily basis, maybe more. I am afterall a pet and entitled to be seen like this.
‘Amy?’ I hear a familiar voice while I pass through him and in a jiffy my heart bumps.
I know this voice, I know this person.
‘Harry?’ I turn to confirm and get speechless.
It’s him. It’s really him and I can’t tell how excitingly emotional I am. I want to hug, tell things, show my marks but my legs aren’t moving, neither are my eyes which are fixed in his face. Even he’s is in the same condition, shocked by the sudden surprise.
He’s my friend, savior, my hero, my love.
Is he here to rescue me again? Am I this lucky?
There’re unexplainable feelings of joy inside me as he stands and gazes upon me. I can see his eyes wet, lips smiling. He too is in a similar condition as me and I don’t know what to do next. We both are standing a meter apart but both have frozen in our spots, unable to move, unable to say anything.
‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ he asks after few seconds passed in silence, and then looks at me and my improper clothes.
In response, I lower my eyes with shame. My red eyes and my torn clothes is his answer so I lower my head and wipe my tears.
‘How did they find you?’ he asks but I am unable to speak.
It’s just the tears without words and I don’t know where to start, what to say.
Well, he is quite aware of my situation and what I‘ve gone through in the past day, so he doesn’t question me further, rather, comes close to touch my face. While I try to hide my bare cleavage with my palms, he touches my face tenderly and wipes tear off my cheeks.
‘Are you ok, Amy?’ he asks before taking me in his arms while I snuggle him with all my energy.
I want to tell him so much, want to show him the whip marks, my hurt chest, but I can’t do it, not here. I fear we’ll be seen and get in trouble. I instantly push him apart after a momentary hug while he looks at me with questionable eyes. He has a million questions hindering inside his mind but I can’t answer him now. I have to attend to my owner else I’ll get in trouble and torment. I pull myself away to maintain a distance and then looked towards the palace if someone is watching. Thankfully no one is outside, and both doors and windows are shut.
‘What brings you here, Harry?’ I ask and he points to the car.
‘I drove my boss here’ he tells while I wonder who his boss is.
‘Your boss? You have a job now?’ I ask and he nods.
‘Yes, Smith. Dave Smith’ he tells while my heart pounds, breathe paces.
‘Dave? The pet trainer?’ I ask nervously while Harry gets confused.
My leg starts to shake on its own. I heard about the trainer being called, but I didn’t know he’ll be here today itself. Now I’m busted. God knows what he’ll do to me and how I’ll be trained. I bet the path isn’t easy and I sure will see the worst of this life.
‘No, not the pet trainer. The garage owner’ Harry says which I chuckle nervously.
He may have a garage for money but he must be a professional trainer, someone who’s expert in tormenting, playing with helpless girls like me.
‘I should go now, I am being called’ I say and move my legs towards the palace while Harry takes a restless breath at what was going on.
He looks confused as hell but I have no time to explain how dirty the situation is and how dark my life has changed into. Without any more words, I lower my head and entered the palace to see three men waiting for me.




The night of abuse

‘Where were you, J? We were waiting for you’ scolds Dirk the sooner I enter the palace.
I lower my eyes and stand in my position. Bob is also here, sitting along with Dirk and one stranger, probably Dave, the pet trainer.
With a long beard hiding his chin, he wears a leather pant with a grey shirt that is so tight that it reveals his big bulging biceps. He is even more muscular than Bob and looks like some gym instructor. I fear what he can do if he gets angry. I won’t survive his torment so I should be very careful about my every move.
Well, sticking to the basics, I got to my knees and slowly bowed the three men gazing at my half-covered body.
‘Aren’t you forgetting something, J?’ reminds Bob before I can bow all of them, and I instantly remember what he’s trying to convey.
He, earlier, taught me how to greet the owner and his friends, so I walk on my all four (like a dog) to kiss their foot.
‘The clothes first, J’ reminds Bob again, and all of a sudden I realize that I shouldn’t be wearing anything in front of my owner unless he tells me to.
I immediately unwrap the piece of cloth covering my body to get myself naked before I can greet. Without wasting any more time I got my head on the floor and kissed the boots of Dirk, Dave, and even Bob. Unaware of what to do next, I stayed on the floor with my nose touching the ground.
‘Get up, J. Stay in kneeling position’ Dirk tells and I got up with eyes still on the floor.
While I sit with my body exposed to the stranger, he stares at me carefully without a blink of eyes, like judging my curves, my figure. His sight goes around every part of my body, up to down, and with an open mouth he checks me out in the meanest way possible.
‘She is some piece for sure’ Dave comments after looking at me for like five minutes.
Bob and Dirk smile at his words while I take a deep breath at his judgment. I am glad he liked me.
‘I told you already, and am sure you’ll love to break her attitude’ Dirk tells while Dave looks confused.
‘Yes, she’s one stubborn girl. You know she ran away last time’ Dirk tells while Dave looks at me with surprise, as if not ready to believe in my guts.
My heart pounds as he tells my trainer what I did. He’s ruining my impression even before I can make one. This is so sad and an invite to torment.
‘She ran? Really?’ Dave asks while both Bob and Dirk nods.
‘And did you make her feel sorry for that?’ Dave asks while Dirk shakes their head.
‘Not yet, but we have plans’ Dirk says.
I can’t describe how scared and nervous I am. They’re talking, planning to hurt me with me still in the room. This is so scary and tough to live. My legs have started to shake and my stomach is churning.
‘If you say, I can make her feel sorry, very sorry for what she did’ Dave offers my owner and gives me a very scary dirty look like he is going to cut me in pieces and then serve to dogs.
I can literally feel my heart beating and it’s beating like some generator, fast and loud.
‘By all means friend, she is all yours to punish’ Dirk permits and now I can see his face turning red, like he’s turning into some beast.
He sure is hungry to eat me, to torment and play with my youth, my innocence, and my helplessness and I can only beg for mercy, pray for life. Even naked in cold, I have sweats in all my body, even in my head, and I have no idea what to do, how to save myself from this beast.
‘Come here girl, come sit here’ says Dave and calls me towards him.
For once I look at Dirk for help but he chuckles, and so does Bob. They sure won’t help me but will enjoy what Dave is going to do to me.
‘I beg you, sir, I am so sorry for what I did I try again with words but Dave interrupts.
‘Disobeying will only bring you more misery, girl. Now shut the fuck up and get your butt here’ he shouts and there’s pin-drop silence in the room.
I can no longer feel my heart and this is silence before the storm. An order is an order so I follow what’s asked.
I am shaking already in coming closer to the man eager to crush me, but I have to obey before he gets angrier. I can only imagine what he can do if he brings his rage into play. While I kneel walk towards Dave, I see Harry on the window, hearing, looking at everything that was about to happen to me. Although I am ashamed and scared, I am also a little calm with him on the window. He surely won’t help me out but won let me die either.
Well the sooner I reach Dave, he turns me to the other side to face my back. Without delaying much he gropes me from back and placing arms around my chest, he starts twisting my nipples in a rude way.
‘Ahhhh….ouch…’ I scream with pain as his scratched fingers twirl my sensitive chest in random directions, as if trying to squash milk out of me.
It’s so painful and irresistible, I start moving my legs in a random direction, screaming, yelling for mercy but it is useless. He continues his game of torment for a long time and I keep on keep shouting to make him stop.
Well I was subjected to the same torture earlier by Bob and yes, he too was mean, but Bob wasn’t an animal like Dave. Atleast Bob was careful enough for my sensitive parts but Dave?
He’s torturing me like I am some prisoner who killed someone. He is pulling, twisting me like a doll, like I am lifeless. There’s a stream of tears in my eyes which has already wet my cheek and blurred my vision. My breasts are burning and now it’s kind of numb, even my head. I now have a headache which makes it harder.
‘Please sir, I beg. I can’t take it anymore’ I shout using all my energy, loudly with passion, and now I can feel his fingers massaging my chest instead of tormenting.
It has ended, finally, but not before turning my fair skin into red, not before draining energy out of me. It’s like losing the power of my soul. I feel my entire body turning numb, loose. A few more minutes of torture and I sure would’ve lost consciousness. As I regain energy and vision, I see smiles on Dirk and Bob's faces. They seem satisfied with what happened to me and how cruelly I was played. Even till now I can hear my own screams echoing the hall. My breasts are still senseless and are still burning.
‘On your legs, girl, now’ Dave orders, and without a second thought I use my arms support to do what’s asked.
Yes, I am in trauma, scared to my bones but my mind doesn’t know anything other than to follow what’s said, and my body seems to be programmed as per Dave’s command.
‘Get them apart, girl, spread it’ Dave says and slaps in one of my inner thighs to create some space between my legs.
It hurts but I comply and obey, while he brings his cunning fingers between my legs. For once he rubs on my bottom and then checks the lips for lubrication.
‘I need a handcuff and some oil’ he asks and Bob quickly runs towards the shelf to get those.
I’m out of energy, partially conscious, but I still know why he needs those things. He has already tormented my nipples, now it’s the turn of my delicate bottom. I cannot even imagine what I’ll face in the next few minutes. Surely, I’m about to be dragged into the most painful torture of my life. My bottom still has rashes after multiple torment/play sessions by Bob and Dirk and now it’s the time for the beast to hop in. I can only hope not to pass out of pain like earlier because if it happens, he’ll do this to me again.
Without asking about my condition, Dave handcuffs my wrists in my back, just like Bob did yesterday, and then using the power of his legs he pulls one of my legs away from another to make maximum possible space in my bottom.
Although it aches, I close my eyes to surrender my vessel completely to the demon but before he could get inside me, he looks at my face for a moment.
‘Just remember to keep breathing, girl’ he says & pours oil in the most sensitive part of my body.
I stretch my legs as it tickles. For a moment he spread the oil across my widened legs and then pushes a finger inside me.
This was easy as one of his fingers gets inside my pit. It pained but not much, just like it happens when men do to me with their thing.
‘Ah……. I took a deep breath to feel his finger rolling inside my bottom but before I could feel pleasure, one of his second fingers barges inside.
Now this is kind of uncomfortable. His fingers are not soft like others and I can feel him scratching me from inside. It’s painful and irritating, and also I feel myself getting excited in an unpleasant way, like I am forced to eject.
I close my eyes again and took some deep breaths to regain my energy. I think I can take this. I think I am strong enough but what?
‘Ouch….no…please’ I shout with displeasure as another finger somehow barges inside me.
I bet there isn’t space for three but still, I am subjected to it.
It’s like three people at me all at once and now I could barely feel my bottom. It’s numb and shouting for help while I am screaming with whatever I am left with. Dave isn’t a daemon, but a devil. I don’t know what wrong I did to him, what wrong any girl has done to him. No one has the right to do what he’s doing to me. With his three fingers inside me, I could barely move my legs but he is somehow moving all of his fingers to make me more uncomfortable. It's immense pain, displeasure in my bottom & I am out of options. I feel he’ll rip me apart & he’s not stopping even after my loudest shouts. With tied hands, I am using every muscle to free my wrist and get myself free but I am only hurting myself more. There are asteroids and twisters on my body and I feel as helpless as a disabled person.
Even though I am trying my best but I am unable to speak even a word. I am trying my best to breathe but it’s so difficult.
‘Stop it, please, I’ll die I finally shout with maximum capacity of my lungs, and then there’s a silence inside the room.
Dave has stopped the torture and I took a gallon of air inside me. As he pulls his fingers out of me, I feel my bones touching my muscles. I think I died for a moment and now my soul is returning to my body. My vision is still blurry and my voice is hampered. I can feel pain in my throat, and my bottom is burning like fire, aching like fuck. I have no words to describe what he did inside me, what he touched, squashed, and smashed. I only know that I am alive and breathing.
‘That was good, buddy’ Dirk appreciates, claps, while I can feel hot tears flowing out of my eyes.
Lying on the floor I sob with pain while the men celebrate their victory upon a helpless tied girl. Even Bob looks happy about my discomfort, my helplessness.   
‘It’s not over, not yet’ says Dave and looks at me with the same cunning eyes, while I wonder what’s in his mind.
Lying helpless I cry at myself, not knowing what to do while Dave uses his biceps to make me kneel again. I don’t know what’s coming next but I am tired of being broken again and again. I am tired of being played as a doll so I use all my spirit, my will to face whatever I am subjected to. I may die today but will die with bravery, not crying.
While I sit tight at my knees, I see Dirk opening pant, taking his thing out which is already straight, and pointed towards me. He comes towards me and without any words touches my face with it, ready to get massaged via my lips.
‘Now listen up, girl. This is your final test and if you fail in this, I’ll rip flesh out of your body’ Dave warns and asks me to suck in Dirk’s little general.
He wants to test my blowjob capability but he’s unaware of my strength, yes my strength. After what he did to me, I am no longer scared.
Well, I start what he asked and took Dirk’s thing inside my mouth even before he could barge inside on his own. Using the power of my dry tongue, I started rolling my muscles on his sensitive weapon. In reply, he closes his eyes and starts making weird noises. 
‘Ouch……what?’ I moan for a couple of seconds, breaking my speed, stopping my tongue for a while, as a stroke of cane lands in my buttocks which are already hurt.
It’s mean and meaningless. Dave has even started beating me with a cane in midst of my blowjob & with Dirk’s thing in my mouth, I am using extra protection to avoid biting in reaction.
‘Who told you to stop?’ shouts Dave, landing another power cane in my back while stretching my kneeling body forward, I somehow maintain my position.
Without thinking much about what’s going on, I once again started to pleasure Dirk, whose eyes are half-closed now. He sure is enjoying my service while I am again under incredible stress. I could’ve done it easily but with canes in my butt, my focus is drifting away.
Giving just me a minute as recess, there comes the second cane, right on my upper thighs, and soon the third, now on the center of my hurt buttocks which has marks.
‘Ahhhh…..ouch…’ I scream in reply as it really pains to be beaten in the same hurt spot.
The pain is indescribable as the cane lands right above the spot where I already have whip marks of yesterday beating.
I take a moment to regain my strength but making myself strong again, I start with my job & with burning/aching back, I take Dirk in my clutch. I see him smiling with pleasure, breathing joy, and could also see Bob hungry the same. Even he wants the same as Dirk.
Dave continues to hit for another 2-3 times where I pause for mere few seconds, but as I ignore his torments for massaging Dirk, he comes with a harder and strong reply. He even increases the frequency of canes with even painful strokes and now, after 10-15 minutes, I am unable to hold myself as the pain is just too much to resist.
‘Don’t stop, else I’ll restart the session’ warns Dave while with aching/burning thighs and butt, I take some deep breaths.
I need some rest, I need it bad but I won’t get it and I know it.
With tied hands I don’t even have the liberty to touch myself, to touch my hurt back, but in no world I am strong enough for another session like this. By this time I know that he’ll stop only when I’ll make Dirk eject inside my mouth. I am under so much stress, so much trauma and now that’s it’s getting off my limits. I can feel my tears falling on the floor making it wet but I also know I am close to success. Dirk is closer than ever and one more push will do the job.
Slowly, silently I pick myself lazily, and sobbing quietly I once again take Dirk inside. I know Dave is enjoying beating me and he won’t stop, not until I finish my job, so neither can I.
‘Good girl’ appreciates Dirk while Dave lands another power cane in my back which is painful enough to pound my heart, to erupt a cold wave in my body.
I’ve now started to lament, beg for pity, and for a moment I look in Dirk’s eye for help but he laughs at me instead. Even he wants me to suffer. I always thought he has a heart, I guess I was wrong like always.
‘Let her breathe, Dave’ I finally hear something in my favor and I try to breathe in energy.
I am suffocating and I think my wet cheeks have finally melted his heart. Dave nods, stops with the cane, and then caresses me to relax, but also urges me to continue and finish.
I can’t even feel my butts. There’s just ache and numbness all over me.
Getting a break after unexpected prolonged torment, I nod and speed up to get near the final line. I’ve done this before, I can do it again. I focus my entire attention on my tongue/mouth and start massaging my owner with the best I can but what?
Just after few seconds of solo play, I feel a finger between my legs. Dave has once again started to play with me, started to make me uncomfortable but unlike last time, he just has one finger doing his dirty work.
This is so weird as I am not in bed or about to have sex. I am in the middle of something and I need to focus on it, but it looks the pet trainer is trying his best to drive me away, like he wants me to fail in my job.
‘Ahhh…’ I moan with pleasure as he gets his fingers deep inside me.
He tenderly rubs on my crack and then his thumb comes into action. The in & out game has begun and I can’t tell what place I am in. I can neither stop pleasuring Dirk, nor can I stop Dave from playing with my limit. It’s like I am two persons at the same time, the one who is floating in the ocean of desires and another who is focused on getting Dirk wet.
My speed has slowed drastically and my tongue has gone loose. I can feel a force, a sweet force building inside me but my focus is still on Dirk who himself looks on the verge to shoot. I can already taste his trailer inside me.
Well while Dave keeps pushing into my limits, I now see Dirk making weird noise, and finally it’s here, the dips and drops, slowly but in a large mass. He even pulls my hair while shooting it all inside my mouth and although I should be ashamed, I am still not concerned about the dirt in my cheeks/tongue. Even I am closer to shoot and soon my vision blurs in a good way.
‘Ahhhhh….God….’ I scream for a while as a wave of juice bursts out of me, wetting me as well the floor I am kneeling, but it isn’t the end and Dave knows it pretty well, so he continues with even higher and deeper strokes.
Meanwhile Dirk, my owner, continues to rub his thing in every possible spot in my face, like he’s trying to play with my self-respect, but I don’t care about my face, but my entire focus is on one little finger which is still inside me. Dave is doing his best to build a force again, to make me shoot the second time and he’s pretty successful in it. I am once again compelled to do what he desires.
I rarely have done it twice at the same session but what choice I got here?
Willingly or forcefully I have to do what Dave has in mind. His fingers are magical and he knows where to touch, where to rub. Yes, the force is ready and I am no longer incharge of it.
‘Ahhh…….God’ I moan again and once again the blurry vision and numbness took over my body.
It took nearly 2 minutes more for the second wave to burst out and now I scream with even higher intensity, stopping for while, giving myself some moments to relax and as I feel heaven, the juice coming out of me, I bend down and lie in the wet floor to avoid Dave from trying for a third wave.
‘Taste your dirt, girl, lick it’ says Dave, and to my surprise, grabs my head to compel me to lick my own juice.
This is so disgusting. I have never taken my own waste in my mouth but with Dave in power, I unwilling take my tongue to lick what he desires else he won’t stop.
‘Nice one, buddy’ I hear Dirk appreciating Dave and lower my head to touch the floor.
This must be the worst humiliation in the world of humiliation and now I really feel like a pet that eats his own shit. I can’t disgust myself anymore. I may vomit.
‘Now this is what I call end’ says Dave, finally, and before they leave he even rubs his dirty shoes on my head, like my hair was some doormat.
Forgetting to untie my hands, the cruel men leave the hall and leave me alone while with eyes streaming with tears and my face wet with sticky smelly dirt, I wait for someone to help me out. My back aches like hell, my butts are too hurt to sit and my head is about to explode after the last level of torture and abuse.
Now I can only wish that I don’t end to be trained by Dave. Before meeting him I thought Bob was cruel but now Bob seems like a bunny. Dave, the pet trainer, is the cruellest version of living being that can ever exist here and my fate can’t be meaner than this.
Help me God, help me escape this place, else help me to end my life.




Fault in our fate

Oh God! Help me out, please.
It’s here, the big hairy beast, right beside me, searching, sniffing for me and there is no way to run, no place to hide. It’s just a matter of seconds when it finds and eats me.
Naked and alone in the small rocky cave, I push my mouth with palms to avoid the slightest of noise and although I am hiding below a rock’s pit, the beast can still smell me. It followed me here after I ran away from the jungle, trying to hide in a small cave but I think I made a huge mistake. I think this is the cave where the beast himself lives.
I can hear it growling, sniffing for me and I fear I’ll be eaten the second it finds me. I wish there was an exit door but there isn’t. I am stuck, and stuck to death but wait?
The growl has stopped.
Has the beast left?
Without making any noise I raise my head carefully to clear my doubt but what?
It was a trap and I am caught. He has seen me and is now approaching me with big red eyes. In my defense I hide myself below the rock in a small gap between the ground, while the beast tries hard to get its big nails in my body, but he isn’t successful.
He is now angry and restless. I can now hear him punching the rock above me. It’s loud and powerful and I am scared to death. It’s just a matter of minutes when he’ll break the small old rock and take me in his mouth.
I just have few minutes to live.
I close my eyes as the punches are growing stronger. I could also feel his saliva dropping in my naked legs. It’s smelly and foul.
‘Help me God, please help me out’ I pray with closed eyes while I feel a touch in my legs.
It’s here, right above me and I have no strength to open and look.
‘Amy. Open your eyes, it’s me’ I hear a voice but I don’t believe it.
‘Relax. It’s just me, Harry’ I hear the same voice again and it sounds familiar.
With pacing heart I open my eyes and the scary dream ends. It’s really him, Harry, my friend, my savior, and I am so relaxed to see him before me. Like the last time, he must be here to save me again.
‘What’re you doing here, Harry? Are you stupid?’ I yell in a low voice and look in every direction to check if we’re being monitored.
‘I’m here to rescue you’ he tells and checks the lock that’s on my cell.
After what happened in the evening, after I was left alone tied in my dirt for almost a couple of hours, Bob came back to feed me with the same pet dinner and then hosted me here, the same cell where I spent the last night.
Well, this place is no better than where I was in my dream. It’s stinky, smelly, and too small to fully stretch my leg. Even I didn’t get a chance to wash myself after what Dave and Dirk did to me. My face and also my entire uncovered body still smells with the dry dirt I was subjected to on the evening game of cruel men where I was a puppet.
‘Harry, don’t you get it? I cannot be saved’ I say as I see his unsuccessful tries to open locks of the cell.
He’s angry and frustrated. Even after minutes of hard struggle, he couldn’t open the lock.
‘How stupid of you Amy, why did you came back here?’ he asks at the end, ending his struggle to open the lock.
‘I had to, harry. There wasn’t a way’ I say while he takes a deep breath without understanding anything.
‘They have my sister. I couldn’t had left her’ I tell.
In reply, he pauses for a moment, like believing in the irony of reality.
‘And is she ok?’ he asks while I shake my head.
‘This is so stupid, Amy. You should’ve called me’ he replies.
I lower my eyes, touch his fingers on the cell.
‘I had so little time, Harry. I was out of options’ I explain but he still shakes his head.
Then he once again tries to open the lock but is again unsuccessful. In the end he looks in corner of the hall in search of some tool that can break the lock. It’s stupid because it will awake everyone in the palace.
‘Don’t do it, Harry. Leave me in my condition and go before we get in trouble’ I almost shout at him but that doesn’t make a difference.
‘And leave you here? Like this? With these cruel heartless animals?’ he explains while I take a deep breath.
He is right but I am out of options. If I run again, my sister will face the rage, the revenge and I can’t let it happen.
‘Don’t you get it, Amy. It’s a trap for both of you. Even she is facing the same thing as you’ he explains and even though he’s right, I won’t go.
‘I know, but this way I also know that she’s alive I tell while harry looks frustrated.
‘But breathing alone is not life. This is hell and you know it’ he says.
I nod, agree.
‘I know but please understand my helplessness. I can’t go, not before my sister is free’ I say.
Harry, in reply, gets speechless. He just looks at me without any words.
‘And I beg you to go, now. If by any chance you are spotted here, even you’ll be in trouble and I don’t want my last hope to end’ I say.
I think I’ve made my point and he agrees.
‘But I’m not giving on you, never’ he says and kisses on my lips.
I support and reply with the same gesture. We kiss passionately for sometime, and then he leaves the cell and closes the door of the hall from outside without making any noise.
Alone and helpless in my misery, I once again lie alone in my cell with a hope in my heart to get free someday. With Dave here in the palace, tough days are yet to come but I also have my friend with me who can do anything to save me.
I hope fate has better days planned for me. I hope this night ends, the darkness vanishes. I hope there’s a dawn and light afterwards.
 
Sequel to continue................
 




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.






review request 

How do you like the book so far? Please leave feedback by clicking here.


It would be great if you leave feedback by just clicking HERE. It will take not more than 30 seconds but will help me to gain a lot of readers. 


Thanks for your help in advance.
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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
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Emily's

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.
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.
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Compelled to Serve
 
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 Story
 
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 
 
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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