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Friday

The alarm clock starts to bleep, signaling the start of Friday.  I love Fridays and hate them in equal measure.  I love them as I’ll spend much of the afternoon alone with my Master in his inner office.  What I hate is that he’ll go home early to spend the weekend with his wife and I will have no contact with him until Monday. 

I lean over and hit the clock, turning it off.  I get out of bed immediately, if I don’t then I might just lie there, and how can I worship him from bed?  As soon as I got out of bed I go to the bathroom and pee, a quick wash of my face to help me wake up and then back into my bedroom.  I check the clock – 5:33am, plenty of time.

His photo is on one of the walls of the bedroom of my apartment, taken from the HR pages, blown up to full legal size, it’s about three feet off the floor.  I kneel down in front of him and gaze into his eyes.  Silently I open my legs as wide as I can and get lost in his dark brown eyes.  Instantly I feel calm, his presence has that effect on me.  I reach up to my neck and feel my slave collar, tight to my throat, the D ring hanging down at the front.  I adjust it slightly, making sure the D ring is centered.  I run my hands down my body, over my breasts and onto my thighs, hands face up.  I look down slightly, it’s important that I don’t invade his space too much by looking at him and I relax, mentally.  Physically my back is arched, my stomach sucked in, breasts thrust out and I’m in position, worshipping him with my body. 

“Alexa, set slave timer 45 minutes,” I say quietly to the echo in the corner.

“OK,” she replies, “I’ve set slave timer for 45 minutes.”  For the next 45 minutes I will remain motionless, silent.  If I move or make a noise I will be punished, that’s part of the deal.  I won’t even know how long I’ve been in position for or how long I’ve got to go.  I can’t have been like that for long, already I can feel the pain building in my hips but it doesn’t matter, what matters is that I stay in position until I have his permission to move.  If I’m lucky and everything goes to plan I’ll slip into subspace, my brain will release the endorphins I crave and then I won’t even notice the pain.  I want to look at him, to study his amazing face observing me but I’m not allowed, eye control is something that works for us.  It’s all about denial of what I want so I can focus on what he wants, what he needs, what he deserves.

The pain continues to build, as does the desire to look at him.  I just want to move, to know how much longer I have to endure this painful position – think it’s not painful?  Try it yourself, get onto the floor, open your legs wide and put your hands on your thighs and don’t move for 45 minutes.  I’ll be amazed if you last 10 minutes.  After a few minutes your hips will start to ache, after 10, if you make it that long, you’ll be in agony.  And I can, and will, go for 45.  My aim is to extend this to an hour, not yet, but I’m working towards it.  One day, one day soon.  He deserves to be worshipped like this for at least an hour a day.

Soon it’s obvious to me that I’m not going to get into subspace – I can hear cars out in the street, the garbage truck is in the street.  I can only achieve this when my world consists only of me and my Master, I could cheat I suppose and wear noise cancelling headphones, but I want this to be real, just me and him.  In a perfect world he and I would live alone on a desert island where I could serve his every need, or we’d live together in a huge house away from the road and other people, but that’s not possible.  Not yet anyway.  Fuck, I’d give almost anything to spend the weekend with him.  Does his wife even know how lucky she is?  I bet she doesn’t have a clue.

I can feel sweat forming on my brow, I’m starting to shake a little, surely it can’t be long until Alexa breaks the silence?  But I’m shaking, I’m not allowed to do that, so already I know that I’ll have to be punished when the smart speaker releases me from my position.  I try to focus on him, in my mind I’m telling him how I’ll strain to serve him better, to be the slave he deserves and not just the body that’s in front of him. 

Behind me the speaker starts to make a sound, the radio is coming on.  Thank goodness.

“Thank you Master,” I say to his image, looking up at him, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.  Your property is sorry that it moved without permission, please will you punish me Master, however you wish to Master.”  There’s no answer obviously, I decide that wearing clothespins on my nipples until I’m ready to leave the apartment is a suitable punishment.

I move out of position and crawl to my sex draw and open it, quickly finding my set of clothespins.  I live on the eighth floor, obviously the only reason I have these is to inflict pain on myself, something I do regularly as I can never be the perfect slave he deserves.  There are two sets, each one with a dozen clothespins linked together with a piece of string.  I take a deep breath and put the first one on my already erect nipple. When you see this done by professional porn stars it’s always placed behind the nipple, on the areola, or the gap where the washing line would go is placed on the nipple, but that’s not what I want.  I want to feel real pain, to make this hurt, to make the punishment real.
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As I release my grip on the handle the ends start to come together, when the wood is touching my nipple I take a deep breath and hold it, then release.  The spring closes the gap and the wood bites into my nipple, causing me intense pain.  But I’m proud of myself, sometimes I cry out when this bites into me, but not today.  If I had cried out I’d have to punish myself again, punishment should be taken in silence.  I don’t want to spoil his day with my moaning.  I apply a second to my other nipple in the same way, again in silence and I stand and look at myself in the full length mirror.  Today I don’t bother with the others, some days I’ll apply them all over my breasts or pussy, today just two seems right.

I’m 23, long natural blonde hair, long legs and large, 32DD, breasts.  I’m five foot seven and weigh in at about 130lbs.  I’m naturally thin, but I like to run three or four times a week to keep myself trim.  With the clothespins on my nipples I look hot, I cup my breasts and squeeze, fuck I’m better than hot, I’m super-hot, from the top of my head to my toes.

Quickly I get into the shower, keeping my hair dry.  I bend forward and ease the six inch butt plug out of my ass – it lives there, 24x7x365, the only time I ever remove it is to clean it, once a day in the shower, or when I need to shit.  As soon as it’s out of my ass (a painful process) I slip it into my mouth to clean it.  There’s a vague taste of shit, nothing too unpleasant.  I suck it clean before bending over again and re-inserting it.

[image: Master Series Chrome Plated Jeweled Emerald Butt Plug Small : Amazon.co.uk:  Health &amp; Personal Care]

When I first bought it, it took me almost a week to insert the first time.  No matter how much lube I used I just couldn’t get it into my ass.  I could get the first inch in, but my ass rejected it over and over.  On the Saturday night I bought a bottle of wine and drank it all, I don’t drink frequently, and when the alcohol had taken hold I lubed my ass, gently inserting a finger into myself, then a second.  I fucked my ass with my hand over and over, with time it got easier and easier. 

I put the end of the dildo to my mouth and sucked it, opening my mouth wide to take the cool metal into my mouth.  My lips closed around the narrow neck and I held it there, I was on all fours in front of the mirror.  I loved the way the glass jewel sparked in the light as I watched myself fuck my own ass with my fingers.  It was time.

I put my shoulders down on the carpet, head facing the mirror.  With one hand I pulled the dildo out of my mouth, my jaws relaxing as it came out, my other hand still slowly fucking my ass.  I spat onto the dildo several times, getting it as wet as I could, to make it easier to insert.  Gently I lined it up with my ass, two fingers still buried inside myself.  I slowly pulled my fingers out, using the tips to open my ass wide.

I took a deep breath and pushed the dildo forward, my ass was well lubed, the end wet and I pushed one, then two inches inside myself.  Before I’d always just pushed harder, trying to get it in but this time I was enjoying the sensation of my asshole being stretched.  I pulled it out, then pushed it back in and slowly fucked my ass with it.  I was moaning in delight, I wanted to play with my clit, to cum, but decided against it.  If I got the plug in my ass that would be my reward.

Every time I pushed it in I thought I got a little more inside myself, moaning louder and louder, lost in my own world, desperate to cum.  I still had two fingers inside my ass, pulling my hole wider and wider, helping the jeweled plug in.  I had three, then four inches inside.  Only a tiny amount more and the widest part would be inside me.  I counted down, pushing it in.  As the widest part stretched my asshole I counted out loud, “Ten.”

I pulled it back, groaning in delight at the sensation and pushed it inside my tight asshole again.  “Nine,” I said, my voice high pitched and whining.  I kept it up, pulling out, in and counting down.  At one it was going all the way in.

“Three . . . . . . two . . . . . one . . . FUCK . . . .” I yelled as I pushed hard, the full length disappearing inside me.  My ass closed on the plug, sucking it in and I lay there, ass in the air, the plug fully filling my hole.  I couldn’t resist any longer, I pushed my hand between my legs and thrust two fingers inside my pussy, feeling the plug through the thin wall of skin.  With my other hand I rubbed my clit, it only took me a few second before I came, crying in pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm came over me.  I’d never had a cum like that before, there were hints of pain from the giant metal plug in my ass, but I loved it.  In that instant I resolved to leave the plug in my ass permanently.

I lay there for a while, before lifting my hands to my mouth.  I twisted round, keeping my ass up high until I could see it, the green jewel catching the light and shining.  I pushed one hand to my mouth and sucked my fingers, alternating between the taste of my pussy and my ass.  I loved it.  I loved the jewel in my ass, I squeezed my ass gently and could feel it inside me, a constant reminder of what I was becoming.

******

When I get out of the shower I do a quick time check, I’ve got time and I get a bagel and some OJ.  I kneel at the side of the chair in the kitchen to eat, why should a slave eat at her Master’s table without his permission?  In the year I’ve been his slave I’ve eaten off the floor, or kneeling at the chair every day.  The table has been unused, unless I have a friend round, eating off the floor would be hard to explain!  I break the toasted bagel into small pieces and drop them into a bowl then pour the juice into a second bowl.  I kneel in front of the bowls and bend forward, taking a small piece of bagel into my mouth, chewing and swallowing before sucking up some juice.  I repeat until it’s all gone, then stand and wash the bowls under the running tap.  I wipe my face, cleaning off the crumbs and juice stains.

It doesn’t take long to eat, then back to my bedroom, crawling, naturally, and dress ready for work.  Sheer black holdups, panties (black naturally) barely covering the green jewel in my ass, with a matching black bra.  I debate taking off the clothespins but decide that they should stay on for a long as possible to maximize my pain.  I put the bra on, but carefully lift the meat of my full tits out of the cups.  I look at myself in the mirror, I look like a whore.  I smile at myself, I like the look.  I slip on a blouse, a red one that’s quite low cut but don’t fasten it up yet – it would mean removing the clothespins and I’m not ready for that, not just yet.

Next I clean my teeth and wash my face, then go into my room and apply my makeup.  He doesn’t like me to wear too much – one day, soon after I become his property I wore far too much and he told me so, ever since then I’ve applied the mantra that less is more.  So just some foundation and some subtle red lipstick to match my blouse, then a little mascara and I’m ready.  Quick time check, it’s ten before seven so still time.  I look at myself in the mirror and take the string that’s attached to the clothespins, steel myself for the pain that’s about to come and I yank it hard, the clothespins come flying off and pain shoots through my nipples as the skin is squeezed out under the grip of the ends. 

I want to scream, to cry out, the pain is intense, it makes the pain I suffered putting them on feel like nothing.  For a minute I stand there, shaking and moving, trying to distract myself.  The instant pain of removing them dies quickly, but is quickly replaced by a throbbing pain as blood re-enters my sensitive buds.  I don’t have time, I put the torture device on the side table, push my breasts into my bra, fasten my blouse and then go to my bedside table, open the draw and take out the key.  I reach behind my neck and unlock the collar, taking it off and I place it in my shoulder bag, ready for work – along with a few other bits and pieces.  A quick check of my neck, there’s a small mark where it’s been but that will fade by the time I get to work.  I pick up my keys and walk out of my door, into the elevator and down to the car lot, into my car and I leave to join the other commuters on their way to work.

******

Traffic’s not too bad this morning, a few lucky light changes and I’m at the office in just under an hour.  First things first, I place my shoulder bag into my draw and lock it, I wouldn’t normally do that but today it’s important that no one sees inside it – I doubt anyone would look, but it would be . . . unfortunate if anyone did.  I go into his office.  We have a joint workspace, I’m in the outer office, him in the inner, and prepare it for him, I adjust the blinds, the sun can come in too much early in the morning, then I return to my own desk and start my day.  I don’t know if he knows I do these things for him, it doesn’t matter though, does it?  My role is to make his life easier, my position is below him in all things.

At just after eight the phone on my desk gives a single ring then stops.  That’s the security guard on the car park letting me know that my bosses’ car has just entered the underground lot.  He’ll be here in a little under 10 minutes, so I take out my perfume and apply a little, I like to do it here so that my scent will be in the air when he comes in.  I wait another five minutes then go to the break area, pick up a single ring donut from the pile and pour him a black coffee.  I return to our office and put these on his desk, ready and waiting for him.  A minute later I’m back at my desk and 30 seconds after that the outer door opens and he walks in. 

“Good morning Emily,” he says, his voice deep and powerful.  He’s wearing a dark suit with a white cotton shirt and silk tie, the outfit probably cost more than my month’s rent.  He looks amazing, but then he always does, I can make out the contours of his biceps under his suit, he’s strong and well-built and I guess he must go to the gym three or four times a week to work out. 

“Good morning Sir,” I reply, “How was your drive in today?”  I call him Sir to his face, it’s rather old fashioned but I like it.  When I first started he tried to get me to call him by his first name, but he quickly gave up.  I like it as it re-enforces my position with him.  I’d call him Master if I thought I could get away with it, but I don’t think that that would fly.

“Good thanks Emily.”  He doesn’t ask me about my drive, why should he?  I’m his personal assistant, his slave, not that he knows I’m his slave, I’ve never told him.  I’m pretty sure I’d lose my job if I confessed that I loved him and was his property – I’d rather he didn’t know and I got to spend five days a week with him, than tell him once and risk losing him forever.  Maybe one day I’ll tell him, maybe I’ll be lucky then and he’ll return my love, he’ll leave his wife and I can be his slave girl.  Until then I’m just his PA.  Could be worse.

He walks though my outer office, into his and closes the door and work starts for the day.  The rules of the office are clear, if his door is closed he can only be disturbed by me – if I’m not there then no one is allowed in, for any reason.  I’m the guardian of his gateway.  I give him 15 minutes then go to the kitchen and pour him a fresh coffee.  On my return I silently open his door and go in, he briefly looks up from his laptop.  I replace the empty cup with a fresh one, pick up the plate that held the donut and leave, closing the door behind me.

******

I barely got to see him or speak to him this morning, the first message I get is an Instant Message giving me his lunch order – it’s Friday so he’ll eat at his desk so he can get home early.  Just before 12 I descend to the first floor with the cafés and sandwich bars and get his order, a six inch tuna sub with plain chips and a diet coke.  I get the same and I’m quickly back upstairs where I knock on his door and go in, placing the sub on his desk.  He’s on the phone and doesn’t acknowledge me.  At the end of the month I’ll present him with a bill for the month’s lunches and he’ll pay me immediately, I like that, it’s like he’s paying to be with me.

At one he calls me and we spend the next two hours planning his next week at work.  There’s a conference on in Vegas that I’m going to, leaving Friday and back Sunday.  Usually the attending partner will take his own secretary, but Bill’s PA is on vacation that week, so I offer to attend.  Who wouldn’t want to spend a weekend in Vegas when someone else is paying?

“You’re sure you don’t mind going that weekend do you Emily?  I wouldn’t want you to attend if it takes you away from your social life.” 

“No Sir,” I reply, “Nothing planned.  I’ve never been to Vegas and I’d love to go.”

“You won’t get much time for sight-seeing.”

“I know Sir.”

He smiles at me, “Great, that’s great Emily.  You won’t get to see much, but I think that you’ll get a few hours on Saturday night, maybe you can take in a show, or just play the slots.  Whatever you fancy.  If you go to a show expense it.  And take a $200 for fun money.”  I hesitated, he backed up that statement.  “That’s an order Emily, take $200 from petty cash and have fun.”

“Thank you Sir,” I reply.  He has just given me a direct order, he’s never done that before.  I can feel my knees go weak, I’m glad I’m sat down so my body doesn’t betray me.  Sure, he asks me to do things all the time, but that was an order.  I’ll have to be very, very careful to not blow it and blurt out how I feel about him.

When I’m dismissed I’ve got a few hours work ahead of me, filling his diary and typing up the dictation. 

I know he’ll be leaving in the next 20 minutes or so.  Right on time I hear him move in his office.    I take a deep breath and suck in my stomach and thrust out my chest.  His door opens, out he strides.  I love how he looks, even this late on Friday he’s not let his appearance get worse.  He never cuts corners on his appearance.  Through the suit I can see the line of his limbs, they are solid muscle.  I’m fantasizing about having those arms wrapped around me, pulling me close.

“I’m leaving for the weekend Emily.”

“Yes Sir,” I reply.  “Do you need anything from me Sir before you leave?”

He hands me a pile of letters, “Can you make sure these go out tonight please?”

“Of course Sir.”  He starts walking and opens the door to the office corridor.  I call after him.

“Have a nice weekend Sir, don’t forget I’ll be late in Monday.”

He pauses and thinks, he’s forgotten, then the penny drops, “Oh yes, I hope the repair guy turns up.”

“So do I Sir.”

“Have a great weekend Emily,” he replies and closes the door.

I mouth, “Have a great weekend too . . . Master,” very quietly.

I flick through the mail, unlock my drawer and take out my shoulder bag.  Nervously I look round, then open it.  I take out a padded envelope of my own.  It’s addressed to me, from me.  Next I look in the bag and pull out a small key, it’s the only one I’ve got to a set of padlocks I have in the car.  I pause for a moment, if I do this there’s no going back.

I take a quick look around and put the key into the envelope.  I rip off the strip and seal it and place it with the rest of the outgoing mail my Master gave me.  I spend the next three hours finalizing his diary for next week, typing the dictation and answering emails before standing up and leaving the office.  In the corridor there are a few other PAs and some of their managers leaving.  On my way out I drop the mail into the outgoing sack and get into the elevator.

It’s a long way down to the under building lot and at this time of night it will be 20 minutes before I make it out.  I’m in no rush, but it’s time for my weekend as a slave to begin.  I live every weekend as his slave, but this weekend is going to be special.  I put my bag into the trunk and take out a brown paper bag, I remove my collar from my shoulder bag and place it into the brown paper bag.

I open the driver door and slide in.  I flap down the visor and open the vanity mirror, to make sure I can see myself.  I’m parked in a quiet corner, out of view of the security cameras.  I reach over and open the large brown paper bag.  Inside are half a dozen small padlocks, the only key for which I’ve just put into the mail.  In addition there are four cuffs and my lockable steel collar, key also in the mail.  The cuffs were very expensive, made of soft white leather. 
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First I bend over and put a cuff onto each ankle.  I fasten them tightly in place, looping the straps through the holders.  I pick up two of the padlocks, they are open.  There’s a moment of panic as I think about what I’m going to do.  But I must go through with this.  I’ve been thinking and planning it for months.

I fasten the first one into place, the cuff is tight to my ankle and there’s no way it’s coming off now.  I adjust the cuff so the padlock is at the rear and the three D rings are at the sides and front.  The die is now cast, I’m relying on the mail coming on time.  Quickly I secure the other ankle.

Next I put on the wrist cuffs.  I get the left wrist one on easily and lock it into place.  The right one takes longer but I finally manage it.  Next the big one, the collar for my neck.  I love this, I wear it at home virtually all the time, but I’ve never not had the key.

I wrap it round my neck tightly.  I can get my finger inside the collar but it’s very tight.  I slide four rings onto it, naturally they slide to the front and hang down.  I pull my long hair out from between my neck and collar then lock it in place.  Finally I turn it round so the lock is at the rear and the rings hang down my chest.
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The last touch is a ball gag, it’s a huge red ball about two inches in diameter.  I won’t put this in until I’m out of range of the camera’s watching eyes.  I put it on my lap, put the car into reverse and pull out of the space.  I join the queue of cars leaving the garage, it’s not as bad as usual and I’m onto the street within 10 minutes.  At the first red light I open my mouth wide and insert the gag, I can’t get it all the way behind my teeth, it’s too large.  But it’s going to force my jaw wide open for a long time.  I secure it in place and continue my drive home to my apartment.  It’s going to be in place for over an hour before I make it home.

[image: ]

Within 10 minutes my jaw is agony and the saliva is dripping down my chest, leading to a big wet patch on my blouse.  I debate with myself whether I should remove it, I should ask my master for permission.  At the next lights I pull out my magic 8 ball, it will partially control my actions for the weekend.

“Master, please my I remove the gag?” I stuttered unintelligibly through the gag.

I shake the ball and wait.  Soon the answer is clear.  “My reply is no.”

“Thank you master,” I reply.  The gag is staying in.  I’ll ask for permission to remove it again later.  I continue my drive home.  I won’t ask for permission to remove it now until I get safely into my apartment, no matter how much it hurts.

The drive home is uneventful, except that at one set of lights the man in the car in the next lane saw me, we exchanged a look and he looked long and hard at my mouth.  When the lights changed he didn’t move off until the car behind beeped him.  I smiled thinking about him as I drove away, I’d certainly caught his imagination.

I pull into the lot under my apartment block.  This always makes me laugh, I get up in the mornings and get into one elevator, walk to the car, drive to another garage and into another elevator at work, without ever setting foot outside.  My jaw is agony, my mouth is completely dry, all I can think about is getting to my apartment and praying that my master will allow me to remove the gag.

Shit, I didn’t think this through.  I’m in my reserved space under my building and need to get to my apartment.  What if someone sees me?  I should remove the gag, or ask for permission to remove the gag but I’ve already told my master that I won’t ask for permission until I’m in my apartment.  A thrill goes through me, I’m about to walk collared and gagged to my apartment.  One of my neighbors could easily see me.  There’s no explaining this.

I look at myself in the vanity mirror, my chest is soaking wet from the saliva I’ve lost.  I put the 8 ball back into the bag and get out of the car.  I open the trunk and pull out my shoulder bag and walk slowly to the elevators. I press the button and wait.  It comes quickly, thankfully nobody is on it.  As I enter the enclosed space I hear another car coming into the garage.  I turn to face the open door and press eight for my floor.  As the door closes I can see a car coming straight towards me.  The garage is dark and the inside of the elevator is light, they must have seen me.

The doors close and I’m whisked quickly to the eighth floor.  I’m nervous as the doors open but the dark corridor is empty.  I walk quickly to my door, it’s only about 100 feet and I make it without being seen.  I open my bag, remove the keys and enter my apartment. 

As soon as I close the door and lock it. I start removing my clothes.  My blouse, skirt bra and panties come off easily.  It takes me quite a while to get the hold ups off as I have to ease them under the ankle cuffs (I should have thought of that).  Eventually I’m naked and I crawl to my lounge where my master is waiting for me.  It’s actually a giant male sex doll, only a torso and a head, about three foot six inches tall but between it, my magic 8 ball and a couple of dice I will serve him for the weekend.  Damn thing cost me best part of $1,500.

I’ve watched so many films, read so many articles on female submission and practiced so many times I think I know how to present myself to my master.  As gracefully as I can I move onto my knees and open my legs wide.  I have prepared for this as well and I roll a 12 sided dice.  I will stay in position for five minutes for each number.  I roll a seven, that’s 35 minutes to wait until I’m allowed to move.  Not quite as long as I spend worshipping him in the mornings, but long enough to be uncomfortable.

Should I ask for permission to remove the gag now?  It’s been in for over an hour but I decide that my master would want me to keep it in as he studies his slave slut.  I want to start masturbating as I kneel in front of him.  He must know I’m there, waiting for his orders.  My mind starts wandering and I adjust my position slightly.  In my head I hear his voice, it’s like he’s inside my mind with me.  It’s a wonderful sensation.

“You weren’t given permission to move slave.  You’ll be punished for that later,” I heard him say in his deep, powerful voice.

Shit he’s right.  I focus myself and check the clock.  I’ve been kneeling for 20 minutes, I wish I’d put my legs closer together as the pain in my hips is intense.  15 minutes to go.

When my time is up I elect to stay in place while I ask my question.

“Master, please may I remove the gag?”

I shake the magic 8 ball and wait.  The first time the answer is inconclusive so I shake again.  “Outlook Good.”  I take that as a yes and pull it out.  It takes me a couple of goes before I can close my mouth properly.  As soon as I can form the words I address my master.

“Thank you for allowing me to remove the gag Master.  How can I serve you Master?”

In my mind I hear him order me to fix him a drink and cook him his evening meal.  I crawl out of the room to the kitchen and fix him a whiskey, I’ve seen him drink whiskey and coke at company events.  I turn on the oven to cook him his pizza.  I take the drink back to my master and place it onto a side table.

“You moved without permission slave,” I hear him say.

“Yes master, I’m sorry Master.  Please punish me Master.”

I’ve drawn up a punishment chart, to be controlled by the dice.  I need to roll a six sided die to decide what I will be punished with, then again to decide what part of my body should be punished.  I’ve got a 20 sided die to decide the number of blows.

First roll, it’s a four.  That’s the cane.  Shit, from what I’ve read that will probably hurt the most.  Next roll, it’s a six.  Soles of my feet.  Now for the 20 sided die.  I roll and watch it.  11.  Could be better, could be a lot worse.

I move to the table and pick up the cane.  I put it into my mouth and crawl back to face my master.  Shit, I’d not thought this through.  Whipping my tits or anywhere else would be easy, soles of my feet would take some arranging.  I do the best I can and hit myself hard with the cane.  It hurts, but as I can’t really do my feet it should have hurt a lot more.

After I hit myself for the final time I put the cane back into my mouth, crawl to the table to remove it, then I place it back on the table.  I crawl back in front of my master.  I assume my kneeling position and speak.

“Thank you for teaching your slave a lesson Master.  Please may I be excused to cook you evening meal master?”

I don’t resort to the magic 8 ball for an answer, I assume that any master would want feeding.  In the kitchen I check the oven, once it’s hot enough I put the pizza in and wait for it to cook.  It will only take 12 minutes.  When it’s cooked I take it out, slice it and put it onto a plate before taking it to my master with a beer.  I put it onto the table and move my master to the table.

My master has a huge erection.  The doll came with a variety of cocks – naturally I put on the biggest.  While he eats I’m commanded to suck his cock.  I start sucking, my jaw is still sore from wearing that gag for over an hour, the pain in my thighs from kneeling so much also hurts but that’s irrelevant.  I’m here to serve, regardless of pain – actually I’m grateful for the pain, it makes my service seem more real and it enforces my status beneath him.  I’m determined to make him cum while he eats.  I’ve been practicing my cock sucking skills for months, ever since I first started working as his PA.  If I ever get to taste the real thing I want to be the best he’s ever had.

I start low and slow, licking his balls, taking first one and then the other into my mouth, getting them behind my teeth.  When I release them I cup them gently with my hand before starting on his cock.  I start at the base of his cock, savoring the thickness of his shaft.  I tilt my head to the side so I can slide my open lips up and down his cock.

I slide up and down twice, on the top of the third slide I straighten my head and take it into my mouth.  I close my lips, enjoying the feel of his cock in my mouth.  I start sucking gently, pulling my head down his thick cock. 

I move my head up and down, taking slightly more of his rock hard cock each time until I’ve got six inches in.  Only another two to go.

With my other hand I reach out and grab his hand and place it on the back of my head.  I want to have my head forced down and I guide his hand, pushing me to get another inch in.  It’s too much and I start to gag and splutter, but I’m not going to give up.  He deserves the best so I force myself down further and further until his crotch is jammed against my nose.

I hold it there for as long as I can before pulling back.  I want to take it all the way out but he doesn’t want a girl that gives up so easily, so I keep two inches in my mouth allowing me to breathe.  I take my hand off his balls and touch my cunt, Jesus I’m soaking.  I slip two fingers into my pussy and fuck myself with them, fuck I’m close to cumming before I hear him telling me to stop.  This is about him, all about him.  My pleasure is irrelevant.  I pop his cock out of my mouth for a few seconds and apologize to him.

“I’m sorry Master, please punish me later after you’ve cum in my mouth master.”  In my mind I hear him promising that he will punish me for that breach of protocol.  I return to his cock, sliding it back into my throat, pushing myself hard.  I wrap my arms around his torso, pulling him closer and removing the ability to play with myself.  This is a blow job, it’s all about him, my pleasure, my pain, my suffering are all irrelevant, the only thing that matters is that he enjoys himself.  Fuck, I can almost believe I’m doing this for real.

My heads moves up and down, my tongue in constant contact with his cock.  I have practiced sucking his cock three or four times a week, all that training and effort is worthwhile.  I’m desperate to please him, to serve and suffer under his hand.  I have no idea how long I’ve been sucking his shaft, clearly the mannequin can’t cum but eventually I decide that he has.  To make it more real I pull off his cock and lick his balls, then I crawl to the kitchen and take an egg out of the fridge.  Shit, I should have done this earlier.

I crack the egg into a small bowl and throw the yolk down the sink, before pouring the raw egg white into my mouth.  It’s disgusting, I hate the taste of egg white almost as much as I hate the taste of cum, but that’s not important.  Any girl should swallow when her man cums in her mouth, a slave girl must have no excuse.  He’s cum in my mouth, I’m going to swallow it.  But not yet.  From porn I’ve watched men seem to like to not only know that their girl has swallowed, they like to watch it happen.

I crawl back to my Master and kneel at his feet.  I look up at him, tilt my head back and open my mouth wide, showing him that his good little slave has taken his precious cum into her mouth and held it there, showing it to him.  I don’t know how long I wait like that, maybe a minute or two before I close my mouth and swallow the disgusting egg white, then open wide again and show him my empty mouth.  Naturally I smile throughout, a slave should be grateful that her master has used her mouth for his pleasure and allowed her to swallow his seed.  He doesn’t want to see her look disgusted, he wants to see her looking like she enjoyed it.

“Thank you for allowing me to swallow your cum Master,” I say.  I bow my head and can feel him patting my head. 

“Good girl,” he replied, I can hear him in my mind, “But there remains the issue of you touching yourself without permission.  What should I do with you?”  This is rhetorical and doesn’t demand a reply.  I know what he’s going to do to me, or rather I’m going to do to myself.  I need the dice.  First I use the magic 8 ball, to decide on my type of punishment.

“Master, do you want to hurt me or make me suffer?”  In my mind hurt is pain, short sharp and intense.  Suffering is more long term, the pain building slowly over a period of time and I have to use every ounce of self-discipline to keep the pain going.  If I break position before my time is up I will, of course, be required to undergo pain (and probably a long term suffering as well). 

I shake the magic 8 ball, a positive will be pain, a negative suffering.  I’m hoping for pain.  Bloody thing comes back with ‘Cannot predict now.’  Shit I think, I should have agreed to double the punishment for every inconclusive response.  I shake it again. ‘You may rely on it.’  That means yes.

I put the 8 ball back on the table and pick up the six sided die.  As before the six sided one will decide the implement and body part, the 20 sided one the number of strokes I must take.  Nervously I roll, it’s a six.  Fuck, a six.  According to my punishment chart that means it’s the studded flogger.  This is going to hurt.

[image: Amazon.com: Strict Leather Studded Paddle : Health &amp; Household]

The flogger is about 15 inches long, a handle part and strap to put your hand through.  The wide part is about 10 inches long, inset with about 30 metal studs.  I’ve never used it on myself before, I bought it especially for this weekend.  But I read the reviews, I know it’s going to hurt. 

I pick up the dice and roll again, this time to determine where I’m going to be punished.  The dice seems to roll for minutes before finally stopping against the table leg.  It’s a four.  Fuck, my breasts are going to suffer.  Gently I take one into each hand and squeeze them, my breasts are very sensitive, I’ve had men who’ve made me cum just by manipulating them.  For the first time I think about not following through with my decision to be enslaved all weekend.  Instantly I regret the thought, I said I’d be a slave for the whole weekend and I must see it through to the end.  This punishment is no one’s fault but my own, if I’d been able to keep my hand off my cunt I wouldn’t be in this mess.

I pick up the 20 side die and hold it, I blow on it as I’ve seen people do in films when they play craps.  I want a low number.  Before I roll it I can hear my Master speak to me.  “Roll and keep rolling until you roll a 10 or more.  I don’t want you getting off lightly.”  That serves me right for wanting a low number. 

“Yes Master,” I reply out loud, in a quiet, husky voice.  I roll the die, a seven.  I pick it up and roll again, a four.  The third time I manage to roll a 13.  I must learn, and learn quickly to not have desires, other than to please.

13 blows to my breasts, what should I do – 13 to one?  Split it six and seven?  Alternate?  “You’ve got two breasts slave,” he says, “How about 13 to each?”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  This is going to hurt, we both know it.  I crawl to the sideboard and pick the flogger up, using nothing but my teeth.  It’s not easy but I manage to get the handle in my mouth and crawl back.  Once I’m in front of my Master I turn the chair so he’s facing me, I place the flogger onto his chair - again, not easy.  Twice it fell on the floor, but I decide against being punished for that, the torso has no legs (and hence no lap) so I can hardly be blamed for that.

I gaze up into his eyes, this is one of the few times I’m allowed to look on him, to ask, to beg to be punished.  It’s coming, there’s no way I won’t be let off, not after touching myself without explicit permission.

“Please Master, your slave is sorry that she touched herself without your permission.  Please Master, please punish your property, teach her that her body does not belong to her, it belongs to you Master.  Your slave needs to be punished, please Master, I’m begging you.  Hurt me, make it real.”  I mean this, every word of it.  I want to be hurt, to make the punishment real.  Obedience is everything, disobedience is tantamount to a crime and should be punished as such.

Eventually I’m rewarded and I hear him agree that the punishment can begin.  Naturally I’m nervous, I’m no pain slut, this would hardly be a punishment if I was, but it needs to be done, to re-enforce my position at his feet.

I take the flogger in my right hand, looping the strap over my wrist so it doesn’t come off.  I grit my teeth, suddenly worried about how much this will hurt.  My jaw aches, I’m crushing my teeth far too tightly together.  I relax my jaw, but it’s no good, I could seriously hurt my teeth – dental at the firm is good, but I don’t think I should self harm to that extent.  I need something to brace my mouth on.  A ball gag should do it. 

“Master, please may I wear a ball gag for the punishment?” I ask.  Nervously, so nervously, I pick up the magic 8 ball and shake it.  I’ve no idea what I’ll do if it says no, I’ll probably ask for another five strokes if I’m allowed to wear it.  But I’m fortunate, ‘Most Likely’, that’s a yes in my book.  I turn to crawl to the table, then I hear my Master’s voice. 

“Make sure your tits touch the floor as you move.”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  I lower my shoulders and bend my arms until I can feel my nipples touch the soft carpet and I crawl to the table, my nipples rubbing the whole time on the floor.  They are very sensitive and it’s a particular type of torture as they rub against the fibers.  I’ll make a note of this punishment, maybe I can rub my nipples on sandpaper as a punishment?

When I get to the table I put my fists on the floor, pull my hips and legs up, opening them wide as I rise up and locate the ball gag.  I pick the one inch one, small enough to fit behind my teeth.  I bite down on it, picking it up.  I need to use my hands to get it into place, then I secure the gag behind my head.  It’s one of my favorites, a bright red ball with a black leather strap, much smaller than the one I wore earlier.

[image: Master Series Red The Hush Gag Silicone Comfort Ball Gag : Amazon.co.uk:  Health &amp; Personal Care]

Once it’s in place I crawl back to my Master, again making sure my tits touch the floor.  I don’t want to earn any more pain or suffering than I need to as it will mean that I’ve failed.  I don’t want to fail.

Once I’m in front of him I pick up the flogger, push my right hand through the wrist strap and secure it in place.  I open my legs wide and put my left arm behind my back.  I look up at his face.

“Punish you slave Master,” I say through the gag, “Make me pay for my mistakes.”

I close my hand on the flogger and lift it up.  I take a deep breath and hold it, then bring it down as hard as I can into the creamy white flash of my breast.  As soon as it makes contact with me my stomach starts to pulse and I bend forward, the pain is intense, worst I’ve every experienced.  My legs are shuddering and I bring my knees closer together.  It takes all my resolve to not scream in pain as the metal studs and leather bite into my breast. 

It takes me 15, 20 seconds before I manage to straighten up and breathe, letting my lungs deflate and inflate again.  But I’m proud, I took the blow without making a sound.  Shit, imagine if he ever hit me like that?  He’s so much stronger than me, what would that feel like?  One day I’ll have to find out. 

“One Master,” I say, “Thank you.  Please may I have a second?”  I had planned to deliver 13 to one breast, then 13 to the other but no, I’ve changed my mind and decided to alternate.  Once more I take a deep breath, steel myself and bring the flogger down onto my other breast.  Once again pain explodes in my breast, quickly spreading and I bend over again, I can’t help it.

“Two Master, thank you.  Please may I have another?” I say as I straighten up.  I’m proud again, I took that without making a sound and this time I didn’t move my legs, they trembled, but I didn’t close them at all.

Master obliges and soon delivers the third, fourth and fifth stroke.  After each I thank him and ask for another.  After the sixth tears are forming in the corners of my eyes, after the seventh they are running down my face.  But I’m crying silently, and only six strikes in.  20 to go.

At 10 I pause and look down at my chest.  My poor tits are starting to bruise, they are already bright red but underneath I can see dark areas forming, they are going to be badly bruised by the end.  Tears are dripping off my face and down onto my tits, streaking across the red skin.  I decide to change and rather than hit myself above the nipple I’ll got for the under breast next.

I almost, almost make a sound as the flogger makes contact with my skin.  Shit, that’s even worse than the upper breast.  But I told myself the next 10 were to the underside, I’ll have to do it.

“11 thank you Master,” I manage to stutter, “Please may I have another one?”

At 20 I’m not sure I can take any more, my poor tits are now red everywhere. I pause for a long time before picking up the flogger.  Only six to go, I can do this.  The next two I deliver in rapid succession, one to each boob.  For the last four I decide to do two to each in turn, thanking my Master after each.  I can’t help it, I’m properly crying now, sniffing and snuffling as the tears flood out of me.

“You’re all done Emily,” he says, “Get on my knee.  Straddle me.”  I take the flogger off my wrist and put it to one side, for a few seconds I can’t take my eyes off it, so small and yet brings me so much pain.  But I’ve been allowed to get close to him.  I stand up and straddle him.  I start to kiss him, I can feel him stroking my hair, telling me he’s proud of me, proud of how much pain I took.  That makes it all worthwhile.  Any slave should live for that, for her master being proud of her.

I take the gag out and we cuddle and kiss for a long time, until I stop crying.  I hug him, then get down and put the gag and cruel flogger away.  I inspect my breasts, bright red from the flogging with bruises already developing underneath.  I take one in each hand and gently squeeze them, I let out a little gasp of pain, they are so sensitive and tender.

I pick up my Master and move him onto the couch.  I pick up the TV remote and put Netflix on, picking some Sci-Fi, I don’t much like it, but I know he does. I lie down on the couch next to him, facing into his crotch and listen to the TV.  I couldn’t help myself, I take his cock into my mouth and suck it gently as he watches.  I’m hungry and in pain but all I want to do is suck his cock. 

We stay like that, Master and slave until the end of the programme.  My cunt is dripping, I want, no, I need to be fucked.  Did he feel the same way?  I take his cock out of my mouth and crawl to the table, I shake the 8 ball.

“Can I fuck you Master?”  I ask.  The first two answers are inconclusive, the third comes back ‘Without a doubt’.  I smile. 

“And may I come Master?”  I shake the ball and wait.  The answer appears out of the darkness, ‘Most likely.’  I can’t help it, a tear appears in my eye.  I wipe it away, I’m so happy.  I rolled the 20 sided die, a six.  Six times I must ask for permission before I’m allowed to cum.  After each time I ask he will say no and I must allow the sensation to pass.  I pick up the magic wand and I crawl back to him and kiss him.  I whisper in his ear, “Thank you for allowing me to fuck you.”

My couch is an L shape, the sex doll is jammed in the corner.  I pull it out slightly and get on all fours in front of him, facing away.  The huge cock is permanently erect and I push my ass back back, bending my knees and legs as I move my cunt onto the cock.  I tease myself for a few minutes, just allowing it to touch my pussy, the tip rubbing against my wet hole.

When I can’t stand it any longer I push back and his full length slips inside my tight, wet cunt.  I gasp out loud, the sensation is incredible as he completely fills my pussy.  Back and forth I push, taking his full length then almost easing it out.  I start slowly, teasing myself keeping my hands away from my clit.  I can feel my master’s cock inside me, rubbing against the plug in my ass.  I love that sensation, the thin skin between my pussy and ass moving against the dildo and cock.

I can’t take it much more so I slip my hand between my legs and start to rub my clit.  It doesn’t take long before I’m begging, pleading for permission to cum.  All I need is permission from him . . . but of course it’s not forthcoming.  I count to 10 as I beg, it takes every ounce of discipline to deny myself, then I pull my hand away and push back, taking his full length inside me and I stay like that, holding back my orgasm, I wait for a few minutes, allowing the sensation to pass before I start again.

This time it takes longer to get close to the edge before I start to beg.  Once again I count to 10 before I deny myself.  Only four to go.  I repeat over and over, each time allowing the orgasm to build, to take myself to the edge, riding his cock, rubbing my clit, pleading and denying myself.  Finally I complete the cycle five times, this time I’m going to cum.  I know it.

I pick up the wand and switch it on, it makes a low vibrating noise and I hold it to my clit.  Instantly I moan, my left hand forms a fist and I sink my nails into my palm, the sensation is incredible as the two cocks inside me work against each other, the wand stimulates my clit.  Within seconds I’m begging, pleading again.

“Can I cum Master, please Master, allow you slave to cum.  Please . . . . oh please Master . . .”  I keep pleading until I hear him start to count down from 10.  He’s counting slowly, so slowly, I’ve never I’ve held my orgasm in for as long as this.  When he reaches one it’s like my whole body implodes, I collapse down onto the couch, my face pressed against the leather and I’m screaming in pleasure.  A second, then a third orgasm come over me before I drop the wand, still vibrating and I lie there, soaking up every second of my orgasm.  I’ve never experienced anything like it.

When I finally stop cumming I pull off his cock and turn round.  I take him back into my mouth and suck my own juices off his cock and balls, then kiss my way up his torso.  I find the wand and switch it off as I do this.  I kiss his neck, then mouth before I whisper in his ear, thanking him for allowing me to cum.

He doesn’t respond, when he does I imagine him slapping my ass.  “I’m off to bed little one, tidy up in here, clean the couch, then come to bed.  You can sleep on the floor tonight, chain yourself to the bed and fasten your hands behind your back, I don’t want you playing with your cunt tonight.”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  I pick him up and take him through to the bedroom.  I place him on the bed and cover him over with the duvet.  I walk quietly back to the lounge area and clean up, the couch is slick with my juices.  I’m hungry, but I’ve not asked for permission from him to eat, so I’ll be going to sleep hungry tonight.  I can’t wake him up.

When I’m satisfied the room is tidy, the plates and cooking implements away, the beer bottle in the recycling, the couch cleaned and dried I go to the bathroom, piss, wash my hands and face and take my makeup off.  I study my breasts in the mirror, the redness is fading but the bruising is taking over, the colors developing.  I smile, I quite like the look – the colors are pretty and they remind me of the punishment I willingly took.

I go to my room, Master is asleep.  Silently I open a drawer and take out a leash, I wrap it around the foot of the bed and attach it to one of the rings on my collar.  It takes me a dozen attempts to clip the wrist cuffs behind my back and I lie down on the wooden floor.  It’s cold and painful.  Hopefully I can serve him better tomorrow and I’ll be allowed to sleep next to him.  As I try to sleep I think about how I’ve failed today and how I’ll improve tomorrow.  I won’t sleep well, the cold, hard floor will see to that.


Afterword

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







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




Paige

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


Praise For Author

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

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

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

- Chris

[Meeting Laura]

So young Laura is looking for help to pay off her college fee. Offering to be the slave of the couple who agree. The first meeting goes well, but will it work for them?

- BritMick


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

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

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


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Blackmailed

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

Sarah,

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

Your Master
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