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Saturday Morning




I don’t have an alarm set on Saturday or Sunday, some days I’m lucky and I sleep in.  Not today, today I’m lying on the hard, cold wooden floor of my bedroom.  My arms are fastened behind my back, my neck is restrained by a short metal chain attached to the foot of the bed.  I didn’t sleep much, if I was on my side my neck hurt, when I was on my back my arms dug into my back.  I got some sleep, mainly on my front but then my sore, bruised tits had to support the weight of my chest and it hurt.

Eventually I give up trying to sleep.  I check the clock, it’s just before six am.  I decide that I might as well put the time to use and I raise myself up onto my knees, not easy with your arms bound behind your back, and look at my Master.  He’s lying there in the bed, exactly where I left him last night, not that surprising – he’s just a sex doll after all!  I gaze at him for a few minutes, imagining it really is my boss in my bed, that would be my ultimate fantasy.

It’s very quiet outside, it’s earlier than I would usually get up on a Saturday but I can start my day now.  I unclip my hands from behind my back (a tricky operation) and silently leave the bedroom, being so careful to not wake him – he’s told me that he likes a lie in on Saturdays.  First I go back to the main room of my apartment and start to clean it.  It doesn’t take long, I keep the place pretty clean.  I am, of course, naked as I work.

Several times I catch a glimpse of my breasts, either as a reflection or by looking down at them.  They are black in places from where I punished myself last night, in places they are starting to go green as the bruising forms.  I smile as I look at them, I actually think they look quite sexy, a physical reminder of what I endured to please him.  I must do it again some time.

While I work I drink a couple of glasses of water – I didn’t eat last night and I already need to pee but I need a drink.  I won’t piss yet, I’ll wait to ask for permission from my Master and he won’t be awake for a few hours.  Drinking will increase my need to piss, increase my suffering and I can show my devotion, in silence, motionless, willpower and fear of a punishment controlling my body.

I think many women, consciously or subconsciously secretly enjoy suffering for their partner.  Think about it – you wear a bra.  If you’ve got large breasts like me by the end of the day it’s more like a torture device.  When I go to bed the sensation of removing it can be incredible, the wires come away from under my breasts, the straps stop digging into my shoulders and back.  Sometimes I can stand for a minute or two as my body adjusts to the freedom.  So why wear one?  Sure, part of it it’s for the support but don’t you think you do it as your partner expects you to?

Do you remove your pubic hair – all of it?  Do you use wax?  Why do you do it?  To please him, because he likes the way it looks, you willingly take the pain to pleasure him. 

What about high heels?  My Master likes me to wear them, he’s commented on my shoes once or twice when I’m wearing three or four inch heels.  They are hard to walk in, my feet hurt and yet we all do it.  To please our men.  It’s subconscious for most of us I think, the desire to please him.  For me it’s just on the surface.

When the main room is immaculate I set the table for breakfast, one place setting, and I put two bowls onto the floor at where his feet would be.  A quick final scan of the room, it’s clean and ready for him.  I find a measuring jug (I’ll need it later), get back onto all fours and crawl to the bedroom.  I check the clock, I’m surprised, it’s just after 7 and I’ve been cleaning for over an hour.  Time to worship my Master.  I’ve got something slightly different planned for this morning.

I crawl to the side of the bed and turn him onto his side, so he can see me from where he’s lying.  My face blushes as I look at him, I can imagine him lying there for real, looking at me, studying my body.  I push back from the bed, open my legs wide showing him that my body belongs to him, that it’s open and ready for his use.  Already I need to piss, but that’s part of the challenge isn’t it?  To hold position when I’m desperate to move.

I open my drawer and pull out a set of nipple clamps, a simple chain with a clamp at each end covered in rubber.  I’ve got crocodile clamps as well, but that would be too much for the amount of time they’ll be on.  Gently I put them onto my nipples and release, the rubber biting into my flesh.  I take the pain in silence, there’s worse to come.
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When they are in place and staying put I rub the tightening clamps in my fingers.  I want this to hurt.  I pick up the 12 sided die, then roll it.  A two.  Disappointing.  I take the screws in my fingers and twist them once, then a second time.  It hurts, but not as much as it should.  I roll a second time, a five.  Another five twists onto each nipple and the pain is now intense.  This is what I need.

“Alexa,” I say, “Set timer . . .,” I smile, today I’m doing it, “one hour and 15 minutes.”  The extra 15 minutes gives me time to get properly prepared.

“OK,” she replies, “One hour and 15 minutes, starting now.”

Next item out of the drawer is a ring gag, it wasn’t the one I was hoping to pick up, it’s a bit larger than I intended, but that’s fate right?  I bend my head down and put the nipple chain into my mouth, lifting my breasts up.  The extra pressure on my nipples increases the pain as the chain goes taught, they are now lifting the weight of my breasts as well. I insert the gag into my mouth, holding the chain in place. 

Normally I put my hands on my thighs, hands open, showing him I’ve got nothing concealed.  Today I’m going for something different, more challenging.  I lift my hands to my neck and slip the ring on my collar to the back of my neck.  Next I clip my leash onto the ring, leaving it hanging down the back of my neck.  Finally I fold my hands behind my back, lifting them as high as I can.  It takes a few attempts but I manage to clip my wrist cuffs onto the leash.  I smile, this is going to be a real challenge.  I’m having to exert myself, lifting my hands up high, if I relax them the leash will pull my collar back into my neck, preventing me from breathing.

I smile, I can feel the pain in my hips, my arms, my bladder.  My chest is thrust out, my stomach sucked in and I know, I can feel him watching me.  I tilt my head down, relieving the pain in my chest.  This isn’t what I want, so instead I lift my head, the nipple chain going taught and lifting my breasts, then I close my eyes and I’m lost in the moment.  As I kneel there I start to think about him, about how this weekend I will serve him.  I’ve got a full program lined up, the dice and magic 8 ball will partially control my actions.

My hips hurt, my bladder hurts, my breasts hurt from the beating they took last night, my nipples hurt from the pain of the clamps and the weight of my breasts, my arms hurt but I can’t relax them, well, it’s a choice isn’t it?  I can relieve the pain but then I can’t breathe.  Pain it is then.  But I’m in my happy place, suffering for his pleasure.  The pain is a stimulus, I can imagine him, looking at me, slowly wanking himself as I kneel before him.  If I’m lucky I’ll be allowed to suck his cock when I’m finished. 

I can’t hear anything, the street is quiet.  I can feel him encouraging me, almost talking to me as I kneel before him.  My mind is focused on not moving, I can feel myself getting closer and closer to subspace, I have total trust in him and offer him my total submission.  Time no longer has meaning, the pain in my body is fading.  All that exists in my world is him and me, he is controlling the situation, controlling me.  I am in my place, beneath him, serving him.

Subspace is hard to describe, it’s like being high, I’m totally focused on him.  I want to move, to get closer to him but that’s not allowed, the desire drives me to be better for him.  I can no longer feel anything, we two are alone in the universe. 

I start to cough, I’ve relaxed my arms and can no longer breathe, my collar pulls back on my neck.  I have no idea how long I’ve been like that.  I raise my arms and air floods back into my chest and I feel happy.

Eventually I’m aware that the radio is playing.  I come out of my trance.  My arms are stiff, it takes me a few minutes to unclip my wrist cuffs from the leash.  As soon as I do I bring my arms to my front, the pain in my body is building quickly, I need the pain as a catharsis to counteract coming out of subspace, I don’t want to drop.  If you’ve ever been high on coke or heroin it’s a lot like coming down from that, the pain helps me to focus on recovery.  I steal a glance at the clock, shit it’s been almost an hour and half since I started kneeling.  No excuses from now on, an hour a day it has to be.

“Thank you Master,” I say through the ring gag, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.  May I please release myself and move to serve you?”  I shake the magic eight ball, I don’t think I’ll be able to sustain myself like this if it says no.  Luckily it comes back as a yes.

“Thank you Master,” I say.  Gently I undo the clamps on my nipples, allowing my breasts to fall down.  The pain in my nipples is intense as the blood flows back into them.  It takes all my resolve not to cry out.  I take the gag out of my mouth and put it with the chain on the floor.  I bring my knees together, the pain in my hips is very real, and I’m desperate to piss.  I look at my Master, he’s watching me from under the duvet, warm and comfortable.  Would he want to get out of bed to piss now he’s awake?  No, no he wouldn’t.

I lift my ass up and push the measuring jug under my pussy, I’m soaking.  I want to masturbate, an orgasm would make the morning perfect.  But that’s not up to me, is it?  I piss into the jug, oh the relief.  I’m watching the level, when it’s an inch from the top I force myself to stop pissing.  I still need to go, but not yet.  I must hold it.

I imagine him there, needing to piss but not wanting to leave the comfort of our bed.  I do what needs to be done and pick up the jug, it’s almost full, over a pint of warm, yellow piss.  I’ve never drunk piss before, I’m not looking forward to it as I lift it to my mouth and pour some it.  The taste is revolting, fuck give me cum any day over this.  I swallow it and gag, then lift it back to my mouth, half turning my face away in revulsion at the aroma.   I force myself turn back to it and then I drink it all.  I imagine it’s his cock pissing directly into my mouth so he can stay warm.  The thought of making him happy keeps me going, seeing my task through.

Does he like a girl to drink his piss?  I have no idea, but if he ever wants me to swallow his piss I’ll do it.  I decide I need to do this at least once a week from now on until I can drink it without gagging and feeling like puking.  When I’ve drunk it all I consider pissing into the jug again, drinking it all until my bladder is empty, but decide against it, without even consulting the 8 ball.  I’ve had enough and it can’t be good for me.  Not until I’m used to it at least.

“Suck my cock slave,” he says.  I can hear him speaking directly to me.  I can’t help it, I smile.

“My pleasure Master,” I reply.  I move forwards and stick my head under the covers.  His cock is rock hard and I take it into my mouth.  For the next few minutes I kneel, ass half lifted, cock in my mouth and I’m happy, my Master’s cock in my mouth, sucking hard, giving him the relief he wants, needs and deserves.    When I decide he’s cum I withdraw silently, crawl to the kitchen and pour a raw egg white into my mouth.

I crawl back, ensuring that my tits touch the floor as I move.  He’s still in bed.  I kneel in front of him, tilt my head back and open wide, showing him his cum.  I’m about to close and swallow, then thank him when I hear him speak to his property.

“Stay like that girl.”  But how long for?  I can’t roll the dice, instead I decide I’ll wait until the second ad break on the radio.  I’m in luck, I get the first break at the end of the current song, then I only have to listen to two more.  My jaw aches, my neck hurts but I’ve obeyed his orders well.  I close my mouth and swallow, then open wide to show him my empty mouth.

“Thank you for allowing me to suck your cock Master,” I say, “And thank you for making me wait to swallow you delicious cum Master.”  I crawl out of the room, allowing him to have a long lie in.  I’ve got my Saturday tasks to perform.

First task is in the bathroom.  I’m now desperate to piss.  The relief is incredible, I didn’t realize how much I needed until it’d all gone.  I need to shit as well, I reach behind me and ease the butt plug out, it hurts like hell as I extract it but as soon as the fattest part is over my body pushes it out.  Instantly I put the plug in my mouth and suck it, once I’ve taken a shit I pull it out of my mouth and push it back into my ass.  The faster I do this the less it will hurt as my ass is already stretched and closing up.

Next I wash my face and get dressed, a little pair of running knickers, a small pair of shorts, a sports bra, socks and a technical tee – I’m ready to run.  To stay in trim I like to run three times a week, there’s a nice route round a local lake which is about six or seven miles.  I slip on my running shoes and then pause to look at myself in the mirror.  All I can see is my collar and wrist cuffs.  Fuck it, I can’t remove them, it’s time to run.

I pull my hair back into a ponytail, pick up my phone and step out of my apartment and into the elevator.  The elevator descends three floors and then stops.  When the doors open a man in his mid-twenties gets in.  He can’t help himself, he checks me out, taking a long look at my legs and breasts, before focusing on my collar.  I can almost hear him thinking as he studies me.  When the elevator stops again we’re on the first floor and I get out, I can feel his eyes on my ass as I walk out.  I smile to myself, I may be an owned slave but I still like attention from men.  It lets me know I’m doing something right.

I start the app on my phone and start to run.  I’ve got one hour to complete the run, I won’t punish myself if I fail, it’s just I like to do it in under and hour.  As I run I think about what I’ll do today to serve him.  It’s been a while since I practiced my slave positions, I’ll certainly do that this afternoon.  It’s also been a few days since I practiced my oral skills, so I’ll do that as soon as I get home.

The run passes without incident, a few people look at me, this isn’t unusual, but no one speaks.  Once I’m back into my apartment I rinse my face then go to practice my blow job. 

This is different to what you’re thinking.  I don’t jut take a dildo and suck it, that’s something that I do every day.  This is about stretching my jaw and my throat without remorse, it’s about training my body to survive without breathing for as long as possible.  For this I’ve got some special equipment.

The first step is lipstick, bright red lipstick.  I want there to be evidence to show my master of my training.  Second I get a towel and place it by the door of the bathroom.  I’ve been practicing for over a year but sometimes I have been known to vomit.

Next I open a drawer and pull out the dildo I’m going to use.  It’s . . . well, there’s only one word for it.  It’s huge.  Almost 18 inches long and over two inches wide.  It’s very soft and floppy as it’s going all the way down my throat.  It’s complete with balls.  I smile as I pick it up, I can’t help myself and I lick it, running my tongue down its full length.  I take it to the bathroom door and put it down.  Next I return to the drawer and pull out three bungee ropes, a screwdriver and 2 screws. 

At the bathroom door I line the dildo up with the holes I’ve made on the narrow edge.  The door is open and I screw it in place near the catch, almost level with the handles.  Next I kneel on the tiled floor and for once put my knees together, the door trapped between my legs holding it in place.

I take the bungee cords and wrap them round the outside handle, pulling them taught. 

“Alexa, set timer for 35 minutes.”

“OK, I’ve set a timer for 35 minutes.”

I take the ends of the bungees and pass them round the back of my head, then over the inner handle and secure them.  I pull my head back, the bungees go taught but I need to pull back another eight inches or so until I can lift up the dildo and get it into my mouth.  Now I’m ready to practice.

I open wide and start to lick.  The bungees are pulling my head back into the door.  It’s what I want, to make it hard for me.  The final step is to secure my hands behind my back, so I can’t use them.

I take a deep breath and allow the bungees to draw my head in.  When the dildo touches the back of my throat I gag a little.  When I first started to train myself I would frequently vomit at this point, after some research I learned the trick to deepthroating, I swallowed and relaxed my neck a little and the dildo entered my throat. 

Once it’s in it’s easy to take the full length, it’s just getting it in that’s a challenge.  I allow the bungees to go slack, pulling my head down.  The last six inches I need to force myself to take, pushing my head until my lips are level with the balls.  Once they are I adjust my mouth and push my lips onto the balls, leaving the red lipstick marks there.

I stay in place for as long as I can, my chest is heaving, I’m desperate for air.  The skill here to train myself is hold it, so I slowly count to 10 before I pull back.  The ropes make it harder, before I used them I’d pull off quickly, but in my experience men don’t like it, it’s like your rejecting him.  I slowly draw back, the instant it’s out of my mouth (I gag again a little) I push the air out of my lungs and take a fresh breath.  I pause for a while, taking deep breaths.  It’s hard to hold that position, the cock just touching the back of my mouth but the ropes are trying to force it in.

When my breathing returns to normal I allow the ropes to do their job and drag me back down onto it, like a firm hand on the back of my head.  I repeat until Alexa speaks to me, ending my training.  My jaw aches, the dildo is huge and all the time I have to keep my mouth open, to keep my teeth off it.  A gag is much easier, you can rest your mouth, with a cock you’ve got to force your mouth open.  Would a man like it if you sunk your teeth into his cock?

I think back on my training as I remove the bungees and put my toys away, I think my teeth touched the cock twice.  That will be two punishments I need to administer to myself later.  When I first started I could count the number of times my teeth touched the dildo in the dozens, I used to just administer that number of blows.  Now I only touch it once or twice I use the dice to decide the number of times to hit myself.  I’m proud that I’ve managed to get it down to only a few – some days I can manage and not touch the cock at all.  But not today.

So why train like this?  With a real cock or a dildo when your jaw aches you can take it out of your mouth, you can lick his cock, your can lick his balls or his ass and give your jaw a rest.  Here I can’t, here I’ve got to keep sucking, forcing my mouth open wide to serve and please him.  That’s what it’s all about.

Before I do anything else I roll the dice.  It’s a one, the belt.  I roll again.  Five, my cunt is going to suffer.  I smile, I’d been terrified it would be my tits taking the pain.  Finally I roll the 20 sided die, a nine and a 13.  That’s 22 strikes to my cunt from the belt.  I smile, the belt is actually one of my Master’s, I found it in his office one day.  I hid it for over a week before I sneaked it home, some days he plays racket ball and he must have taken it off then.  When I punish myself with his belt it’s like he’s actually here doing it.

Punishing my cunt is easier than you might think.  I pick up the belt and smell it, it’s made of soft black leather and, it makes me think of him.  I stand up, legs apart and fold the belt in two before I raise it up and bring it down quickly into my pussy.  I miss the first time and catch the top of my left thigh.  I take the blow in silence, as I’ve trained myself to do but the pain is intense.  I feel sweat form on my forehead.

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

Naturally I oblige myself and deliver a second blow.  This time I strike my cunt, it hurts, but not quite as much as when I hit my thigh.  I bend slightly at the waist, absorbing the pain.

“Two thank you Master,” I say, “Please may I have another?

I lift up the belt and strike myself a third time.  Once again I bend at the waist, this is acceptable, as long as I don’t move my legs.

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

The forth one catches my clit, I take a deep quick breath, the pain is unreal but I’m proud.  I bend almost double and nearly drop the belt, when I eventually straighten up I’m crying, tears gently running down my face.  I’m crying in silence of course.

“Four thank you Master,” I say through the tears, “May I please have another?”

I don’t let up, I brought this on myself by failing to suck the cock properly.  I have no one to blame and fate has decided my punishment.  It takes me longer and longer to recover from each blow, this is right, it should hurt.  Eventually when I take the twenty second strike I fall to the floor and roll into a ball.  Tears are streaming down my face, the pain is unreal and it will take several minutes to fade enough to finish my punishment.  Finally I manage to speak, more a whisper.

“Thank you for punishing you slave Master, I will try harder next time.”  I mean it, that really hurt.

I stay like that, as a ball for a long time, maybe 10 or 15 minutes until the pain had subsided enough to carry out my next task.  Every Saturday I wax myself, ready for the next week.  It’s a slow process, putting the wax on, applying the strips and smoothing them onto my legs, waiting a while then pulling them off, a few hairs coming away every time. I’m very careful, making sure I get every single one.  After I’ve finished I stroke my legs, feeling them for the few stragglers or ingrown ones that I always miss.  Tweezers take care of these.

Next it’s my cunt, it’s already sore and the wax won’t help with this.  I heat the wax in the microwave and apply it to my labia and pubic mound.  I wait on the bathroom floor before peeling it back, the few hairs it’s caught coming away.  They nip as they are pulled out, but nothing like as much as the belt did.

Finally I get into the shower and clean myself all over, shaving my arm pits (I shave them every time I shower).  I wash my hair and my body from tip to toes.  When I get out I towel myself dry, then get my hair dryer from the bedroom and dry my hair in the kitchen area, I decide that Master is still asleep and I don’t want to wake him.  When I’m done I adjust my ankle and wrist cuffs, then my collar before re-entering the bedroom.  I put the dryer away and apply a little makeup, just round my eyes and some subtle lipstick. I admire myself in the mirror, my tits are purple, yellow and black from the bruising, I actually quite like it, I think its sexy knowing that I took this to please him.

When I’m ready I go to the bed and kneel, I clip the leash to my collar and push the handle end under the bedcovers, to where his hands would be.  I’m ready to serve.

“How may I serve you Master?”  I ask.  I know what he wants, fresh coffee and a muffin.  I’ve not eaten now for almost 24 hours.  “Master,” I ask, “May I get myself something to eat as well?”  I’m terrified when I pick up the 8 ball, what if it’s says no?  I need to eat something.  I shake the ball and wait, slowly the answer appears, ‘It is Certain’.  Phew, at the thought of eating something my stomach rumbles, I’m really hungry. 

As much as I want to leave the apartment naked (I want to spend the whole weekend naked) I also don’t want to get arrested.  This isn’t something I can ask the 8 ball, I can’t risk it.  I remove my leash and crawl to the wardrobe, I select a slutty little dress, it will come to just below my pussy.  Due to the state of my tits I don’t go for the one I want, that shows far too much cleavage, instead I pick one that shows only has a hint of my breasts.  I slip it on and look at myself, I look good. 

At the door I pause for a moment, I feel my wrist cuffs and then my collar.  Can I pass them off as jewelry?  I laugh at that thought, there’s no way.  Anyone who’s even slightly interested in BDSM will know what they are, what they represent, what they make me.  When I stop laughing I leave my apartment and head for the car, there’s a Starbucks on the ground floor of my apartment block, but I’m not going there.  They know me.

In the elevator I think about that, maybe I should have used the 8 ball or dice to pick where I was going and add my local Starbucks in.  I think about that, when the elevator stops I get out.  I can’t get the idea out of my mind, what it would be like to go in there dressed like this.  I need to leave it to fate.  I open my purse and take out a quarter.  I look at it. I make my decision, George and I get in the car, Eagle and I’m going to my local.  Secretly I want to go to the local one, to gauge the reaction.

I toss the coin and watch it in the air.  It hits the ground and bounces twice before settling on the ground.  I’m thrilled and scared in equal amounts, the bald eagle is staring at me.  I pick the coin up and put my purse away, then summon the elevator.  I check my phone, at this time of the morning it won’t be very busy, so at least I won’t have to queue for a long time.

I get out at street level in the building’s lobby.  I step out of the elevator, looking around.  The security guard isn’t here, he must be doing a round.  I walk past his area and turn to my right, open the door and I’m in Starbucks.  I know the staff, they know me.  I’m shaking sightly, a combination of excitement and nerves.  There’s maybe 10 people in the line.  I join the back of it, I want the man in front of me to turn and look at me, to observe my outfit.  Despite coughing twice he’s too engrossed in his phone to look up.

Behind me another person joins the line.  I can’t help myself, I turn round and look at them.  It’s a woman, maybe a couple of years older than me.  I raise my hand and scratch my nose, she looks up at me when I do this.  Our eyes meet, then she looks at my wrist, her eyes drawn to the white leather cuff, padlocked in place.

I smile at her, she looks at my mouth and then her eyes are drawn to my neck and the steel collar with the rings attached.  I run my finger over my mouth and down my neck, slipping it inside a ring and pulling, raising and lifting the collar from my neck.  Our eyes meet again and I wink at her, then turn round.  She knows what I am.

I’m very excited, I want to start masturbating then and there.  I glance round and raise my dress at the front, then slip a hand onto my cunt.  I can’t help it, I gasp as I make contact with my clit.  The line moves and I step with it.  I see the barista taking the order from the man in front, I know him, his name is Jack, he’s about 18 and attractive, we usually flirt when he serves me.  He’s a university student and works there most weekends. 

“Hi Emily,” he says, “What can I get for you . . .” his voice fades as he looks at me, focusing on my collar, then wrist cuffs, my hand still on my pussy.  With considerable effort I remove it and let my dress fall down.

“Hi Jack,” I reply, “Two medium black Americanos and two double chocolate muffins please.  Jack.  Jack.”  I raise my voice, he’s lost to the world, looking at me.  “Jack!”  I almost shout and he’s out of his daydream. 

“Sorry,” he manages to stutter, looking at my face for the first time.  “Two black americanos and two muffins coming right up.  I take out my credit card and hand it to him, he swipes it and hands it back.  I want to blow him.

You might think this is odd, given that I’m in the service of my Master.  The way I look at it I’m training, practicing so I can get better.  And what better way than to suck real cock?  I’m not above going out for casual sex – that’s all it is, casual sex.  Practicing my skills, learning how to please men.

I go to sit down, as I turn I wink at him.  “Can you bring them to my table please . . . sir?”

Again he goes numb and I have to speak to him to snap him out of it.  “Sure Emily,” he splutters. 

I walk away and sit down at the back of the shop, near the toilets and the door marked ‘Staff Only’.  He’s over quickly and places the cups and muffins on the table.  I smile up at him, bending slightly forward, displaying a hint of cleavage.

“So Jack,” I ask, taking a sip of coffee, “What’s behind that door?” I say, pointing at the staff door.  He looks at it and turns back to me.

“That’s the staff room and supplies room Emily,” he manages to say.

“Any chance you can get a 15 minute break?  Now, I’d love to see inside.”  I lick the top of the cup, surely he can read the signs?  His face goes white, then he shouts over to the counter, telling them he’ll be back soon.  He looks around, pulls out his keys and opens the door.  I stand up and pick up my coffees and muffins.  He holds the door for me, I slip under his arm and he follows me in, closes the door behind him and locks it.  I put the drinks and muffins down on a shelf, we’re in a corridor and he pushes past me.  As he does I push against him, forcing my breasts against him.

“Follow me,” he says.

“No.”  I reply.  He stops and looks at me.  I open my bag and pull out my leash, I attach it to my collar and hand him the end.  He looks at the handle in his hand, before slipping his hand inside the loop and pulls it.  A smile starts to form on his face.

“I’ll do what ever you want sir,” I say, smiling at him.  I can see he’s not convinced.  “I mean it sir, what ever you want.”  He looks at me for a moment, then finds his tongue.

“Anything?”  He sounded (not surprisingly) incredulous.  A beautiful young woman was standing before him wearing a slave collar and had just handed him her leash.

“Anything sir,” I reply, speaking softly.  To re-enforce the point I put my hands behind my back and find the zipper for my dress.  I pull it slowly down my spine, it making the only sound in the corridor.  I keep my eyes focused on Jack as I put my hands onto the shoulder straps and push them over my arms, the dress falling down my body, revealing that I am wearing no underwear.  When it is on the floor I put my hands behind my back and fasten my wrists together.

“Anything sir,” I repeated.  He steps towards me, towering over me.  He takes my breasts into his hands and cups them. 

“Emily, what the fuck happened to your tits?”  He is very gentle with them, it is so cute.  I can feel his cock in his pants, he is rock hard.  I wonder if he’d ever touched a girl like this before.

“The last man I was with wanted to hurt my tits.  So I let him, sir.”  That’s close enough to the truth.  “You can do whatever you want with me sir, I’ll obey you without question.”

Jack takes a half step back then looks around, confirming to himself that we are completely alone.  He takes his right hand off my left breast and raises it up.  I stare into his eyes, I know what he wants to do.

“Hit me sir, make it hurt.”

He looks around again and then brings his hand down into my sore breast, slapping it.  He doesn’t do it very hard, no doubt he is testing the water.

“Thank you sir,” I whispered to him, “Please hit me again, as hard as you want.”  Our eyes are locked on each other and he half shrugs his shoulder, then slaps my breast again, this time much harder.  I gasp, I hadn’t expected him to hit me as hard as he did.

“Thank you sir, please hit me again.”  I love the look in his eyes, he’s gone from being a cute boy to a half feral animal in under a minute.  This time he lifts both his hands and slaps my breasts hard, really hard.  The sound reverberates around the corridor, I don’t like the pain but I love the look on his face, the look of a man possessed, the look of a man concentrating on what he wants and thanking his lucky stars that I’m there to provide what he wants.

He slaps my breasts another half dozen times or so, until he can’t take it any more.  Jack pushes me to the floor on my knees, naturally I open my legs, exposing my smooth, hairless cunt.  He rips at his jeans, the buttons coming away, exposing his Calvin Klein’s.  He pulls them down to his knees and I open my mouth, head tilted back to keep focused on him, showing him where to stick his cock.  He doesn’t wait and thrusts his cock into my mouth.

I close my lips around his shaft and suck hard, keeping my tongue on it, sucking him.  This wasn’t a blow job, he is using my mouth as a face cunt.  I gag a little when he touches the back of my throat and I shake my head, trying to escape.  Bad Emily.  He takes my head into his strong hands and bucks his hips, back and forth, in and out, each time forcing my throat open.  He is crushing my head, giving me no respite.  I struggle with my hands, trying to pull them from behind my back, to push him off.  I’m glad I locked them in place, I told him to do what he wanted.

It doesn’t take long and he starts to scream in delight as he cums, he pulls out of my mouth and starts to wank, shooting his load of thick, sticky white cum onto my hair, face and into my eyes.  When he stops cumming he pushes his cock back into my mouth and I clean it for him. 

He pulls out of my mouth and looks down at me.  “Emily, I’m . . . I’m sorry, shit, I don’t know what came over me.”

I smile at him.  “It’s OK sir,” I reply, I laugh, “I know what came over me.”  That raises a chuckle from him.  “It’s what I wanted sir,” I say, trying to set his mind at ease, “My mouth is always available to you from now on sir.”  I mean it, being forced like that was important training, if my Master ever wants to rape my mouth like that I want to be able to take it.

Jack helps me to my feet and turns me round, he releases my arms and holds my breasts again.  “Are you sure that was OK Emily?” he asks.

“I would have said something if it wasn’t sir,” I reply.  “May I get dressed sir, or do you want me to leave here naked?”  I’m lost in the moment, I just want to be controlled.  I can see him thinking it over.

“No, put your dress back on Emily,” he says. 

“Thank you sir,” I reply.  I pick my dress up as he pulls his pants back up.

“Give me your phone Emily,” he says, “Unlock it.”

“Yes sir,” I reply, unlocking my phone.  I catch a glimpse of my face, cum is in my hair, on my forehead and in my eyes, dripping down my face.  I want to wipe it off, but I don’t.  It’s going to be his choice.  I hand it to him and he enters his name and number, then texts himself.

“So, if I want a blow job I just call you?” he asks.

I nod.  “Or if you just want to slap me around sir, call me.”  As I say that he blushes, clearly he feels guilty about hurting me.  “I mean it sir, my mouth is yours and my body is yours.  You can hurt me as much as you want, when ever you want.”

Jack shakes his head in disbelief. 

“Get your drinks Emily.”

“Yes sir.”  I pick up my coffees and muffins.  He tugs at my leash and pulls me down the corridor.  It opens out into a staff room/storage room (thankfully empty) and pulls me through it.  He opens the back door out into the side street.  He leaves the leash on me.

“I’ll call you tomorrow Emily.  Or maybe later this afternoon.”

“I look forward to it sir.”  I mean it, I enjoyed being used like that.  It was excellent training for my slave mouth cunt.  “Sir, can I remove the leash and wipe the cum off my face?”  I can see he’s about to say yes, so I speak quickly.  “It’s your choice sir, I’ll leave them on my face and neck if you want.  I’ll walk home like the cum covered slave slut I am, if that’s what you want.”  His face breaks into a smile.

“Walk home like that Emily.  When you get to your apartment send me a photo of yourself, showing me your cum covered whore face.  Then film yourself pushing the cum into your mouth and swallowing it all.”

“My pleasure sir,” I reply.  He pushes me out into the street and closes the door behind me.  I have my orders and I obey them, I walk out of the alleyway, round the corner.  The street in front of my apartment block is busy and in my mind I get several disapproving stares from women and approving ones from men as I walk to my apartment entrance.  The foyer is empty and I get into the elevator alone and ride it to the eighth floor.  Once I’m in my apartment I take a photo of myself and send it to Jack.

I remove my dress and drop to my knees, opening my legs wide without thinking.  I lift my phone up and start to film myself, pushing the cum off my face and into my mouth, making satisfied noises as I suck my fingers.  I can see myself in the phone and I use it to get all the cum.  It tastes revolting but from the sounds I’m making you’d think I was in a gourmet restaurant.  When I’ve eaten it all I stop filming and I use WhatsApp to send him the film. 

The thought of being used like that has my hand on my cunt without thinking.  The look on his face as he came, like a wild animal, not caring about anything or anyone for the those few minutes.  My hand is rubbing my clit, round and round, teasing it from it’s hood.  I’m panting, I fall to the floor and lie on my back, legs open wide.  With my other hand I grab one of my breasts and crush it, the pain on my bruised tit is like an elixir, it’s what I need, reminding me of what I am.

I let go of my pussy and open a draw and pull out two dildos, a small one about six inches long and the other more like eight.  I push the small one in my mouth and suck it greedily, fucking my mouth with it.  I let go of my breast and use the free hand to fuck my pussy with the larger dildo.  I suck in the dildo into my mouth, pushing it, forcing it down.  I choke and gag when it touches the back of my throat, I turn my head, every fiber of my being wants to force it out, but that’s not what a man would do.  Instead I push it further, my throat opens and I take it deeper. 

I put my hand over my mouth, pushing down, preventing my body from expelling the dildo.  I’m forcing the other one in and out of my cunt, it’s huge, my pussy opening and closing on it.  I’m crying out in pleasure, I can feel my orgasm coming, it’s getting closer and closer.  I can hear my Master counting down, I’ll cum when he grants me permission.

I’m on the edge, my hand rubbing my clit, unable to breathe when I pull my hand off my cunt.  This is right, he’s not here to grant me permission to cum.  All I need to do is touch myself, I’ll cum.  I’m holding back my orgasm, waiting for the sensation to subside before I allow myself to breathe.  A slave shouldn’t cum without permission, I haven’t had permission.

When the sensation finally subsides I’m proud of myself, I resisted the urge to cum.  I spit the dildo out of my mouth and drink in the air.  I think about what happened, I need to practice this, edging myself.  I make a decision, I’ll edge at least twice a day from now on.  I’ll extend the amount of time each time I edge, keeping myself on the verge of cumming for longer and longer until I can hold my orgasm in indefinitely. 

Now for my Master, I reheat his coffee in the microwave and take it to him with his muffin.  I put them on the table at side of his bed and crawl to the kitchen, where I pick up my bowls.  I take them to the bedroom and put them on the floor.  I pour my semi cold coffee into one and rip up the muffin and put it in the other.  Silently I eat (God I needed that) and lap up the coffee.  My phone beeps a few times while I eat and drink but I ignore it.  I’m certain it will be Jack.

I clean up my food, then clean up my Master’s.  I pour his coffee down the sink and throw the muffin away.  I want to eat it, but it wasn’t meant for me.  I check my phone, it was Jack asking me if I could come down at his lunch break.  I text him back, saying I’ll be busy, but asking if he gets a break in the afternoon?  Within seconds he replies that he’ll be in touch at around four.  I check the clock, that gives me plenty of time for what I want to do next.

I get my Master out of bed and dress him in an expensive cotton shirt.  I put a tie on him and slip a suit jacket over his body.  I carry him through to the living room and put him in a chair.  He looks good, the clothes are not his (sadly) but they are something he would wear.  He looks amazing, I can imagine his face on the mannequin.  I kneel before him and hand my leash to him.

I think there’s something incredibly sexy about a well clothed man and a naked woman serving him.  I’ve set the temperature in my apartment to be comfortable for him, for me it’s a little cold I shiver occasionally.  It’s time to serve him again.

“Master, may I practice my positions for you?”  I shake the 8 ball, it’s a positive result and I smile.  I’d have shaken again if it had come back no.  I’ve got a twenty positions committed to memory and I practice them twice a week.  When I first decided to become a slave I did my research and slave positions were something I learned quickly.  I have no idea if I’ve picked good ones or if he’d like me to hold them for him, but I enjoy practicing them.

The first you know, I set a timer for five minutes and kneel in front of him, staying motionless with my legs open wide, hands on my thighs.  As you know, I can hold this one for an hour but this is just the warm up.  Others will be much more challenging.

When I first started on my journey as a slave I was surprised at how many girls adopted this pose.  I’ve never consider vaginas particularly attractive, so why kneel displaying it?  It’s symbolic, exposing yourself, showing that your body is not your own, wanting him to touch you and control you.  I can relax in this position and focus on him.  Some other positions require a great deal of mental control.

The second is a variation of the first.  When the alarm goes I lift my hands off my thighs and put them behind my head, crossing my wrists behind my neck, lifting my hair, exposing my neck.  My legs don’t move.  This position emphasizes my breasts, lifting them slightly, but the main reason is to expose my neck, inviting him to put his collar on his property.  This one is easy to hold as well.  I wait for 5 minutes, imagining him studying me.

For the third I pull my arms in front of my body, upper arms parallel to the floor, elbows touching and bent at 90o, wrists bent at the same angle, palms face up.  The idea being that I could be used as a table, to offer a drink or some food.  My head is down, reducing my status to that of an object.

Next I still don’t get to move my legs.  I bend at the waist, pushing my body forward until my breasts touch the floor, my arms pushed forward, extending them out the floor, my legs still open wide.  This one is easier to hold than the last.

For the fifth I pull my arms back to my side and raise my ass up, pushing my head and chest forwards until my thighs are vertical, pussy on display, ready to be fucked and used from behind.  I like this one, it’s one of my favorites, I can imagine him on his knees behind me, using me for his pleasure.

For the sixth I finally get to move my legs, I pull them together under my body and put my arms at my side, leaning on my elbows.  I like this one as well, I’d be used as a footstool like this.  At the end of the day he could come in, kick off his shoes and order me to assume this position and put his legs on my back, taking the weight off his feet.  I can hold this one for hours without trying.  I’ve angled myself so I’m at 90o to him so that if I move he can cane my ass.

Seven is more challenging.  I lie on my front and reach behind myself as I bend my legs back towards my ass and grab my ankles with my hands.  I tilt my head back as far as I can and open my mouth wide.  I can imagine myself on the couch or on a table, breasts hanging over the edge as a string of men use my mouth.

Eight comes as a relief, I stand, legs apart on tip toes with my arms above my head, wrists crossed, mouth open.  This allows for total access to my body, showing me that it’s not mine, it’s yours, available to you.

Nine is even easier, I bring my legs together and place my feet on the floor.  I fold my arms behind my back, my hands gripping my arms just above the elbow.  This is, I believe, the second most common way for a slave to present herself.  This is probably the easiest of all and can be held for long periods of time.

For ten I bend forward, unfold my arms and grasp my ankles in my hands, my ass is thrust out, either ready for use or available to be punished.  The only issue with this position is staying still, I have a tendency to wobble.

The last two are much harder to maintain, they even take a minute or two to assume the position.  For eleven I’m back up on my knees, legs slightly apart.  My thighs are vertical, I put my hands behind my back and grab my ankles.  Next comes the difficult part, I push my stomach forward and bend my back the wrong way, I tilt my head back and shake my head to get my hair hanging down, half hiding my arms.  I open my mouth wide, ready for a cock.  This one is hard to hold, I can only imagine what it’s like if my mouth was being used.

Twelve is hardest of all.  I lie on my back, arms over my head and push upwards with my arms into a reverse crab, this is physically demanding to hold.  I want to be in front of my Master and hold this pose while he uses me as a table.  Instantly my back aches, my neck aches from my head hanging down.  I can feel the blood rushing into my head and sweat starts to form.  By the end I’m shaking and I fall to the floor when my five minutes are up.  Some days I can’t manage even five minutes in this position.  I get punished then for my failure.

Thirteen is a rest after the two challenging ones.  I lie on my back, legs and arms apart in a star formation, like a child might do making snow angels.  I can hold this one for a long period of time.  It’s almost like a reward after eleven and twelve.

Fourteen is the opposite of thirteen, I lie on my front in the same position.  My breasts hurt as they support my weight, but it’s OK.

For fifteen I lie on my back and raise my legs vertically into the air, supporting my ass with my hands.  Once I’m stable I open my legs wide, exposing my pussy for inspection.  I fantasize about having a candle thrust into my pussy, having to grip it to prevent it from moving and having the hot wax drip onto my cunt.  Maybe I could have other candles placed on my breasts at the same time . . . .

Sixteen is easier, I get onto all fours, head down, back straight so that I could be used as a table.  I think about my Master and his friends putting drinks onto my back, all the while I have to stay perfectly still so they don’t fall off.

For seventeen I walk to the corner of the room and stand, facing into the corner, I rise up onto tip toes and fold my arms behind my back.  This is a position for contemplation, I think it would be used after a punishment session to allow me to reflect on how I’d failed him and why I deserved to be punished.

Eighteen is a variation of the same pose, but rather than face into the corner I face the wall directly.  I place a quarter on my forehead (or my nose or chin, depending on how I feel) and touch it to the wall, holding it in place.  If it falls I will have failed.

Nineteen is challenging to hold.  I squat in front of my master, balanced on my tip toes, legs wide apart exposing my cunt to him.  I fold my arms behind my back, head down, looking at the floor.  This is hard to hold without over balancing or legs moving too much.  Frequently I’ll fail at this one, falling over or moving.  Today it’s different, I’m in front of him, knowing he’s watching me.  Today I find it easy to hold, being in his presence makes all the difference to this one.

The final pose is a variation of the first few.  I kneel back on the floor and open my legs wide.  I form my hands into fists and place them floor, I straighten my arms then bend my back and raise my ass slightly.  I tilt my head back, close my eyes and open my mouth wide, inviting a man to use it for a blow job or somewhere to piss.  I’d love to have him piss in my mouth, then I could be of even more use to him.

When the 100 minutes is up I’ve practiced every pose once.  No doubt I’ll need to learn more for him, should he ever own me.  I get the 20 sided die and roll it twice, first to pick the pose and second the amount of time to hold it.  Should I get 11 or 12 for 20 minutes I’ll fail, I know that.  Until Jack messages me I’ll practice my poses.  I check the clock, three hours or so of posing to go.  Should I fail any of them I’ll punish myself before I go out.  First roll is a 9 followed by a 17. I smile, a nice easy start.


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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paige.bond.author@gmail.com
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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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