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When my phone beeps it’s a relief.  I’ve been moving from one position to another for almost three hours and I’m tired.  Tired, thirsty and hungry.  My body aches, holding these positions for that length of time isn’t easy.  Will power has got me through, will power and a deep desire to serve.  I pick my phone up and read the text.

Meet you in 15 at the back door.  Kneel in the alleyway, naked and leashed.

There’s no way I can step outside naked, but his instructions didn’t cover that.  I go to my room and slip my dress back on and a pair of heels.  I pick up my phone and keys and walk out of my apartment.  I go to the basement level and walk up the stairs onto the street and turn down the alleyway.  It’s quiet, I must be the only person in it.  When I’m opposite the Starbucks back door I strip off and put my items under a box at the side of the building, then drop to my knees, legs open wide, head down and I wait.

I don’t have to wait for long, the door opens and I hear someone step out.

“Fuck Jack,” I hear a male voice say, “Fuck . . . you weren’t kidding me, were you?”  A man steps out, down the three steps.  I pick up the handle for the leash and put it into my hands, then assume position three, the leash on my open hands, offering it to Jack . . . or the unknown man.  He takes the leash from my hands and pulls on it.  I move onto all fours and follow him, up the stairs and into the coffee shop store room, my head down, looking at the floor.

Once inside he guides me to the staff room area, I can make out a couple of chairs and a table.

“Keep you eyes closed Emily,” orders Jack. 

“Yes Sir,” I reply, closing my eyes.

“Lie on your back.”

“Yes Sir.”  I move onto my front and then roll over.  I can sense the bright lights but I keep my eyes shut, as ordered.  They lift me up onto the table where they stretch my arms out and use my wrist cuffs to secure my arms to the table.  One of them slips a blindfold over my eyes, I can’t see anything now until they remove it.  They lower my head, gently, it’s hanging off the edge of the table. 

Next they take one leg each, open them wide, then secure them to the table, my ass and cunt just over the edge of the table.  My body is now theirs, I can’t wait to be of use to them

“Mouth or cunt?” asks Jack.  The unknown man doesn’t speak, I guess he must be pointing as Jack says “Good choice, I fucked that earlier.”  I have to speak.

“Please Sir, if you’re going to fuck my cunt please use a rubber.” 

I cry out in pain, someone has slapped my tits hard.  I can take more than that, but I wasn’t expecting it and the pain is a surprise, hence the cry.

“Shut the fuck up Emily,” says Jack.

“I’m sorry Sir,” I reply.  I’m thrilled, he’s learning how to use a slave.  Or at least use this slave.

“Don’t worry,” says Jack to the unknown man, “She game for being slapped, aren’t you Emily?”  I reply with a ‘Yes Sir’, “Hell,” continues Jack, “She’ll even thank you for it and ask for another, won’t you?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Ask my friend to hit your tits Emily.”

“Please Sir, please hit my tits,” This is thrilling, Jack is teaching an unknown man how to abuse, hurt and use me.  A useful lesson for me to learn.  “Make it hurt Sir, look at my bruised tits, they can take much more Sir.”  I can hear jeans being opened and near my head a zipper being undone.  I’ve never been double penetrated before, this is a useful learning opportunity.

I can feel a finger on my pussy, it slides down my wet labia and onto the jewel in my ass.  He takes hold of it and pulls on it, I squeeze my ass together, resisting, keeping it inside me as he pulls back and forth on it.

“Not willing to give this up Emily?”

“No Sir.”

He slaps my ass instead.  I’m listening hard and I think I can hear a trojan packet being opened.  He may have punished me for speaking out of turn, but he listened.  The man at my head grabs it in his hands and tilts it back.  I open wide, expectantly waiting to have my mouth fucked.  I don’t have to wait long, he thrusts his cock inside my mouth, it’s not fat but quite long and soon he’s pushing at the back of my throat.  I swallow, granting him access and his cock slides down my throat.  As he enters my throat he groans in pleasure, internally I smile, I’m being useful to a man.  There’s no better sensation.

Jack puts two hands on my pussy and pulls my labia apart, exposing my cunt.  He takes one hand off and lines his dick up, then thrusts into me.  I can feel every inch of it, touching against the dildo in my ass.  It’s a heavenly sensation.

The unknown man lets go of my head and grabs my tits, taking my nipples between his fingers and thumbs.  He squeezes hard and twists them, I’d have cried out if I could breathe.  I hear him laugh.  He pulls his cock out a little, allowing me a little breath before ramming it back in.  At my pussy Jack does the same, they are fucking me in tandem, in, out, in, out.  I can hear them both grunting, the stranger’s nails are sinking into my tits.

I pull against the restraints (bad Emily), I want to pull his hands away but they do their job and hold me in place.

“Keep hurting her,” Jack says, “Her cunt goes so tight when you do that.”  The man laughs and sinks his cock all the way down.  He lets go of my tits and I hear him pick something up.  I know this is going to hurt and prepare myself.  I want to cry out, he’s used some implement on me, he’s much stronger than me, this hurts so much more than anything I’ve done to myself.  My body is thrashing, Jack puts his hands onto my waist and pulls me back, there is no escape as blow after blow lands on me. 

The man reverts to throat fucking me, he throws the implement away and takes my tits back into his hands and screams in delight as his cock starts to pulse, pumping his cum straight down my throat.  At least I don’t have to taste it.  At the other end Jack yells out in delight, I can feel his cock pulsing inside me.  He stays there, motionless as he cums, lost in his pleasure.

The stranger pulls out and I take a quick breath, then lift my head, following him, keeping his cock inside me for as long as possible, chasing it, showing how much I loved sucking it.  I decide to speak.

“Thank you Sirs,” I say, “Thank you for a new experience, I’ve never been fucked in both holes at the same time.”  I can’t see anything, but I can feel them both smiling.  Jack pulls out of me and I hear him walk round the table.  I hear him remove the condom, the he opens my mouth with his hand.  The end of the rubber touches my lips before he lifts it away.  I chase after it, he teases me, pulling it away, moving it to the side, making me work for it.

When he gives in the cum drips out of the condom into my mouth.  I wait until it’s all inside my mouth, then I close and swallow, before opening wide again to show I’ve been a good girl.

“Thank you for you cum Sir,” I say.  I hear the men high five each other, then they release me.  As soon as I’m free I move on the table and get into my submissive kneeling pose, legs spread wide.  Someone puts a hand on my pussy and starts to move it, he’s not subtle and it’s quite painful, but I moan as though it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

Abruptly he pulls it away and holds it to my mouth and I suck my own slickness off his fingers.  There’s one final slap to my chest when he pulls his hand away and they pick me up and lower me to the floor. 

“All fours Emily,” says Jack and I twist over.  He tugs at the leash and walks me out of the store.  At the door he makes me descend the four steps on my hands and knees then orders me to kneel, I obey without question.  He removes my blindfold, but I keep my eyes closed, I’ve not been told I can open them.

“I’ll call you tomorrow Emily,” he says, then closes the door.  I wait 5, 10 minutes, incase this is a test, then I open my eyes.  The door is closed, I’m kneeling naked in the street having just been fucked and abused by Jack and a total stranger.  I hug myself, I‘m very happy.

I crawl to the box I’d put my clothes and keys under and lift it, expecting to see my items.  My mouth falls open, all that’s there is my keys and phone.  I look around, my dress is no where to be seen.  Frantically I move the wall of boxes, checking each one.  I can’t find it anywhere.

Dumbfounded I pull some boxes around me to hide while I think.  After a while I realize that Jack must have taken my dress.  I pick up my phone to call him, to beg for its return.  Once unlocked I see there is a text message.

You will not get your dress back until the morning, or until you come into the shop naked.  Your choice.

Fuck.  There is no way I’m walking naked into Starbucks.  Shit, how many of my block would be in there, how many people would take photos?  It will be all over Facebook, Instagram within minutes.  How long then until someone from work sees it and I’m dismissed?  There’s no way I can do that, I’d never get to see my Master again.

I think.  I’ve got two options as far as I can see.  Go into Starbucks and recover my dress.  Well, I’ve discounted that already.  The alternative is to try to get to my apartment.  Without being seen.    I sit for a few minutes and plan out what I’m going to do.  It’s kind of thrilling really, to be about to move naked in my own block.  This is the only option.

I push the boxes away, take a deep breath and start to move.  Clearly I can’t go out onto the street, instead I crawl down the side of the building (crawling not submissively, crawling so I can stay hidden in the shadows).  Once I’m past the doors to the various concessions on the first floor there is a line of windows that lead into the basement parking lot.  There’s no glass obviously.

I push my head through one to take a look.  There’s a six or seven foot drop down to the floor.  It won’t be easy but I push my feet through and shuffle myself into the opening.  Once my waist is through the window I bend and push my legs down, trying to reach the floor.  I keep pushing myself though, I fit easily and soon I’m hanging by my fingertips.  My feet still don’t reach the floor, I take a deep breath and let go, luckily it’s only a couple of feet to fall to the floor.  I scrape my breasts on the wall, but other than that I’m uninjured.

There is row after row of cars in the lot, I’ve parked here for a couple of years and I never really took notice of how many there are, and there are another two levels below this one.  I can see my goal, in the corner there are the elevators.  I can’t hear any vehicles, but I take precautions and move slowly across the garage, sneaking between lines of cars until I’m beside the elevators.

Shit, I look up, the security cameras, fuck, fuck, fuck, they will be recording me.  Shit, and now I’ve looked directly up into one.  I stare into it for a few seconds, then smile and blow the camera a kiss.  In for a penny, in for a pound.  I press the button and summon the elevator, then run away and hide behind a SUV – when the elevator opens there’s no one in it and I run quickly to the open doors before they close.  Once inside I smile up at the camera there and press eight for my floor.

The elevator starts to move and I relax, but too soon.  It only moves one floor and comes to a shuddering halt.  I move into the corner, but there’s nothing I can do, I’m naked, bruised, collared & cuffed and there is no where to hide.  I make the best of it, I take a deep breath and thrust out my chest.  I hope that children don’t get in, there aren’t many families in this block but I wouldn’t want to be naked in front of a child.

I’m in luck, an old man gets in, he must be in his late fifties.  He gets in without looking at me and presses 21.  A penthouse – he must have some serious money.  He turns to face the door.  The door closes and we start to move.

“Travel naked a lot do you?” he asks.

I smile.  He’s not looking at me but he’s paying attention.

“Only sometimes,” I reply.

“Any reason?”

“Sure, I went to Starbucks to blow one of the baristas and he took my dress and ordered me to return to my apartment naked.”

He thinks for a few seconds before he speaks again.

“Do you always do as you’re told?”

I pause before I answer.  “Usually.”

The elevator slows, we’re approaching my floor.  When the door opens the man doesn’t move.  He’s blocking the doorway so I have to speak to him.

“Please may I get out of the elevator,” I ask.  He turns to look at me, taking a long, slow look at my youthful body.  He smiles and steps to the side.  As I ease past him he slaps my ass hard.  I smile and turn to look at him.  I step back in, wrap my arms round his shoulders and go onto my tip toes.  I push my lips against his and kiss him, our mouths closed.

“Maybe I’ll see you again?” he says.

“Maybe,” I reply.  I walk backwards out of the elevator and blow him a kiss as the doors close.  I walk back to my apartment and unlock the door without further incident.  Once I’m inside I take another photo of myself and send it to Jack.

I do a quick time check, I need to shop so I can prepare my Master’s evening meal.  I know that he loves steak, there’s a whole foods a few blocks away.  I wash my face and give my pussy a quick clean, select a dress and step out.  I leave the building without incident and walk to the store.  I’m in and out in under 20 minutes and quickly back in my apartment.  I’ve only bought one steak, fate will control if I get to eat.

Once I’m home I go for a bath while the meat comes to room temperature.  Once I’m in the warm, soapy water I think back on being double penetrated on the desk.  It’s not long before I’m lost in the moment and my hand is on my pussy, rubbing my clit under water.

My fingers slip in easily and I lie there, fucking myself.  With my other hand I grab the jewel in my ass and pull on it, making sure it doesn’t leave my ass but just gently pull it in and out.  I’m thinking about being fucked by a stranger, having his cock thrusting in and out of my throat, waiting for him to cum inside me.

I tilt my head back, placing it on the edge of the tub.  I can see my breasts, rising out of the water, bubbles on my chest.  I feel incredibly sexy when I’m in the bath.  I take my fingers from my pussy and start to rub my clit, I open my mouth, close my eyes and the sensations run over my body.  It doesn’t take long, I can feel myself getting close to cumming.  I’m panting and groaning, my breathing is shallow and fast and I count down, wanting to cum.  When I get to two with a huge effort I pull my hand away, denying myself the climax I crave.

I take my nipples in my fingers and crush them, the pain helps focus me, concentrating on not cumming.  When I come down I smile, I’m pleased with myself, that’s twice I’ve edged today.  Each time I took myself to the edge of orgasm and denied myself.  I need to practice this though, so I can control my orgasm more easily.

When I get out of the bath I dry myself, re-apply my makeup and go to the kitchen.  I pour my Master a glass of wine and serve it to him, then I cook his meal, a steak with a blue cheese sauce and side salad.  I’ve watched him eat at company days out and when we entertain clients, he almost always refuses the potato option and selects a side salad. 

Once the food is ready I take it to him on a plate and I kneel in front of him and take his cock into my mouth.  It tastes so much nicer than the real ones I sucked today, because it’s his cock.  I don’t know how long I spend sucking it, I’m lost in the moment, serving him as a good slave should.

When I come down from my high I take the plate, the cheese sauce has congealed and the meat is cold.  I ask my question.

“Master, please may I eat?”  I shake the 8 ball.  The word ‘Yes’ forms and I smile, in the last 36 hours I’ve eaten one muffin.  I cut the steak into small pieces and place it into a bowl, then I place that next to him and eat without using my hands.  When I’ve eaten it all I thank him for allowing me to eat, then I clean up.

When my apartment is clean I get the twenty sided die.  It will control what I do tonight.  I’ve written out 12 challenges for myself, some easy, some hard, some pleasant, some horrible.  I want to roll a one, a one means that I will stay home and serve my master.  A five means going to a lesbian bar and leaving with the first woman that makes a pass at me.  I’ve never been with a woman, I should try it as every man I’ve ever known fantasies about a threesome.  If I’m to fuck a woman I want to be good at it, I would want her to cum.

12 is the one I’m dreading.  Dress like a whore and go to the red light district.  Come back when I’ve got $200.  I really don’t want to do this but I will if I roll a 12.  It would be an order, I’m a slave.  I will obey any order my Master gives me.  And these 12 instructions are orders from my Master, the die will control my fate.

I pick it up and roll it, it bounces a few times before hitting the table leg and coming to a halt.  I look at it, a 10.  I smile, this was one of the better outcomes.  Go to a bar and get picked up, spend the night with the guy.  Make sure he’s dominant.  Yes, this is a good one.  If he’s dominant he should recognize my necklace for what it is.  I ask for permission to get dressed.

First a matching set of underwear, a lacy bra and a tiny pair of panties.  Second is my holdups, black and sheer.  As with yesterday they take a while to get on, sliding them under my ankle cuffs is not easy.  I select a black skirt, it’s above my knees, classy not slutty.  I could wear it to the office.  Next I select a patterned blouse, long sleeved to cover my wrist cuffs.  I pick out a pair of black boots that come part way up my calves – I choose these to cover my ankle cuffs.

I brush my hair, apply perfume and a little more make up – most men like more than my Master does.  I look at myself in the mirror, I look good.  I undo a couple of buttons on my blouse to show my chest, I can’t show too much, well, not in public.  I’ll be showing them tonight to some lucky man.

I pick up my handbag and slip my burner phone into it, whom ever I end up with will no doubt want my number.  I add my leash, keys and a packet of condoms –and I’m ready to go out.  I’ve picked a bar on the other side of town, once I’m on the street I flag down a taxi and I’m in the bar 20 minutes later.

I sit at the bar, it’s a nice place, I like it.  The bar is long with huge mirrors on the wall behind, opposite me.  I look around, there are several single women, looks like I’ve chosen well.

“What can I get you?” asks the bartender.

“A glass of white wine please,” I reply.  I don’t drink that often, but this is a bar after all.  He’s back quickly and I take my first sip.  I look at myself in the mirrors, catching a view of myself between the bottles of spirits.  I look good, I know it.  I don’t have to wait long before a man approaches.  He stands next to me and leans on the bar.  I look at him, he’s good looking, about my age.  Will he be what I want, what I need?

I dread what will come out of his mouth, usually it’s some corny line, attempting to show humor or wealth.  I smile at him, he’s the man, the predator, it’s up to him to make the first move.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asks.  Well, at least it’s not corny and it doesn’t make me cringe.  Before I became a slave I would have accepted but I want a man who will recognize the collar on my neck for what it is.

You’re probably wondering why I don’t go to a BDSM club.  I’ve tried them, I’ve been picked up in them but it’s too easy.  Most men, I’m convinced, are dominant.  They just sometimes need a little help in bringing it out.  That can be part of the excitement for me.  Besides, there’s only one BDSM club in town (that I can find) and I don’t want to be a regular there – I’m out for sex, to practice my skills, training myself to be the best fuck I can be.

“No thankyou,” I reply.  He’s cute but if he’s what I want he should recognize my collar.  He tries to talk to me but I turn away and ignore him, soon he gives up and walks off.

Over the next hour a dozen or more men approach me, each is polite, sounding me out.  With each one I dismiss them equally politely.  Eventually a woman approaches me, she tells me she’s been watching me dismiss the men, maybe she would be more to my liking?  I tell her I’m not gay and she puts her hand on my ass.  “Neither am I honey, but we can surely have some fun?” 

“No thank you,” I reply.  My fate was made clear, one day I’ll have to fuck a woman, but not today. 

“Pity,” she says as she runs her hand up my ass, onto my back before walking away.

The next man that approaches me is a little older, maybe 30.  He’s wearing a suit, no tie, and has three or four days of stubble on his face.  He’s good looking, I’m attracted to him instantly.  He stands next to me and we look at each other in the mirror for a few seconds before he speaks.

“How submissive are you?” he asks, before continuing, “Your collar gives it away.”  Internally I hug myself, this is the man I came out to meet.

“As submissive as they come sir,” I reply.  I pick my wine up, the glass is almost empty.  The bartender comes over and asks if he can get us a drink.

“I’ll have a Molson,” he says, “And she’ll have a gin and tonic.”  I love the way he’s taken control of the situation, taken control of me.  He didn’t ask what I wanted, he decided.  This is the man I’ve come out to meet.

“What’s your name girl?” he asks.

“Emily sir,” I reply.  When the bartender puts the drinks down the man throws down two $20s and tells him to close my check with it and keep the change.  When he moves away he speaks to me without looking.

“Pick up the drinks and follow me Emily.”

“Yes sir,” I reply.  I follow him to a booth at the back of the bar.  He slips into the seat and I slide in opposite him.  He picks up his drink and sips from the top of the bottle before speaking to me.

“Understand this Emily, I expect your submission and you obedience.  If you fail you’ll be punished.”

“I understand sir,” I reply.

“Don’t look at me again,” he says.  I look down at the table, he’s established his dominance over me very quickly, I’m putty in his hands and know that I’ll do what ever he tells me.

“Take your panties off Emily.”

I don’t speak, I just raise my ass off the leather seat and pull the hem of my skirt up.  I put my hands onto my panties and pull them down slowly, over my legs and boots.  When they are in my hands I sit back down.

He puts his hand onto the table, open, demanding my panties.  Neither of us speak but I hand them to him.  He closes his hand onto them and lifts them to his face, I can hear him breathing in.

“You’re wet already Emily,” he says.

“Yes sir,” I reply.  He’s right, this is very exciting.  I don’t know his name but I’m under his control.  Completely under his control.  This is part of the thrill for me, to be obeying a man I don’t know who has already threatened me.  I can’t wait to get back to his place and fuck him.

“Get under the table Emily,” he orders me.  I look round, the bar is busy, someone is bound to see me move. 

“Emily, I said get under the table, I did not say look around the bar, then get under the table, did I?”

“No sir,” I say, my voice barely audible.  Every order would have to be obeyed instantly and without question.  I slide onto the floor, I can see his crotch and he opens his legs and unzips his fly.  I know what I have to do, I also know that anyone who wants to watch will see me sucking this man’s cock. 

I reach in and find the gap in his underpants.  I pull his cock and balls through the gap and take him into my mouth, his cock is flaccid to start and I take the full length in and suck.  It’s clean, he must have had a shower recently.  Sometimes you can tell that they’ve not showered for days, the revolting taste is all part of my training to never object, to never complain.  His cock soon starts to grow in my mouth, I’ve never met a man that doesn’t like having his cock in a girl’s mouth.

He uses his feet to widen my legs, without thinking I’d adopted an open legged posture but he wants them even wider.  I put my arms around his waist, this is going to be oral only from me and I suck hard, moving my head up and down, taking him all the way, even as his cock grows inside my wet mouth.  Soon he’s touching the back of my throat, the training is all worth it as I catch him moan a little as my throat opens and I take him all the way.  I love it when I make a man moan, it’s like a drug to me, knowing that I’m pleasing him.

He puts a hand on my head and pushes me all the way down his cock, burying my face in his trimmed pubes.  He’s not applying pressure, just showing me what he expects from me, showing me what he wants.  I stay like that for as long as I can, when I need to breathe I try to pull back.  Now he exerts pressure, now a second hand goes onto my head and he pushes hard, keeping me in my place.  Only when I start bucking, twisting my head does he release me.

Even then, my training takes over and I pull back slowly, despite what I’m feeling.  I’m close to passing out when his cock leaves my throat and I can finally breathe, I suck in the air, desperately needing it, all the time sliding up and down his cock, flicking it with my tongue.  I want him to cum in me, to use me as I was destined to be used.

As soon as I calm down I push back down his thick shaft, once again denying myself air to pleasure him.  This time he doesn’t touch my head, he knows I know what he wants and knows that I’m happy, no, that I need to please him.  Twice more we repeat this before he takes a handful of my hair and pulls me off.

“Get back on the seat Emily,” he orders.

“Yes sir,” I reply and I get back onto the seat, it’s not as easy as sliding under the table was.  I remember not to look at him and I pick up my drink and sip from it.  I look to the side, into the bar.  A couple of dozen people are looking at me, more than one raises a glass or bottle to me.  I blush and smile, they’ve obviously been watching me perform.

The man doesn’t speak to me, he just picks up his drink and sips it, then I hear him put his cock away and zip up his pants.  I start to think about what just happened, did I displease him?  What did I do wrong?  Is he going to punish me or dismiss me?  I open my mouth to speak, to ask him what I did wrong but he speaks first.

“Don’t speak unless you’re spoken to Emily.”

Relief floods over me, he wasn’t ignoring me, he was testing me and controlling me without me knowing it.  He doesn’t sound unhappy, surely I pleased him?  “Yes sir,” I reply.

“Drink up,” he says, picking up his beer and downing it.  I don’t respond, I just pick up my drink and finish it off.  He finishes first and he leans over the table and picks up my bag.  I don’t resist or question him as he opens it and looks inside.  He pulls out my phone, keys and leash.  I sneak a glance when he picks up the leash, he’s smiling.

“Planning on being led out of here on a leash are you Emily?”

“That’s you choice isn’t it sir?”  I respond.  He laughs.

“Yes it is and yes you will be.”  He pauses then speaks again.  “What are your limits Emily?”

I think for a moment before answering, “Sir, I have three limits.  First I must be released by 10am tomorrow, I’ve got work at 12.  Second, if you fuck my pussy or my ass I insist that you wear a condom.” – he nods at this – “And finally no permanent damage to my body, no broken bones, no blood play.”

He nods and agrees, then he leans over the table and I lean forward, I tilt my head back (eyes closed so I don’t look at him) and he clips the leash onto my collar.  The bar is busy, but at our end it’s gone silent, only the low music in the background is making any sound.

He stands and steps out of the booth, he tugs on my leash and I follow him.  I want to get on all fours and crawl out, should I?  I think for a moment, maybe that would be too much and anyway, it’s his choice isn’t it?  He puts his hands onto mine and feels my wrists.  He touches the cuffs under my blouse a few times, working out what they are before he moves behind me.  He pulls my arms behind my back and raises my blouse sleeves.  He attaches the cuffs to each other, locking my arms behind my back.  He undoes three buttons on my blouse, revealing more of my breasts.  He pauses to study the marks on them and smiles.  With this final adjustment to my outfit he takes the handle of my leash into his hand and tugs at it, turning me to face the exit.

We walk through the bar slowly, it’s packed but around us there is space, people move out of the way, watching as he leads me out of the bar.  Several of the men that tried to pick me up are watching, open mouthed, realizing where they went wrong.  Soon we’re outside, it’s still hot and we are quickly in a taxi, on the way back to his place.  He doesn’t live near me, which is good.  Hopefully I’ll never see him again after tonight.

******

Once we are inside his apartment I relax a little, he didn’t speak a word in the taxi.  He helped me out of the taxi by pulling on my leash and led me through the lobby and into the elevator.  As soon as the door closes to his apartment he turns to face me, I look down at the floor, not giving him an excuse to hurt me.

“Why are you here Emily?” he asks.

“To serve and suffer for you sir,” I reply.

He pauses for a moment before speaking, “But why are you here – are you an owned slave?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, “My Master told me to go to a bar and get picked up by a dominant male for the night and to serve him well.  He believes that I’ll be a better slave for it, more skilled.”  I’m almost shaking as I speak.

I can’t see his reaction, but he walks behind me and releases my hands, then unzips my dress, pulling it over my shoulders and down my body, allowing it to fall to the floor.  Gently he undoes my bra and removes it, disposing of it in the same way. 

He runs his hands over my breasts, taking one in each and squeezing gently.  Then he moves down my body, over my smooth, hairless pussy and pushes one hand between my legs.  I’m already wet, his fingers glide effortlessly over my labia, pushing them apart and into my wet cunt.

Next he kisses my back and runs his other hand down it, over my ass before slapping it, not hard.  He’s still finger fucking me and I moan, I’m enjoying this.  He takes the jewel in my ass and pulls it gently, my ass unwilling to give up the prize.  He kisses my ear and whispers into it, “Does that live inside you all the time?”

I reach up behind me and touch his head, I pull it and turn to face him, closing my eyes to avoid looking at him and whisper back.  “It lives inside me 24/7 sir, only coming out if I’m going to be fucked in that hole.”  I can’t see him, but I can feel him smiling.  I reach behind with my other hand and start to rub his cock through his trousers, he’s already hard and I want to turn and take him back into my mouth, but he’s got other ideas.

He pulls his finger from my cunt and puts it under my nose.  I sniff it, then open my mouth and suck it – I don’t like the taste of a woman but this is what he wants.  He tugs my leash down, pulling me to the floor.  I expect him to tug on it, making me crawl after him, but he doesn’t.  Instead he stands astride me, then sits down on my back.  I make a sound, this was unexpected.

He’s heavy, heavier than me as he sits on my back it bends, accommodating his weight.  He shifts his weight so he is on my hips then raises his legs off the floor and puts them behind him, I’m now carrying his full weight.  I’ve read about pony girls, never thought I’d be one.  He slaps my ass and speaks to me.

“Let me show you round my apartment Emily.  Walk on, if I slap you left cheek turn left, right cheek right.”  I start to crawl, it’s not easy with him on my back as he shows me round.  It’s bigger than mine, with a separate kitchen and dining room, a living area and two bedrooms.  There’s also a balcony with a table and chairs on it with views over the city.  It’s nice.  I could see myself here, serving this man, if I wasn’t already owned.

He rides me back into the living room and parks me in front of a chair, pulling me down to the floor.  I want to kneel, legs apart, to show him my body but I don’t think that’s what he wants.  Instead I adopt my mushroom pose, kneeling, breasts on the floor and he sits in the chair and puts his legs on my back.  I can’t begin to describe how incredible this feels, being nothing more than a footrest for a man.  I feel utterly worthless and yet totally in control at the same time.

We stay like that for a long time, I can’t see what he’s doing but I remain motionless, serving my temporary master, serving my purpose, serving under a superior male.  I’m very happy.

When he lifts his legs off he takes my leash into his hands and tugs at it.  I get onto my hands and knees and follow him, he’s walking slowly and only has to tug on the leash a couple of times to speed me up.  He pulls me into his bedroom and positions me at the side of the bed.  This time he allows me to kneel, legs open wide, hands open on my thighs.  I hear him open a drawer and he takes something out.  He’s behind me as he slips a blindfold over my eyes.  I smile, that makes things easier for me.

I can hear him, he’s undressing himself.  I hear him move around the room, opening drawers, taking things out.  I’m really turned on, my body will be his for the night.  When he sits down I can smell his cock, it can only be an inch from my mouth.  I open wide and bend forward, trying to find it, trying to taste it.  He’s playing with me, moving it to the side, moving away from me.  Eventually my persistence pays off and I get him into my mouth and I suck hard, tasting his pre-cum, pulling him in, deeper and deeper until I open my throat and take his full length.

We stay like that for as long as I can manage, his pubes up my nose, my hands on my thighs, not moving, not breathing, just holding him in my throat until I start to convulse, even then I force myself to stay on his cock, pleasing him until he takes my head in his hands and pulls me back, releasing me and allowing me to breathe. 

He strokes my hair and speaks to me, “What’s your safe word Emily?”

“I don’t have one sir,” I reply.  I don’t need one, obviously.

“With me you do.  Your safe word is red, understand?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, then repeat “red” to show I understand.

“Lock your hands behind your back Emily,” he orders me.  I’m glad I practiced this, it takes me a couple of attempts but I soon manage it.  I hear him lie back on the bed, he uses his legs to pull me in and soon his cock is back where it belongs, in my mouth.  I suck him lovingly, putting everything into it, moving up and down, taking him all the way until he pulls my hair.

“Suck my ass hole Emily.”

It’s an order, it needs to be obeyed.  I don’t reply, I just run my tongue down his thick shaft before taking one his balls into my mouth.  I close my lips round it and suck, gently pulling my head away from him, flicking his ball with my tongue.  I can hear him moaning, one hand just on my head.  He’s enjoying his.  With his other hand I can hear him wanking himself, slowly.

I open my mouth and his ball pops out, pulling away from me I make him wait, teasing him as I lick the tops of his legs before I take the plunge, push forward and lick his ass.  I’ve never done this before but I’m looking forward to it.  I take my first taste of his ass, or any ass.  It surprises me, there’s a vague smell of shit but nothing too unpleasant.  I lick slowly, starting where his body touches the bed and lick upwards, over his asshole and up to his balls.  He moans when I touch his asshole, clearly this is what he enjoys the most.

I lick upwards again, this time pausing at his ass hole and I take a deep breath and push my head in, jamming my nose against his skin, my mouth open, covering his asshole and I push my tongue out and start to fuck him with my tongue.  He wraps his legs round the back of my head, pulling me closer, preventing me from breathing.

When he releases me he pushes me away and sits up, I’m upset, did I do something wrong?  He must be able to see my emotion, he strokes the side of my face before he reassures me.

“You were too good Emily, I was about to cum.  And I don’t want to . . . . not yet anyway.”  He strokes my face and I smile, I’m happy that I pleased him.  I love pleasing people, it’s part of any submissive’s nature.

He leans in close and whispers in my ear again.  “Can I hurt you?  I mean, really hurt you?”

“Yes sir,” I whisper, “Please remember my limits though sir.”

“I will.  Promise me you’ll use your safe word if I go too far.”

“I will sir,” I reply.  I won’t, he can do what ever he wants to me.  My only issue is that I won’t be able to see his face as he hurts me, I love that look when a man is reduced to his base, animal state as a woman submits to him completely.  But it’s his choice, isn’t it?

I’m listening intently as he moves away from me.  He’s not away for long, in the mean time I wait, kneeling upright, displaying my body.  I hear a few clicks, it takes me a moment to place them.  It’s a cigarette lighter.  I have a moment of panic, fuck he’s not going to burn me, is he?  He strokes my hair and reassures me.  I can smell something, it’s a candle.  He’s going to drip wax on me.  The question is, where will he start?  I take a deep breath and wait, pain is easier to deal with when you’re not breathing.

He’s toying with me, he waits until I can’t hold my breath any longer and I let it out, the instant I do he upends the candle and the hot wax drips onto my breasts.  I cry out in pain, it hurts.  I can sense that he’s enjoying it, he moves the candle, the trail of wax over my chest giving away the motion of if his hand.  He keeps the candle dripping onto my other breast, I cry out again when a fresh puddle of wax is poured onto my other breast, he’s got two candles and is dripping wax onto my skin.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asks in a low voice.  The only sound I can hear is his voice and our breathing.

“No sir,” I reply, “Please keep hurting me if you’re enjoying yourself.”

“Oh, I will, I will.  Tilt your head back, open your mouth, stick your tongue out.”  I do as ordered, he stops dripping the wax on my chest, I know what’s coming next.  I’m not wrong, he pours wax onto my tongue.  I cry in pain as the hot wax lands on my tongue and runs off the end, onto my chin and down onto my breasts.

He kisses one of my ears and speaks into it, “Well done.  Ready for the next part?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, well what else can I say?  He uses his fingers to pull the congealed wax off my tongue.  I don’t move as he does this.  Once my mouth is clean he allows me to close it and then he uses the leash to pull to my feet.  He directs me onto the bed and makes me lie on it, face up, with my head hanging off the side, mouth open, ready to be fucked.

He releases my arms then secures them to the bed frame, then secures my legs the same way.  I’m spread eagled and ready to be used, my mouth and pussy on display, open and ready for use.  The next part takes me by surprise, he pulls my nipples and then applies a nipple chain to them, drawing my breasts together.  I’m used to pain in my nipples, I’m just surprised at how much it hurts when he applies them.

I can smell his cock again, he lines it up with my mouth and thrusts it in.  I can’t really move my head, it’s not a blowjob, he’s fucking my mouth, fucking my throat, using it like my pussy.  He pushes all the way inside my throat, then my breast flames with pain.  He’s used a belt or a flogger on it and is lashing the already painful area over and over.  I shake my head but he’s relentless, I’m trying to pull away but the restraints hold me.  I take a dozen or more blows, I’m crying when he relents and stops hitting me, he pulls back and finally I can breathe.

He’s tender once more and strokes my hair.  “You OK slave?”

Through my tears I sob in response, “I’m OK sir.”

He strokes my hair again and bends down.  We kiss and he speaks again, “I’m just knocking the wax off your tits.  Ask me to clean your other tit.”

“Please knock the wax off my breast sir,” I say through my tears.  He stands up and reinserts his cock into my mouth.  Tears are flowing down my face as he belts my other breast.  They’ve taken so much damage over the last two days what’s a little more?  The belt starts to hit my breast and I cry again, I want to scream in pain but his cock is stuck in my throat.  I want to close my mouth and it takes all my concentration to not sink my teeth into his shaft.

When he throws the belt away I’m a quivering mess, my tears are flowing down the sides of my face and into my hair, I know that my makeup must be streaked.  He pulls out of my mouth and bends down again, we kiss and he strokes my hair, soothing me and calling me a good girl.  I tell him I’m OK, that this is what I was destined for, to serve and be used.  We are kissing again when he takes the chain on the nipple clamps and yanks it off, the pain is excruciating and I pull my head down and scream in pain.  He laughs.

“Ready for your reward Emily?”

It takes a second to answer, “Sir, I’m only allowed to cum for my Master.  I’m sorry sir.”  This is the punishment I’ve picked for myself for crying out in pain.

He doesn’t answer for a moment, then says OK, in a semi menacing tone.  He moves away from me and I hear him walk away, the bed creaks as he climbs onto it.  My sobs are slowing as I feel him, he kisses my pussy and then starts to lick it, he starts slowly, teasing me.  Soon he inserts two fingers and finger fucks me as he licks my clit, circling it and teasing it out of it’s hood.  Soon I’m writhing around, I’m glad of my self denial practice.

He doesn’t stop, I want to cum, I’m on edge, panting and pleading with myself for an orgasm.  When he pulls his fingers out and stops licking me it’s a relief, I didn’t know how much longer I could hold my cum back.  He climbs onto me, kissing my tortured breasts on the way up and I lift my head, we kiss again as he slides his cock inside me and starts to fuck me.  I want to ask him if he’s wearing a condom, but a slave shouldn’t question her partner.

I feel something start to buzz, he puts a hand between our bodies and slides a mini vibrator onto my clit.  Holy fuck, this is going to be torture for me.  I squeeze the walls of my pussy, willing him to cum quickly.  He puts a hand on my throat, strangling me as he pounds in and out.  I’m lost in my own pleasure, sinking my nails into my hands, using the pain as a distraction from cumming.

He starts to yell, I can feel his cock pulse, his balls bouncing against me as he cums, pumping load after load inside my tight, wet cunt.  He stops thrusting into me and pins me down with his body, he releases his grip on my neck and the vibrator slips out of position (thank fuck).  My ability to cum passes and we kiss, before he pulls out of me and rolls off. 

He gets off the bed and walks round to my head.  I hear something, he’s removing his condom and I open my mouth.  He puts the end of the condom into my mouth and he pushes it, the cum drips into my mouth.  I leave it wide open, taking every drop.  When he pulls it away I close and smile before I swallow, opening wide again to show him what I did.

He kisses my forehead and whispers to me, “Good girl, good girl.  Your Master is a lucky man.”

“Thank you sir,” I whisper back, “But I’m the lucky one.”  He kisses me again.

“Can I leave you like this all night?” he asks.

“Of course you can sir, you can do whatever you want with me.”

He stands again, it takes him a few minutes but he finds a couple of blankets and puts them over me, he walks out of the room, leaving me spread eagled on the bed, secured in place.  Looks like another uncomfortable night coming up.


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

[Blackmaiiled]

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

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

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

- Chris

[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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