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Warning




This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





I spend a second uncomfortable night in a row, on Friday I slept naked on a wooden floor, last night I was under a couple of blankets, so at least I was warm.  My head was, no, still is, hanging off the edge of the bed, my neck aches.  My breasts are sore, last night they were covered with hot wax and then had it whipped off.  I still can’t see anything, the man left a blindfold over my eyes all night.

I have no idea what time it is, nor how long I’ve been there when he comes in.  He just walks over to me and slides his erect cock into my mouth.  I can smell it, it’s intoxicating as his balls bounce on my nose.  He’s not subtle, it’s straight down without any warning.  I gag, I can feel myself about to puke on his cock when he pulls out, saliva runs down my face and onto the floor.  He pulls off the blindfold and I blink rapidly, adjusting to the light.

He slaps my breasts and re-inserts his cock.  This time I’m waiting, expecting it and I swallow when he hits the back of my throat and I open wide and take him in.  He fucks my mouth relentlessly, he makes no attempt to pleasure me in any way, shape or form.  When he cums he pulls out of my mouth and shoots his load over my face, some lands in my mouth and I swallow it all, the rest runs down my face, into my eyes causing me to blink rapidly.

He kneels down and runs his hands over my hair, he’s being tender and gentle.  He kisses me on my forehead, so gently.  The he speaks to me.

“Have you ever drunk piss Emily?”  As soon as he says this I’m aware of my own desperate need to go, I’ve not gone since I left my apartment yesterday.  I have no idea what time it is now.

“Yes sir,” I reply, honestly.  Only my own, but it’s still piss. 

“Can I put my cock in your mouth and will you drink it?”

I think for a moment, “Sir, I’ve never drunk piss direct from a cock, but I’d love to try.”

“Look at me Emily,” he says.  I look up at him, he’s as good looking as I remember from the bar last night.  He smiles at me, then walks out of the room.  When he returns he’s carrying several towels.  He puts two on the floor and uses the other to enclose my head, leaving only my face exposed.  I guess if I fail to swallow this will save his carpet.

He gets in front of me and puts his soft cock into my mouth.  Gently he lets out a little piss.  It tastes different to mine.  I try to swallow, but with his cock in my mouth I can’t do it and I cough, some piss escapes my mouth and I’m grateful for the towels.

He pulls his cock out and I swallow, then open wide to show him it’s gone.  He strokes my hair then puts his cock back into my mouth and fills it once again with urine.  We repeat the process over and over until I’ve drunk it all.  He doesn’t kiss me, instead he works his way round the bed, releasing me from my bondage. 

He walks me on my leash to the bathroom and leaves me alone, allowing me to empty my bladder.  I rinse my mouth out, take a little toothpaste and use my fingers to wipe it over my teeth, refreshing me and hopefully removing the smell and taste.  When I come out he’s on the balcony.  I look at the clock, it’s just before eight am.  The sun is up and the heat of the day is starting to build.  He's sat in a chair, legs crossed, there are two chairs set out with a table.  Should I take the other one?

Of course not!  I know my place.  At the doorway I drop to my hands and knees and crawl to him, breasts touching the floor.  When my nose touches his foot I move elegantly as I can, I place my fists on the floor and slide my legs forward until I’m resting on my calves, legs spread wide, exposed to him, exposed to the elements, exposed to the world.

“Coffee?” he asks.

“Yes please sir,” I reply.  He pours it black and offers me the cup.  I take it from him and thank him and we drink, looking out over the city.  When he refills his cup he speaks to me again.

“Can I put my number in your phone Emily?”

“Yes sir,” I reply.  He picks up his phone and asks me for my number.  I rattle it off and he texts me.  Another phone beeps, I hadn’t noticed, mine was on the table.  He’s been into my handbag.  He smiles.

“I wondered if you’d give me your real number.”

“Of course I did sir.  You asked for my number, I gave it to you.”

He smiles.  “And will I see you again?”

“I don’t know sir, that will be up to my Master.”  Maybe next time I want to get laid I’ll call him.  The dice will decide.  We stay like that, talking as dominant and submissive, not moving until the cafetiere is empty.  Once the coffee is gone he takes my leash and puts me onto all fours.  He sits on my back and I walk him to the door of his apartment.  My clothes are on the floor by my bag.  When he gets off my back I don’t move until he pulls me to my feet.

We look into each other’s eyes.  He’s dressed in chino and a tee, I’m naked.  He pulls me in close and I rise up onto my tiptoes and we kiss.  He slaps my ass and I take the slap silently.  When we break off he pushes me away and takes out his phone.  He points it at me.

“Do you mind if I take some photos?  A memento of last night?”

“Of course not sir,” I reply.  I’m proud of my body, I’ve enjoyed sharing it with someone.  I spent 15 minutes or so posing for him, I work through my full repertoire and I can see he’s impressed.  When we’ve finished he allows me to dress.  I hope he doesn’t offer me money for the taxi, that would make me feel like a whore.  I’m in luck, he doesn’t.

He takes the leash off my collar and slips it into my bag, along with my phone.  We kiss once more, a long slow kiss as we part company.  I can’t help it, I put my hand on his cock and rub it though his pants.  I want him.  Now.

I drop to my knees and pull down his pants, his cock is soon in my mouth, my hand is on his balls, the other rubbing my cunt, getting it wet and ready for his cock.  As soon as I’m wet I open my bag and take out a condom, I open it quickly and keep it ready as I work on him, it’s not that long since he came and it takes time to get him hard. 

I push him back against the door, his hands are on my head, encouraging me as his cock grows under my attentions.  I take him out of my mouth, instantly wanking him.  I remember how much he enjoyed having his ass licked, so I pull his pants down and work my head between his legs until I can get my tongue into his ass.

As soon as I force my tongue against his skin he groans and calls me his good girl.  Fuck I love that, being a good girl.  It’s degrading, it humiliating, it puts me in my place, beneath him.  And I love it. I know my position, serving him, fucking him as he wants, no, deserves, to be fucked, by a girl who loves to serve and please.

When he pulls my hand off his cock I’m puzzled for a second, then I realize he was about to cum.  I work my way back under, pausing for a quick lick of his balls.  He takes a handful of my hair and pulls it hard, lifting me up by it.  The pain is intense, I can’t move fast enough to keep my feet on the ground and for a second or two I’m hanging by my hair.

When I get my feet down I slip the condom into my mouth, I’ve never done it in real life before but I’ve practiced many times on a dildo.  I grab his cock and drop to my knees, then take him into my mouth and I push the condom onto his cock.  I look up while I do this, he’s got his eyes closed and he’s leaning against the door.

I manage to get an inch onto his cock but I need to use my hands to roll it down his cock, it’s not easy when it’s pulsing, rising and lifting as I suck.  As I unroll it I take more and more into my mouth, until the rubber is unrolled and his cock is buried in my face.  Once more he takes my head into his hands and holds me in place as I flick his cock with my tongue.

He only lets go when I struggle, I need to breathe, to pull free and he releases me.  He takes my hair in his hands and pulls me up.  We kiss and he twists me round, he takes my ass into his strong hands and picks me up, I have my back to the door and he thrusts his cock into my pussy in one swift move.  I cry out in pleasure and wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his shoulders as he pounds in and out of me.

He’s grunting, his hands on my sore tits, sinking his nails into them as he uses me, he’s like an animal, only focusing on cumming inside me.  I start to scream, I’ve not been used like this for a long time.  I want to cum, I’m close but this isn’t about me, it’s about him, always about him.  I’m proud that I hold it in.

“I’m cumming, fuck I’m cumming.”  I can feel his cock starting to pulse and he stops pumping in and out of me.  I kiss him, I want to keep his orgasm going for as long as possible.  When he comes down he releases his grasp on my tits and we stay like that, buried in my hot wet cunt, his balls empty.  When he lets me down I fall to my knees and take the condom off, I hold it in my hand as I suck his cock clean.

I keep him in my mouth until his cock his soft and he pulls me to my feet.  We kiss again.

“You’re fucking incredible Emily,” he says.  I can’t help it, I smile, I’ve more than satisfied him, I’m pleased, really pleased.  I start to laugh.  He laughs with me.  He pulls me to my feet and we kiss for a final time.

“I’m happy I pleased you sir,” I say to him.  He slaps my breasts, playfully, for a final time.

“Get dressed Emily, it’s time for you to go home and get changed.  I’ll order you an Uber.” 

“No thank you sir,” I reply, “I’ll call it myself.”  I don’t want him to know where I live.  Not yet anyway . . . .

He turns and picks up his phone.  I put the used condom into the corner of my bag and slip on my bra and dress, followed by my shoes.  It only takes a minute.  I go to the bathroom and wash my face, adjust my hair and I’m ready to leave, I order an uber, it will be here soon.  The last few minutes are always awkward.  He tries to make it as easy as possible for me.

“You should leave, the elevators aren’t always the fastest.”  I lift myself up and kiss his cheek, the door is open and I walk through it, he slaps my ass on the way past and closes the door behind me.

Once outside his apartment I take out the condom and my phone.  I film myself as I lift it my lips and empty the contents into my mouth.  I open wide to show my mouth is full of his seed, then I summon the elevator.  Once outside I send him the film and a message.

I’ll swallow once I’m in my building sir.  I hope you enjoyed using me.  I loved serving you.

My ride pulls up and I get in.  I catch the driver checking me out and I smile, but keep my mouth closed.  We’ve just pulled away when my phone bleeps.

Fuck me Emily, you’re the perfect slave.  If you’re ever looking for a new master or your master wants to sell you get in touch.  Tell him he’s lucky, I give you 10/10.

David xxxx

I hug myself, I can feel something starting in my brain.  10/10 he said . . . perfect slave . . . I can feel it, I’m in the back of a taxi and I’m slipping into subspace, time is fading away, I can’t see anything . . . must not swallow . . . perfect . . .

******

“Hey . . . HEY,” I snap out of it, I look round and straighten up.  “If you want five stars get out lady, I’ve gotta keep working.”  I look round, shit we’re outside my apartment block.  I shake my head and open the door and get out.  I can taste the cum in my mouth, salty and revolting but I’ve kept it.  I slam the door closed and walk to my apartment, I take out my phone and give the driver five stars, he’s given me the same.  I film myself walking, as soon as I’m in the foyer I look around, open wide, close, swallow and open again.  I blow a kiss to the camera and end the film and send it to David.

I look at Starbucks, a coffee would help get rid of the taste, but I want to sort myself out before I see Jack again.  I probably don’t look my best.  I decide to go back to my apartment and shower, then use the dice to decide if I can get something to eat and drink.  Plus I need to worship my Master.  And show him David’s message.

As I walk past the security desk the guard looks up, he’s eating (he’s always eating, you don’t get to 300lbs without eating).  He nods at me, then brushes the crumbs of a Danish away from his face.  He speaks to me, he’s a nice guy.

“Emily . . . you’re Emily right?”

I stop, “Yes, that’s me.”  He must want something.

“Package came for you yesterday Emily, got it in the control room.”  I’ve been expecting this, assuming it’s what I think it is.  It was due on Friday but I got a message saying it would be late.  If I had my real phone I’d be able to tell what it was.  He stands up and moves from behind the desk.  “It’s in the control room, come with me and I’ll give it to you.”

He opens the door behind him and steps in, I expect him to pass it out, when he doesn’t I follow him in.  Inside its dark and I blink as I adjust to the low light.  There’s a rack of shelves and he’s looking on them.  Opposite is a bank of screens, I watch them, watching people move around the building.  I smile, if someone had been in here yesterday they might have seen me naked in the car park or elevator.  I hear him pick something up, he checks the label and smiles.

“This is yours,” he says as he hands it over.  It’s quite heavy, maybe 15 or 20lbs.  He offers to take it to my apartment but I tell him I’m OK.  I take one last look at the monitors then turn to and thank him.  He looks at the monitors too and smiles, then looks at me and raises an eyebrow before scanning his eyes down my body to my feet and back up, pausing on my breasts.  Shit, he knows, he saw me.  And he knows I know he knows.  He smiles at me and lifts a finger to his lips.  “Shhh,” he says.  I can’t help it, I blush and turn away and walk out, struggling with my parcel.

Once I’m in my apartment I strip off.  My Master is where I left him (I’d have been surprised if a sex doll had managed to move).  First things first, it’s almost 10 and I need to worship him.  I get on the floor, open my legs and place my hands on my thighs.  A calmness descends on me in his presence, and I relax my mind.  I can feel him examining me.  I place my phone onto the table so he can read my review.

“Alexa, set timer one hour,” I say.  She sets the timer and I stay where I am, motionless for an hour.  Normally I enjoy Sunday worship more than any other day of the week, I’m usually out of bed before six am and there is almost silence at that time of day.  Today I’m much later and the noise from the street prevents me from concentrating and achieving subspace, the mind drug I crave.  It’s not long before my legs ache, my back aches but it doesn’t matter, what’s a little pain compared to being able to kneel for him?  I know he enjoys it, every man I’ve ever met wants a woman to submit to him, most of them just don’t know it.

In my experience every man loves a submissive woman.  Some have to have it drawn out of them but it’s always there, they just don’t know it or don’t accept that a woman can submit.  Every man also enjoys hurting a woman, sexually.  I thought back to my first experience of this.

When I was a student my first serious boyfriend was sophomore while I was a fresher.  We met in my second week at some rally, shit, I can’t even remember what we were protesting about.  We chatted during the demo and afterwards in a bar.  He took my number and we went on a date, within a week we were an item and within a month we were fucking.  He was kind, gentle and sweet, everything a girl should be looking for.

We’d been dating for two or three months when he asked if he could go and watch a game with the boys in a bar.  See, he asked, his friends told their girlfriends that they were going to watch the game.  That’s the kind of man he was, or I thought he was.  My roommates were away for the weekend so I was home alone all afternoon.  I decided to do something productive and I started to bake.

When he came home he was, to put it mildly, drunk.  He was slurring his words.  I was in the kitchen, making cookies when he came in.  He paused at the doorway, smiled and laughed, then came over to me.  He wrapped his arms round my waist and kissed my neck, then moved to my side and leaned back on the island worktop.

“What are you making?” he asked.  Well, what he actually said was “What . . . whatcha makin’?” his speech split by hiccups and pauses.

“Cookies for tomorrow,” I said and kissed him back.  He smiled.  “Could you get me a wooden spoon please – over there, by the cooker.”  He looked round, his head almost rolling on his shoulder.  He was really drunk.

When he moved he almost stumbled and it took him a couple of attempts to pick up the spoon, it would have been faster to get it myself.  When he came back he leaned against the island again before turning side on to me.  He ran the spoon down my back and onto my ass, holding it there, I turned my face to him and I spoke. 

“Just give it to me,” I said.

He thought for a moment, laughed and said “Alright.”  He took the spoon off my ass and I held out my hand as I turned back to my cookie dough.  Next thing I knew I cried out in pain, he’d hit my ass with the spoon.

“Ow,” I said to him, “Cut that out.”

He didn’t, he grabbed my arms, pinning them to my body and proceeded to hit me again with the spoon.  “Ow,” I said again, but this time I didn’t follow it up with an order to stop.  I was looking into his eyes, it was the first time I’d ever seen a man look like that.  This wasn’t my boyfriend any more, hitting me with the spoon had turned him into something different, something not quite human.  I was scared and worried for what was to come next, but also turned on.  I’d done this to him, me.

He pulled me closer to him and hit me again, harder this time.  I didn’t react, I took the blow in silence and then we kissed, he hit me again while we were kissing and I bit his tongue on purpose, to see what would happen next.  He pulled away, a faint tang of blood in my mouth.

“Bitch,” he said and struck me three more times in quick succession, each time causing me to cry out.  I couldn’t take my eyes off him, I’d never seen anything like the look on his face.  He put the spoon down and put his hands onto my jeans, he pulled them apart and down my legs, taking my panties with them.  I didn’t struggle, I was enjoying being the center of his world.

He pushed me down, forcing me to bend at the waist until my chest was on the island surface.  He took the spoon up again and hit me again and again, over and over.  Without my clothes it hurt much more and I was soon crying.  But I didn’t want him to stop.  I could have pushed him off, forced him away.  He was much bigger and stronger than me, but he was also drunk and moving slowly.

I folded my arms behind my back and he took my wrists in his spare hand, pinning me down.  He threw the spoon away and kicked my legs, forcing them apart.  I heard him pull his pants down and then clumsily he forced his rock hard cock inside me.  I cried out through my tears, more in surprise than pain as he forced himself onto me, using me as nothing more than a hole for his cock.

He grabbed my hair and pulled it, forcing my head up as he used me.  Before he’d always been considerate, now the only thing he cared about was himself. 

“Fucking take it all bitch,” he yelled at me.  I didn’t reply, he seemed to like my silence through my tears (and cries of pain).  I was pushing back against him, maximizing his pleasure.  In and out he thrust, using me, this wasn’t making love, hell this was barely sex.  This was a man using a woman.  He took one of my breasts into his hand and crushed it through my tee-shirt, I cried out and he just crushed it harder.  I was nothing to him in that moment other than 2 tits and a hole to fuck.

Despite his drunkenness he started to yell out, “I’m cumming, oh fuck yes.”  I could feel his cock pulsing inside me and he pumped his load inside his whore.  “YESSSSSSSS” he yelled, releasing his grip on my arms.  When he pulled out he grabbed my hair and forced me onto the floor, head back against the cupboard door.  “Open wide,” he said.  I looked up at him, wanting to protest.  I wasn’t much of a one for sucking cock back then.  But one look at his eyes told me I had to do this, no, I wanted to do this, to please him.  To keep him in this state.

I did as he asked and opened my mouth, he pushed his cock inside me and I sucked it, hating the taste of my pussy and his cum, loving the desire that I’d awoken in him.  His cock wasn’t huge, but even so I couldn’t get it all inside my mouth and I gagged, saliva running everywhere, choking on his cock.  He jammed a foot between my legs and kicked them apart, then kicked them again and again until they were spread wide.

Despite my efforts he was getting soft and soon he pulled out of my mouth.  “I need to piss,” he said.  Nowadays I’d have told him to use me as his toilet, back then I allowed him to wander off.  As soon as he’d left the room I put my hand on my pussy and was amazed at how wet I was, his cum was leaking out of me and that helped as I rubbed my pussy, fuck I was wet.  I rubbed my clit and fucked myself with my fingers, within seconds I was pleading with myself, begging to cum. 

“Please,” I was begging, “Please . . . I’m so close . . .” I was talking to myself, I needed a push, I thought about how I’d been used, “Please . . . fuck me like that again, use me as your whore.”  As I said whore my body convulsed, wave after wave of orgasm came over me, I collapsed onto my side, my hand stuck between my legs.  I’d never cum like that before, I lay there on the cold, tiled floor for what felt like ages.  When I finally stood up I looked in the door of the microwave, I could make out my reflection.

My makeup was running down my face, I removed my tee shirt and bra and inspected my breast, it was red from where he’d abused it.  I turned and gasped when I looked at my ass, it was bright red and covered in marks from the spoon.  In places bruises were starting to form.  I looked at it for ages, running my hand over it, it was captivating.  I couldn’t take my eyes off its beauty.  I loved the marks.  I couldn’t resist, I fell to the floor and started masturbating, I got onto my hands and knees, legs apart, ass up so I could look at its reflection as I toyed with myself, I couldn’t look away and I came quickly, not as hard as last time but to cum twice in 10 minutes was amazing.

When I stood up I washed my face and hands and went to find my boyfriend, he was in my bed, fast asleep.  I cleaned up my cooking stuff, throwing the cookie dough away.  I no longer cared about cookies.

In the morning he was contrite, apologetic and generally fawning.  It didn’t matter how many times I told him I enjoyed it, how I loved the abuse, how I wanted to do it again he just kept promising me it would never happen again.  When he saw my ass he broke down in tears.  We split up a week later, I wanted him to hit me and he refused.  I think he wanted to as well, but he was too conditioned by society.

******

My legs are hurting, my hips hurt but I hold my position.  When I need a reminder of why I do this I look into his face, seeking his approval.  Men love looking at a woman like this, submitting to his will, his power.  I love being their toy. 

When the alarm signals the end of my morning worship I fall to the floor and kiss where his feet would be then I speak.  “Thank you Master,” I say to him, looking up, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.”  I mean every word of this, to be allowed to kneel before him is an honor.  The only way it could be better is if I could maintain it for longer.  Two days ago I could just do this for 45 minutes, now I’m doing it for an hour and already I want to do it for longer.  Oh, and if I was in front of him for real of course.

After I’ve thanked him I roll onto my side and bring my legs together.  It hurts and I bring my knees up into my stomach and a tear or two escape my eyes.  When I can I get back to kneeling and ask for permission to get him a drink, the 8 ball grants me permission.  I crawl to the kitchen and make him a black coffee.  I place it on the table and form the mushroom shape, I imagine his legs on my back as he drinks his coffee.  When I think it’s gone cold I ask for permission to get a drink myself, once more the 8 ball says I can and I pour the cold liquid into my dog bowl and drink from it, keeping as still as possible to not disturb his legs on my back.

When it’s gone I do a quick time check, just before 11.  I know my Master’s Sunday routine well, he takes the family out for breakfast most weekends, then home when he’ll get changed and go to the club, he’ll talk with friends, eat something light before teeing off around midday.  Golf is a ritual for him, he’ll frequently play on a Wednesday as well, with one of the other partners or a client.  I find the sport dull but I’ve learned all I can about it so I can talk to him  Fuck, I’ve even been taking lessons and once a week I go to the driving range, just in case I’m ever asked to play.

So I’ve got six hours to myself.  I’ve planned out what I’m going to do, the package I picked up this morning is an essential part of my plans.  It’s a pulley and a selection of ropes.  I smile as I open the package, I’ve fantasized about suspension bondage for years but never tried it.  I should join a club really, but I don’t want to be part of a scene, I want to be a private slave to my Master, not just a member of a club.

When I looked round the apartment there was an egg chair hanging from the ceiling in the window, when I moved in the chair was gone but the hook remained.  It took me a while before I noticed it, when I did I started to think about what it would be like to be suspended from the hook. I’ve never done it, but today I will. 

I open the box and take out the pulley, it’s manually operated with a selection of ropes.  I’ve written out six positions, I’ll try each in turn and then use the dice to control which one and how long I must endure. 

It takes me a while to get the pulley set up, when I do I try something simple and use it to lift a suitcase full of clothes off the floor.  I practice with it, locking it off and releasing it, this can be done by pulling on control ropes.  Before I start I text a friend, she’s got a key and we’ve arranged to go out for dinner tonight, she’s still coming round at eight.  In an emergency she’ll be able to rescue me.

When I’m confident everything works I prepare for my first position.  The first is the easiest, I lock my wrist cuffs together and tie the rope around my wrists.  I put a portable step under the pulley and pull the rope taught.  Before I kick the step away I check several times that I can release the pulley.  When I’m confident I kick the step away and I’m left hanging by my wrists.  I cry out as my wrists and shoulders take the strain, instinctively I thrash my legs around, searching for the step.  My movements just make the pain worse and I quickly learn to stay still.

“Alexa, set timer for five minutes.”  She starts the timer and I hang there, the pain slowly building in my shoulders.  When the timer is up I pull on the rope, I’m nervous, what if I’m left hanging for . . . fuck, nine hours?  But everything works and it slowly lowers me to the floor.  The pulley was expensive, but worth it.

When I’m down I untie the rope and release my wrists.  I want to masturbate, but my Master isn’t here to ask for permission.  Instead I prepare for position two.  For this one I tie my ankle cuffs together and pull on the rope, inching myself upwards.  The pulley makes it easy and my back drags across the floor as my legs rise.  Blood is flooding into my head as I go up and up. 

When my ass is high and my neck is just on the floor I swallow and pull again and again, soon my head is off the ground, my hair hanging down and I’m inverted.  I want to raise myself high, but this is my first time, so instead I stay there, an inch off the floor, just in case I fall.  I set the timer again, the blood is pouring into my head but I’m calm.  I’ve watched videos of girls being suspended like this for twenty minutes or more, I should be able to do five.

When the timer goes it’s almost with sadness that I release myself and I sink slowly to the floor.  Here I get into trouble.  My head hits the floor and I’m balanced on it, but the pulley keeps lowering me.  Fuck, I’m coming down, but I’m unsupported.  I put my hands onto the floor and push myself away, face to the floor as I slowly come down.  My neck hurts, it’s not supposed to bend like that, I should be coming down onto my back. 

I keep coming down, my face is down but now it’s my back that’s bending the wrong way.  I keep pushing and pulling and I make it down in one piece.  The blood flow is leaving my head, I look in a mirror first, my head is bright red from the excess blood.  I sort of like the look.  When I’m down I think about what went wrong.  I need to come down on my back, next time I’ll tie a rope onto my table so I can pull on it to let myself down in a more controlled manner.

The third is a variation of the second.  I take my spreader bar and attach it to my ankles, forcing my legs three feet apart, pussy completely exposed, then tie the ropes to my ankles.  I check the floor rope, I can pull it and the tables doesn’t move.  I smile as I pull the rope and lift myself off the floor.  This time I’m braver and I lift myself until I’m a foot off the floor.  If the ropes give way I’m in trouble, the fall could kill me.  That’s part of the thrill.

After my five minutes I pull the release and I’m gently lowered down.  Before my head hits the floor I use my hands and arms to pull myself away, this time I come down on my back, it’s much easier.  I smile when I’m down, I enjoyed being exposed like that.  Should the need arise I decide there and then I’ll adopt that position for a pussy whipping that I’ll administer to myself.

For four I release myself from the spreader bar, this will be hard to set up but should be easy to do.  I tie one rope round my knees, a second at the top of my thighs, a third in the small of my back and the fourth under my arms.  I tie all four of them to a ring, and then tie the ring to the pulley.  I lift myself up and I lie there, this position is almost peaceful, my head hanging down, my hair touching the floor.  I smile, I’m happy and relax.  I set the time for 15 minutes and close my eyes.

Five is the one that worries me the most.  I think six will hurt more, but five worries me.  It’s simple enough, but escaping could be difficult.  I’ve read about it, it was used as a torture position in ancient days.  I won’t be able to do the full torture position, which I’m quite glad about really. 

First I reattach the spreader bar to my ankle cuffs, forcing my legs open wide.  I run my hands down my legs, I love the way they are stretched and there’s nothing I can do about it.  I tie a hook onto the end of a rope and fit it to the pulley.  I fasten my hands behind my back and slot the cuffs over the hook.  Then I take the rope and start to pull.

I’ve read about this and seen photos, watched films and it’s not recommended to do this by yourself, but I’ve got no one to try it with.  And that’s part of the thrill, if this goes wrong I could be in real pain until my friend gets here. 

It takes a while, slowly lifting myself into the strappado position.  For torture I should be lifted off the ground, my arms and shoulders taking my full weight, but clearly that’s impossible to achieve by myself – even if I could I wouldn’t, it would be far too dangerous.  Instead I lift myself up until I’m on tip toes, even so the pain in my shoulders in intense.  I pull myself up as high as I dare and spend the full five minutes in that position.

I’m proud that I’ve got myself into this position, it hurts but I’m bent at 90o at the waist, my arms forced upwards behind me.  In a perfect world I’d have my elbows tied together, but clearly I can’t do that to myself.  My breasts are hanging down.  Maybe one day someone could attach my nipples to my toes and tighten the tension, pulling my breasts down. 

Then I’d want to be beaten like this, to have my master strike my ass with a cane, I’d already be in agony but I’d have to stay still, if I moved the clamps would pull at my nipples, my shoulders would twist and the pain might become unbearable.  When I’d become a sobbing, screaming mess he’d throw the cane to one side and slide his fat cock inside my hole.  He’d take my collar in his hand and pull on it, chocking me as he used me, forcing me to be silent.

Fuck, I’m panting thinking of this, my knees are going weak, I need to be strong.  “Focus on the pain Emily,” I hear him telling me.  My Master is right, as he always is.  I take his words as gospel, the thought of being fucked leaves me and the pain returns.  Pain is good, pain is real.  It reminds me of my place in the world. 

When Alexa releases me I’m on the verge of tears, tears of pain.  It takes me another minute to operate the release, as soon as I’m down I release one end of the spreader bar and then I roll into a ball, I struggle to undo my arms, when I manage it I hug myself.  I’m proud that I managed it, terrified that I’ll have to do it again.

The final position is the one I fear the most.  I’ve watched videos online, I’ve seen people do this to themselves, I’ve watched professionals get part way through and quit though clearly I won’t quit.  I’m going for a full breast suspension, suspending myself by my breasts.  They’re big enough, but from everything I’ve read the pain will make the last position look like nothing.

Preparation is key, my breasts are too firm to be tied straight away.  I start by taking the longest bondage rope and fold it in half.  I pass the loose ends round my back and through the loop.  I pull it tight, just under my breasts and pass it back round, over my breasts, then under, over and under until it’s almost all used, then I tie it off.  I look at myself in the mirror, I quite like the look.  I’ll leave that on for the rest of the day. 

I get a little sad as well, if this was being done right my Master would be tying the ropes, he would also secure my hands and arms behind my back so that I couldn’t move or use them.  I look at the sex doll, it’s not the same.  One day, surely one day he’ll notice his little sex slave and use her the way she was meant to be used.

I take another rope, this one is a little thinner, I’ve tested it before, it can take my weight and there’s going to be two of them.  As before I fold it in two and I pass the end between my breasts, under the previous rope.  I pass the end back through the loop, leaving the two ends hanging down.  I take one end in my hand and start.

I take my breast in my other hand and lift it, passing the cord end under it and pulling it as tight as I can get it, without it moving, then lower my breast and wrap the cord over the top, pulling it tight.  The second time round is easier and I can get it tighter and tighter with each loop over my breast.  After half a dozen loops there’s about four feet of rope left, I pass the end under a couple of the loops and pull it tight.

I examine my breast, the cord is tight and I pull it, it hardly moves.  I smile, my breast is turning purple as the blood is constricted.  As an experiment I pick up a nipple clamp and put it on my nipple, the lack of blood has numbed my breast somewhat.  It still hurts, but nowhere near as much as usual.  I smile and leave it in place, then wrap my other breast in the rope and put the other clamp on.

I take the ends of the rope and attach them to the pulley.  I take the control rope in my hand and start to hoist, I’m quickly on my tip toes.  I stay like that, my upper body swinging, the pain in my tits and my calves building.  I take a deep breath and pull once more, my toes leave the floor and I start to laugh, I’m hanging from the ceiling, supported only by my breasts.  The pain in them is intense, I don’t know why I’m laughing.

Soon I start to cry as the pain gets worse and worse.  From what I’ve read it will only subside when I let myself down, but I can’t do that until my five minutes are up.  I look down, my breasts are deep purple now.  Tears are flooding down my face, I keep raising and lowering my hands, I desperately, desperately want to grab the ropes, to pull up, to take the pressure onto my arms, but if I touch the rope I’ll be cheating.  And then I’ll have to punish myself for cheating and the clock will reset.

When the five minutes are up I pull the release rope and lower myself to the floor.  I fall onto it, collapsing.  The pain in my breasts in unbearable and I undo the ropes as fast as I can, when I get the first one off the blood starts to flow back in and the pain just increases, I cry out when I rip the clamp from my nipple.  I lie there, crying.  When the tears stop I rub my tortured breasts and gasp as I touch them, always sensitive they are now unbelievable.  I squeeze them gently, pushing them together.  I moan, they feel incredible.

I need some lubrication, I stand and go to the bathroom quickly and get a bottle of oil.  I return to the living room and apply it.  Now my hands run freely over my flesh, pleasure coursing through my breasts.  I take my nipples into my fingers and squeeze them gently, I gasp, the sensation is incredible.  I pull on them, when they slip out of my greasy fingers I bend my head forward and push up on my chest, pushing my nipples towards my mouth. 

I fantasize that my Master is pushing my chest to his mouth.  I open my mouth and take in nipple.  I close on it, sucking gently, I gasp and it comes out of my mouth and take the other one in,, sucking it before gently biting it.  I gasp when I bite it, the sensation is intense.  I’m breathing deeply and I push my hands onto my legs, avoiding my pussy, that would make it too easy.

I twist my nipples and suck them again, I’m breathing more quickly now, I can feel myself getting more and more excited.  I concentrate on one breast, cupping it in both hands and bringing it back and forth to my mouth, sucking and biting it, as I sink my teeth in hard something happens and my body doubles as I cum, sensations explode throughout my body, shooting from breasts to my pussy.  I let go of my breasts, they are too sensitive to touch. 

I lie on the floor panting, that orgasm took me completely by surprise, my face flushes, I just came without permission.  I touch my pussy and gasp again.  I’m desperate to be fucked.  I look at my Master, I don’t ask I just walk to him and sit on his knees, guiding his cock into my pussy, I start sliding up and down, his cock filling my cunt.  I rub my clit, touching it and soon I’m gasping, panting.  I start kissing my Master’s neck, running my tongue over his skin.  Soon I’m begging, pleading with him.

“Can I cum for you Master,” I beg, “Please Master, please allow your slave to cum Master.”  I shake the 8 ball and drop it, I don’t look at it, I’m going to cum.  Nothing can stop this now.  “Please Masssss,” I manage as a second orgasm take over my body, I collapse onto him, his cock buried deep in my pussy.  I imagine him cumming inside me, feeling his cock pulse.  I start crying, I’m so happy.  I kiss him again, mouth to mouth and thank him for allowing me to cum.

When I lift off I get on my knees and suck his cock clean, taking him deep into my throat.  I thank him over and over, then look at his face.  I imagine him smiling down at me, patting my head, thanking his slave.  I’m so happy in this moment, my life feels almost perfect.  Then I think and I get a little sad, he’s not with me, he’ll be somewhere on the golf course.  Fuck, he’ll never be with me.

I wipe away my tears and look at the 8 ball.  I pick it up.  There can be no doubt, the answer was no.  I frown as I look at it.  I’ve just cum twice without permission.  I need to be punished.
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I find the dice and look at my Master.  “I’m sorry Master,” I say, “I will accept your punishment.”  My earlier euphoria has gone and I can feel myself dropping, I’ve failed him.  I need to learn from this lesson.  A slave should never cum without permission, it’s a serious infraction of the rules.

I roll the dice, it’s a three.  The single tailed whip.  I go to my room and pick it out of my cupboard, I’ve got two in there, one about five feet long and one much shorter but heavier.  I pick the shorter one, it’s heavier but doesn’t move as quickly through the air.  The longer one is too hard to use on myself.  I want him to use it one me one day.  I smile at that thought.
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The one I’ve selected is made of black leather.  I polish it every 3 months, along with my floggers and leather implements.  I consider this to be my most demeaning task, keeping my implements of pain and suffering in working order.  I run it over my body, this is going to hurt, this always hurts.

At the table I pick up the six sided dice and roll it.  I watch it bounce, nervously, praying it won’t be a four, my tits hurt enough already.  It comes to a halt on five.  My pussy.  Great.  Next I roll the 20 sided dice, 13.  I came twice without permission so I roll it a second time, a four.  17 strikes to my pussy with the whip.  I wince, thinking of the pain that’s to come.

I hand the whip to my Master, placing it on his lap.  “Your slave is sorry for cumming without permission Master.  Please whip you property Master to make sure that she learns her lesson.”  As I’ve said earlier in my experience men enjoy hurting a woman – this is different.  Hurting a girl comes in two forms, the first is sexual gratification.  This isn’t about that, this is about punishment.  And 25 strikes to my cunt is going to hurt.  Being whipped on your cunt always hurts.

I stand up and open my legs wide, then I pause.  I look at the pulley and the spreader bar.  I’ve seen this done online but never experienced it myself.  Next time the dice land the right way I’ll suspend myself by my ankles, legs spread wide, held in place with the spreader bar and whip my pussy that way.  I smile, this is going to hurt.  This should hurt, he deserves better than me.

I roll the dice again, a five.  The 20 side dice comes up with a seven.  Seven minutes in strappado.  I check the clock, then check my phone.  Jack has messaged me, he expects me to be naked and in position outside the back door at four, when his shift ends.  I check the clock, three hours of suspension to come and that leaves me with a little time to clean up the apartment and myself afterwards.

When I release myself from the strappado my shoulders ache (as they should) and I roll the dice.  I smile, it’s a three.  Time to hurt myself.  I pick up the whip and return to the pulley where I attach the spreader bar to my ankles and tie it to the pulley rope.  I check the rope on the floor, to make sure I can pull it for when I come down. I lay the whip on the floor, in easy reach, take a deep breath and start to hoist.

It takes me a while to get myself lifted, I pause several times and hold my breath.  I have more confidence in the set up this time, I’m convinced that the pulley and ropes will hold so I haul myself higher and higher, until my hands can barely touch the floor.  I look at my Master, I’m spinning slightly and I imagine him looking at his prize possession, smiling at me, knowing that I’ve failed him but that I’ll take the punishment, in silence.

I speak to him.  “Master, please punish me.  Your slave is ready.”  I’m spinning slowly and I’m so high it takes me three attempts to pick up the whip.  Once I do I slip my hand inside the strap and take a deep breath.  This is going to hurt.  I look at him, well it would hurt a damn sight more if he did it.

I let my hand down, the whip handle touching the floor and then I bring my arm up in one smooth, fast action.  The whip hits my body on my stomach before wrapping over my pussy mound and the end lashes into my cunt.  I cry out in pain, this hurt more than I was expecting.  I almost drop the whip, the pain is that intense.  An important lesson for me there, with a big heavy whip like this you don’t need speed to generate pain.  My training kicks in.

“I’m sorry Master for breaking silence.  Please can we start again Master?”  Thank fuck I cried out on the first blow and not the last.  For the second I move the whip slower, it still hurts like hell but I take the lash in silence.  “One thank you Master,” I say, “Please may I have another?”  In my mind I can see him smiling and nodding.  My wish is granted and I lash myself a second time.  “Two thank you Master, please may I have another?” 

After five I pause and do a stomach crunch so I can see my body.  There are thin red lines stretching down my body, starting just below (just above?) my tits from where the whip has bitten into my flesh.  My head hurts, it’s pumped with blood and I’ve got 12 more to go.  I drop back down and deliver them to myself as quickly as I can, thanking my Master after each one and asking for another.  As I’ve trained myself I don’t cry out again (not after the first one), but I am soon sobbing, the tears dripping down my forehead.

After I apply the last lash I thank my Master for punishing his slave and promising him that I will try harder to please him in future.  I check the clock, I’ve got another eight minutes to stay hanging upside down.  I take the whip out of my hand and open my mouth.  I place the handle into my mouth and bite down on it gently.  I stay like that, happy that I took my punishment in silence, as I am trained to do.  When my time is up it’s with regret and sadness that I lower myself.

I spend the next few hours moving from position to position, holding them all until the timer sounds, and it’s almost time to see Jack.  I put the equipment away and go for a shower.  As the water warms up I inspect my wrists and ankles where the white leather cuffs have been locked in place since Friday. They are tight to my skin and there are red marks where the leather has rubbed.  I pull at a padlock and as the cuff moves against my skin it irritates it.  I test the ankle ones, they are just the same.  I want to remove them and allow my skin to breathe.  I pull hopefully at the padlocks but it doesn’t yield, I don’t have the key yet.  It will come Monday.

Next I inspect my collar.  The cold steel feels amazing against my skin.  It’s not too tight, I can get my fingers inside it, between my neck and my collar.  I pull at it, it won’t come off either, but unlike my leather restraints it’s not chafing me.  I love wearing it and in a perfect world I’d wear it to work on Monday, he would see it and recognize it for what it is. 

I can’t stop smiling at the thought, he’d call me into his office, he’d bend me over his desk and raise my skirt, he’d cuff my wrists behind my back and lock them to my collar, causing me so much pain, I wouldn’t be able to lower my arms without choking myself, then he’d pull my lacy black panties to one side and thrust his cock inside me, fucking me hard until he came.

It’s subconscious, I’m not aware but my hand is on my pussy, rubbing myself.  I put one hand on the wall for support, gasping as the warm water cascades over my body and breasts, down my stomach and between my legs, I toss my head back and open my mouth, it soon fills with warm water.  I close my eyes, lost in the moment, fantasizing about being fucked in his office, the danger of being interrupted at any moment.

Soon I’m begging, pleading for permission to cum, forcing my fingers in and out of my pussy.  I hold myself on the edge, all I need is for him to allow me to cum, until with supreme self control I pull my hand away and allow the sensation to subside, leaving my body weak.  I suck my fingers, catching some of my taste before the shower washes it away.  I’m proud, I edged well.

Once I’m out of the shower I dry myself off and inspect my body.  My stomach is red from the whipping, I check my pussy and it’s equally damaged.  My breasts show the bruising from yesterday and the rope marks from today and I don’t look good.  I smile, the marks will soon fade.   I don’t dress of course, I’ll be going naked to my next appointment.

I pick up my phone and text Jack, “I’ll be in the alleyway soon sir”.  I find my keys.  I’m going to be naked outside of Starbucks, waiting to be taken into the staff room where I’ll be fucked, or be told to suck cock.  It’s all good training for a slave girl.


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.  And I always reply to emails from fans.




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. 

- 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

[The Secret Slave, Part 1]

I recently read your book the secret slave part one and I loved every bit of it and I'm also following you on amazon kindle

- Deion


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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